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(1) 'A Polish pocket picker, who hed 
studied what the trick was, 

Kept his hand in—yea, too long, in 
fact, which proved that Pole a 
etick was. 

(2) A bird’s nest ina helmet caused this 
volanteer vexation. 
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Policemen arrested by pohcemen. 









l 
3 fap. x9 


—~ 


—S 1/ 


js "St « * 
te ay 


, =A 
?. 
E 
ye 3% 


(3) A cabby to a bic) cli:t showed rude-{ (5) Le! bere upon the sea sand, Fun, 


ness most excessive. 
Indeed, he was Cab-rank-orous, un- 
fare, and most aggressive. 


(4) A fine fall grown petition in Bung’s 
favour was presented. 

The Publican shoull eay, “ 7ris 

Bung!” and now be more con- 


whos wise, but never solemn, 
Gives just a slight ar-shore-ance re 
his Fifty-second “ Vollum.” 


(6) A Chinese swell at Dresden some- 

what muddled re his train was— 

A bit of Dresden Ohina that pro- 
tive of : nm was 


. The cabby + 
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4 ‘too much married man. 


(7) {Aistrange idea that bobbies who at 
meetings had 
"Gainst their wrongs (which all 
admitted), should by bobbies be 
arrested. 


(8) An amorous electrician got much 
~ married by advertisement— 
Which piece of (elec)trickery he 


hades to hile hurt is meant. 
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+f wf. —OSLY Le Nozze di Figaro 
Pg at the “ Italian Opera House” 
~ ~ this week—at least, only Le 
Nozze to write about. Being 
rather degraded in my musi- 

cal tastes, with an underbred 
affection for as much “ toon ” 

as possible, and having some 
preference for an intention- 

ally comic opera over the 
unpremeditatedly so, I 

‘/ wvather approved of the even- 
ing’s entertainment. It is 
true that the exponents of 
grand opera are somewhat 
elephantine in style when 
they descend to gambols— 
their humour works some- 
what creakily. Ail the same, 
it was a very creditable performance. 
Miss Ella Russell's Susanna was very 
charming and sprightly, and deliciously 
sung, Mdme. Tavary (who distinguished 
herself by leaving her jewels in a cab 
after the performance, by the way) gave 
as some particularly refined and delicate 
We could have 





+, 





might have done a good 
was nothing very particular about Signor 


leal worse), and there 
; way or the 


1 Andradeés Figaro, one 


otner. 8S e of the most satisfactory 

work was done by our old friends, oe Bula, a4 

Madlle Pauermeister and  Sivcnor 

Rinaldini. iT 
THE GLOpneE.—There might be some 


disadvantages attending the oft sug- 
gested performance of //amlet with 
the Prince of Denmark omitted, but 
there is little doubt that the latest 
revival of Ftomeo and Juliet, which 
is located at this house, would suffer 
little from the elision of Miss Capulet. 
Miss Moore really appears to havea 
more than fair conception of the part, 
but Nature having denied her any 
but the most elementary means of articulation, 
has placed it quite beyond her power to give 
expression to her idea. Therefore we pity and 
forgive her. 





THE more so as she is surrounded by a com- 
pany which, if its members do not rise to any \ I 
individually, gives as harmoniously }) 


rreat heights 
rounded an ex- \ \ /< 
position of the \“® 
play as I re- JI 
member to have led 
seen. Mr. Otis ..... 
Skinner, though FIGARO ON THR 
his make-upisa “JINGO” PATH, 
little disconcert- 
ing, is a fairly fervid Romeo. It’s 
really very rude of him, though, to 
follow Juliet about so when she is 
vancing, and nota little ludicrous in 
effect. Mr. Mark Quinton’s Mercutio 
is really first-class goods, and Mrs. 
Caarles Calvert (knowledge of whose 
identity I regained after the manage- 
ment had purchased a programme 
from an attendant and conferred it 
on me) impressed me with a strong 
belief that she is not excelled in the 
part even by Mrs. Stirling. 





Mr. CAPULET is really very 
terrible when he was roused, I never 
saw & man so cross and squeaky with 
rage. He is so very violent that 


-™* , ’ + . . he a ; A +: 
k he'd. been jinstructed to be rough on Juliet 


COVE 


\T GARDEN,—THE NOT VERY 
E (DON‘T)-CARE-A- 


2 FUN. 








as to arouse sympathy with that disobedient and secretive young 
minx—particularly as Mr. Black is markedly natural in other por- 





0 Mr. G. B. 
hillips is a genuinely 
umorous Peter, and Mr. 
F, Graham’s Apothecary 
is better done than usual, 
I think—a little 
borated, perhaps, in some 
points. Mr. John Nesbitt 


over-eia- 


L- 18s rather 32 wonderful Friar 
ld . . . 
THE = 3HADOWE ree th Lawrence,—he reels otf his 
i » A a ~~ . i 4 7: . , = S ~ 
‘ : - e lines with a persevering in- 
: 


dustry that never seems to 
tire—a steady determination to get through them at all costs. 

THE scenery and stage groupings and effects are as good as modern 
taste can demand, and the dressing is pretty fair, although Juliet is 
a far greater swell, judging by her dresses, than any othe i 
Verona, not excepting her own 
parents, or even the Prince. 


CA 
4 
: 

to 





I WAS much cheered by the con- 
versation of a party of ladies in the 
stalls behind me. Their artless 
delight at the new system of putting 
a sixpence in the slot and taking 
out an opera glass was charming, and 
the readiness with which they re- 
cognized Sadler’s Wells’ (“Shake- 
speare’s theatre, you know! ”) and 
St. Paul’s in the drop scene, has left 
an impression of gentle innocence 
and sweet freshness which can never 
fade. Theyeven recognized a sedan 
chair in the same picture (though 
I own it was difficult) as “a kind 
of coach.” I have the less hesitation 
in referring to these remarks as the 
tones in which they were uttered 
proved them intended for public pro- 
party. 


NobDs AND WINKs.—The Meister- 
singers gave a very excellent ren- 
dering of Rip Van Winkle at their elegant home on three evening; 
last week. All the parts were well done, naturally somewhat on the 
lines of the original performers, and Miss Birdie Irving not only 
“kindly consented ” to dance the Pas seul and the Pas de Fascina- 
tion, but most bene- 
volently kept her 
word.—One Jacques. 
described as “an olil 
soldier,” is now going 
without bis natural 
food at the Royal 
Aquarium. 





P.S.—Just a word 
at the last moment 
about Nancy \ Co. 
at the Lyceum. Same 
piece as before— 
plenty of politics; 
Daly Co. in the 
wildest humour— 
same as before. All same as before, and very funny. Except that 
Miss Rehan and Lewis have most of it to themselves—a lot of new 


¥ 
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THE GLOBE.—* WHATEVER IS THE OLD GENTLEMAN 
DOING IN THE JAM CUPBOARD!” 


, . . 
people. Some very good. More in my next 
‘ d we 
a’ D 

. Un 
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TOTTIE: 


A SHILLING SHOCKLET. 
By a Lady of Title. 


CHAPTER NII. 
SIR GHASTLY TRIES HIS LUCK. 
“THE very thing!” I exclaimed, inwardly, on reading this paternal 
effusion. “ Fate is playing into my hands with a vengeance. The 
way is now 
perfectly 
straight and 
clear, and 
Pecky—yes! 
Pecky shall 
take my place. 
Why should I 
hesitate? She 
is my _ sister, 
certainly, but 
—and no one 
is better quali- 
fied to judge 
than myself—a 
more designing 
minx never 
fabricated a 
complexion. 
The idea! A 
curate make 
love to her, in- 
ljeed! Poor 
fool! he sball 
xt least be spared a life of perpetual wretchedness, And, after all, 
she is to be envied! What happier fate than to die young, unknown 
insignificant, and leave a beauteous sister on the high road to 
uccess ?”’ 
lusings were interrupted by a lively dig in the back, and, 
turning sharply round, the hateful visage of Sir Ghastly Grin leered 
amorously into mine. : 
“ll thank you to Keep your place, Sir Ghastly,” I cried, acrimo- 
niously, giving an indefinite tilt of contempt to my indigrant nose. 





ta 


When you receive any encouragement from me, you may venture to 
presume upon such insolent familiarities ! ” 

* Why does the lovely 
Tottie thus repulse the 





mine—my own! Forget the maudlin attentions of the chuckle-headed 
Mandrake, and become Sir Ghastly’s bride! Refuse! and a dreadful 
doom awaits you—a doom which I alone have power to avert,” 

“Rubbish !” I replied, coolly. 

“Ha!” he ejaculated, recoiling in astonishment, “have you, then, 
heard the Curse of the House of Bloodwort ?” 

“ Heard it?” I repeated, mockingly, “why, I know it by heart!” 

Overcome by surprise, he made a violent effort, and swallowed his 
anger and two of his front teeth. 

“Go, trickster!” I cried, haughtily, “your heart is as false as I 
have long suspected your teeth to be. I scorn your offer as I do your 
wealth and person, and every fibre in my maiden soul thrills with un- 
mitigated horror at your hateful presence !” 

Moistening his dry lips with a still drier tongue, he grasped his hat 
and umbrella, and with a baffled smile permeating his very boots, 
slunk abjectly away. 

“ Thus, Mandrake,” I exclaimed, as, once more alone, I turned in 
the direction of his boudoir, “thus do I sanctify the purity of our 
twin fond hearts; and, cork legs or no cork legs, I mean sticking to 
you till the last.” 

The same evening I wrote to dad, informing him that there was 
every probability of his shortly gazing upon the cherished form of 
his favourite olive branch, and I concluded with, “ Whatever you do, 
don't lay against Ramper. Lord Mandrake informs me he is sure to 


= Yerby,.” 
win the Derby. (Te be continued.) 








Essence of Romance.—No. V. 
A TALE OF BLIGHTED FAITH. 
I LOV’D her,—she was fair,sofair! ; Ob,startledecho! hearmy crouan— 
So golden, golden was her hair ! Her golden hair was not her own ; 
Her teeth so bright, Her form—was madd 
So pearly white, By fiencls that trade 
Her form—her form sofairy light! | On human trust—it must besaid | 


I lov'd her—lov'd her madly, yes! | All, all deceptive,—form, teeth, 


I thought her life my life would hair !|— 
bless ; All bargains, purchascd—I know 
That love would be where— 


To buyers toss'‘d 
“ Below prime cost '"— 
Thus was my faith for ever lost ! 


An ecs*asy, 
Known—only known to her and 
me | 








A CLOosE FiIt.—A faint in cons2quence of hot weather. 





delicate attentions of her 
devoted :Ghastly?” he 
jueried, with a hideous 
grimace. 

“Her devoted Ghast- 
ly?” I repeated, with 
withering scorn: “you 
mistake me, sir. My 
taste has never yet led 
me in the direction of 
the Chamber of Horrors.” 

“TI fail to see the 
point,” he replied. 

‘ Consult your mirror,” 
was my rejoinder, as I 
turned scornfully away. 
Indeed, I feel I have 
no right to look at you— 
I have not paid the extra 
sixpence !” 

By a grasp of the 
shoulder he swung me 
bodily round, and, stoop- 
ing towards me, hissed— 

‘* Why do you treat me 
thus? [ love you, girl, 
with a frenzied passion, 
of which molten lead 
poured into a dissected 
cranium is bat a faintly 
realized conception. I 
have been—nay, am—a 
bold, bad bart., but be- 

















neath the witching infiu- 
ence of your divine pre- 
sence, I feel I could— 
say, in the course of half 
a century—reform. Be , gs" 


THE RULING PASS(I)ON. 


Mrs. Smithington.—“ Can I trouble you for the water jug, Mr, Mildmay?” 
Mildmay (rampant blue-ribbonite.)—*“ Certainly, Mrs. Smithington, I never hesitate ia passing the water jug. 


Grogsby (not of the blue-ribbon persuasion.)—"“ Neither do I!” 


” 
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A LAZY LOT. 


(By BoB THE PAINTSR.) 


| agin , 


if at'- 








Ay 
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Never ’as nothink to do but ‘ang abart all day and enjoy ‘isself, w’ile us pore fellers work.’ 


“There, now—there's that feller. Eesa lord, ard a MI. 








that bloke with the picter, ee’s a artist. Nice lazy time ee 'as of it, too! Dessay that thing ee’s got ain't tuok him a matter o’ five minutes, Then that 


* There 
rext cove e's a judge, ec is. Je-t ‘aves to stroll down to the Cort and say a word or two, and dror ’is pay and injoy ’isself. And that joker with gaiters—a bishopee is 
Never did a ‘our’s work in ’is life |” 


Jest ‘as to dress ‘isself up ike that, and sh»w visitors round the kerthedral now an‘ then. 
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wot wedo! And then, 


Very well, And the 
And the shopkeepers, ‘Izy don't work. Very*e j 
7979 


Very well 


' ! W'y, the ole lot of ‘em ud forl down dead if you wos to arst ’em to do a day's work like 
ook at gard’ners, and navvies, and sailors, and the rest on ’em—yah! It’s jest this—the Queen and the Rile Family, they don’t work, do they ? 


Aristo racy, they don't work. Very well. And the clergymen, and docters, and all them, ‘hey don’t work. Very well. 
Aud take the workin’ men orl rarnd—w’y, you tell me a trade—barrin’ us painters—'as ever does wot yer might say a’ard day’s work— 


“ Ourpioters ? and blacksmiths? and Oity clerks ? 


well, 
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UNDER THE PATRONAGE OF MR. STANLEY. 
NOT, MY EMINENT AND GREAT PRIME MINISTER, J AM WITH YOU!” 
Praise from Mr, Stanley is praise indeed. 


[ See Cartoon Verses, j). LQ, 
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ONE OF THE LEGAL PROFESSIONS. 
(See a recent case.) 


THE first time we met the respectable Mr, Jemmifactor we com- 


mitted a most awkward blunder. 
We were walking witha 


friend when the latter per- 
ceived a friend of his ap- 
proaching. “Ah,” he ssid, 
“here’s Jemmifactor—capi- 
tal fellow. I'll introduce 
you.” And he did, 

“ Has a most taking man- 
ner with him, hasn't he?” 
said owr friend when he had 
parted from the new ac- 
quaintance, 

“Very,” we said, “ex- 
tremely well bred. A lord, 
or comething in that line?” 

“Ah, no—not exactly that. 
Professional man: makes 
the tools for the leading 
firms of burglars in (rreat 
Britain.” 

“Wha-at?” we  stam- 

>»? 














mered, “did we undersiacd : ou to say- | 

‘| ssi i he was one of the mo-t influential and considerable manu- 
facturers of burglars’ toc ; 

_ We stopped, p'an‘ed our feet firmly, folde1 our arms, and said, 
BOWlS— 

‘‘And you coolly admit that you have dared to insult us by intro- 
ducing us to a manufac—a—hang it! a criminal?’ 

‘‘ My dear fellow,” exclaimed our friend, “ what do you mean by 
‘criminal’ ?”’ 

“What do we me——why, dash it! Isn’t a burglar a criminal! 
Jsn’t a receiver a criminal?” 

‘Of couree—but a manufacturer of burglars’ tools is quite another 
thing—a most honourable and respectable person in the eye of the 
law! and, consejuently, received in any Society. Besides, my dear 
fellow, even if a pereon of his profession in a small way could be 
called a—— bless my soul, a most absurd idea! But this fellow’s in 
a large way— a very large way; and so cvulda't be a criminal, of 
Course, 

We had to admit our very unpardonable mistake, 

* e * * 7 * 

Shortly after this we were reminded of that blunder of ours by the 
following report in a newspaper :— 

CENTRAL CRIMINAL COURT.) 


Bill Arterdark was brought up for trial on a charge of burglary. 
After some vain attempts on the part of prisoner’s friends to prove 
several al/bis, matters looked very bad for Arterdark ; and no surprise 
was cccasioned by the announcement by the foreman that the jury, 
without retiring, were unanimously of opinion that the prisoner was 
guilty. His lordship was about to pass sentence, when he was in- 
formed that an important-looking gentleman was anxious to have a 
few words with him first. His lordship demurred. 

THE INVORMANT: “But, my Lord, you are not aware who the 
gentleman is,”’ 

His Lokpsuir: “It does not matter who the gentlemanis. IE it 
were the most important person on earth, the Court could not listen 
to his———”’ 

THE JINF.: “ But, 
your lordship, it is Mr. 
Jemmifactor.” 

THE JUDGE: “Eh? 
What, the influential 
manufacturer of bur- 
glars’ tools?” 

Inv.: ‘The same, 
my Jud,” 

THE JUDGE: “The 
party who is in sucha 





salons sl 7 very large way of 
bg Y, My business?” 
Inv. : ‘ Exactly, my 
lud.” 


The Judge descend- 
ed from the bench, 
; and, having himself 

escorted Mr. Jemmifactor to a seat upon it placed himself on a low 
stool at his feet. . 
/ | His Lorpsuip: “I am informed that you have ja statement to 


VW t 

y r ’ 
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Mr. J.: “I have. I merely wish to say that you may take my word 


for his innocence.” 


His LoRDsHIP: “After the evidence I have heard, your words 
surprise me ; however, as the assurance comes from Mr. Jemmifactor, 
the eminent and influential manufacturer of burglars’ tools, I cannot 
do otherwise than reverse the verdict of the jury, and discharge the 
prisoner without a stain on his character.” rn 

The prisoner left the court amid vociferous cheers from his friends, 
clearly proving the justice of Mr. Jemmifactor’s assurance. 

* - * * * 

The other day we again met our friend who had introduced us to 
the eminent manufacturer, 

“ Really wonderful fellow that Jemmifactor!” he said. “ Have you 
heard he’s to receive the medal of the Society of Arts, for his great 
services to the community in bringing to perfection that branch of 
industry with which he has identified himself? Oh, yes: invented 
no end of wonderful contrivances—among others a most delicate and 
ingenious instrument to enable a burglar to discover how many able- 
bodied persons a house contains, whether they have revolvers, in 
what exact spot each of them is, and how plucky they are; and a 
machine for silently annihilating all the inhabitants of a house by 
simply touching a snall button in the back garden; andsoon. Got 
a lot of patents out; mentioned in the House of Lords as m2riting 
a statute on the Embinkment.” 

* * 7 * * * 

‘ Going to take any shares in the Burghimplement Manufacturing 
Company, Limited? Splendid thing! Jemmifactor’s concern, you 
know. He's to receive a hundred and seventy millions forit. Ah— 
there's his carriage—he is going off to be made Lord Mayor, and 
Prime Minister, and Lord Chaancellor, and receive the Order of the 
Garter, and marry a Duchess, and reczive an illuminated address 
from the Society for the Eacouragemeat of Legal Criminality. I 
knew that man would get on.” 

And we might have known so too, if we hadn’t been quite so inno- 
cent ! 


* 








LtT those who have sufficient change in their pockets, and yet 
want change of another sort, try the Great Eastern tours to the 
Luxembourg Ardennes, where ruined cistles miy be seen, and ruined 
livers made right again, by the loveliest walks by old Echternach and 
La Rochette. Take this very night's train from Broad Street, throuch 
Harwich and Antwerp—don’t wait a secon], 
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GENEROSITY! 
British Workman (‘as usual,” on Saturday afternoon),.— Nerrer 
mind (hic) nerrer mind, old pal! You shall nerrer be without a Shil- 
ling, so long as I’ve got Sixpence !” 
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JUST SO! 
Miss Corwain—' ISN'T THIS A PERFECT ILLUSTRATION OF THE SIMILE MRS, SHRIEKER USED/IIN HER LECTURE AT THE WOMAN'S 


»»? 


RIGHTS ASSOCIATION THE OTHER DAY | 
Mr, Stroke-—“ ABOUT MALE BRUTE FORCE PROPELLING THE VESSEL OF LIFE, WHILE THE HIGHER INTELLECT OF WOMAN RULES 


AT THE HELM?’ 
Miss Corwain.—“ EXACTLY, OH, DEAR! HERE’S A STEAMER COMING! WHICH LINE AM I TO PULL, FOR GOODNESS SAKE?” 




















THH COLLOQUIES OF STRABISMUS. | STRA, An air of unaccustomed peace surroundeth me. Here are 


No. 46.—THE PUBLIC CALAMITY. no jostlings o’ the paths, but making way of in- 


SQUINTILIUS STRABISMUS, Philosopher and “ALL IS VANITY!” dividual for individual with smirks and bowings. 
Sage; VARIOUS PERSONS of Different : f enka The draysman’s lips drop sugared courtesies 
Occupations, — i ™ be ee instead o’ red-hot curses; the squeak of l’anchi- 

STRABISMUS. Ho! My gown and staff. My nello is tuned more mellifluously. Hven the 
Bendre thay + ga Teas Pe San ae el mad dogs are less rabid than usual, and the hack- 
head piece also if it please you. I have a mind as doen bie ieee alee oe a ye grace!” 
to go a-walking. But what enjellies thee thus ? wihetates ti te Here is a processic . many 
ate’e e, re is a processior an) 








Thy teeth chatter, good Slavia, Unbosom me, I 
oS thy fear joan \ thousands strong, marching along the chief 
; SLAY ta. I ord. sir. the Police are on strike! tha thoroughfares in orderly fashion. Yet the traflic 
We may look for awful goings on from this time of wheels is not suspended, and each street 
forth. — digests its gorgeof man-meat comfortably enough. 
) . Io pPanN rio, ¥ : if . ollie 

STRA. Rapine, theft, murder, and all the sins “ ern bel “ke m ger a bs hy, oe 
in the Decalogue walking unchained, without BEC Oe SUES We ?, BUG TESTEIONS Sew we & 
e'er a bear-leader to guide ‘em. Yet will I go to shift for ourselves, without hurrying and 

c < “i1Ca' ; _— . 4 - . p . ‘ > 

abroad. Odds order and tranquillity! how nagglesomeness, or changing of routes at the 
peaceful are the streets to-day . last moment, which is a thing injurious to the 

A Mam. Because no truncheoned meddlers temper and provocative of disorderly doings. No 
there be to obstruct the traflic. The entangle- mounted men in blue are there, to charge into 
ment of a whole sizect full o) carta, coaches our ranks and grind our corns under hoofs of 
wains litters and the like is a pastime of joy ri Government screws; no licensed blunderers 
the tone neliaemas. Bat he and hie fellows are afoot, to howl and heckle at us, Therefore do 
pee rsd es io . our hearts bubble over with the milk o’ human 
"A PICKPOOKET Worthy sir, pray you receive kindnese, and we are at peace with all men and 

. oT. ' 
hs Sees Se ae. wy fg it seems to me that that which was 

0 ; W ma siz t . y lt -ms f i ; at 
Tis my. joe pe Peedi A say amt feared as a public calamity hath turned out a 

e } ‘ ‘ / , ‘ . . ’ " 

PICK. Snapt from thy side whilst thou wert in rp omer | on he a wale ae 
a study of the brownest. Nay, cock not thy {| {| ce be wonder. rates Fare ye we 

! —— = 
‘urly eye on me. Truly it is not my wont to be “I’ve got  parrysol ; but I won't’be proud 
sinf DiIvorRce.—Writing off a bad debt 


nest. | it the pol eare on strike to lav. ma sve it 
} ’ 
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MATRIMONIAL ADVERTISEMENTS.—No. 2. 
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“Tullo!” gaid Simpson of cur cffice, “ here’s a rich 
val advertising fora husband, Noted beauty, and all 
that sortof thing. Apply for appointment at Blusher’s 
Hotel.’ 


“T'm on!!!}" 


Tennant Right. 


[Miss Dorothy Tennant does not object to the pic- 
ture,“ Street Arabs at lay,” being used for scap ad- 
vertising purposes. ] 

Miss DoROTHY TENNANT 


Does nut wave Art’s pennant 
Regarding her painting, ‘Street Arals at 
Play.” 
She does not mind her picture 
(At least, we conjicture) 
Being used as an ‘‘ad.”’ for some Soap of the 
Day. 
Yet Miss T.’s clever work, though perhaps 
not terrific, 
Is not of the kind that you'd call Soap-orific. 


Eclipsing the Gatey of Nations, 
THE gates in London’s thoroughfares 
Are soon, they say, to be abolished. 
Round Bloomsbury and other Squares, 
These barriers first will be demolished, 
At this each territorial swell 
May not feel yuvite as calm as Plato, 
Still, to remove these gates is well, 


And lie who proposed it takes the Gate-eau ! | 





awl 


Miss Mac Scruncher, 


“ That ought to fetch her! 
Captain in the Guards, and that what I said about my fortune’s 
all true, 














Now she'll think I'm really a 


Here goes!” 


Hop-tional Bitter-ness. 


ALL is not gold that glitters, 
Of that we’re aware, 
But the thing called ‘* Hop Bitters *°— 
| Is sterling and ‘ Square.” 
| Tis better than gold, for 
Wrong Livers it cures; 
And the price it is sold for, 
A large sale insures. 
| Bear in mind, though, ye buyers, that Soule’s 
is the best— 
th | Youll rejoice if his great Soule-ar system 
| you test. 
na 








| A “Tipper”-airy Remark. 

| “Trps tend to lower wages,” said the late 

John Stuart Mill, 

| Which remark is true, although not quaint 

| or quip-ical, 

And a recent case 7e porters (as reporters 
state with skill) 

Militates not ’gainst Mill’s axiom so “tip”- 
ical, 


| 
oe = aecmiaihidiesns 
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LETTERS OF CreDIT—I,.O.U, 
[Simpson avaunted, | , 








THE CLANG OF THE CLOCK TOWER. 


“MUDDLED and mixed.” That is the condition to-day of what 
was, until recently, one of the strongest Governments of the jin di 
It needs ro ghost to tell us that, but for the sake of making 
common 

cause 
against 

Home 
liule,there 
are few 
points of 
accord be- 
tween 
Tories and 
Liberal 
Unionists, 
and that, 
sooner or 
later, a 
split must 
happen, 
And the 
Compen- 
sation 
Clauses 

have 
proved to 
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r | aine.—\ Hi! baven t you gentlemen dropped something ?” 
Kt, Hon, ‘Mumoug.—* 108 all right, my boy ; we've only left it ther 

em porarily. be the 
little rift 
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of the Ca(i)ne. Well, Mr, Caine must be doing something, so he 
has gone to his constituency. 

On Monday the Government appeared even to greater disadvantage 
than when floundering in with a bare majority of four the previous 
week, They have given way, but witha bad grace. The endowment 
is not to go to the publicans. Meanwhile the Government that 
gave way upon the licensing clauses is branded with the word 
“ Failure,” 

And of all the muddlers the greatest has been Matthews. How this 
gentleman ever came to occupy a seat in any cabinet isas much a 
mystery as how the Davenport Brothers got out of theirs. He is 
even less of a statesman than the general run of lawyers, which is 
saying a great deal, The discipline and loyalty of the police have 
hitherto been proverbial ; it has been left to Mr. Matthews to set 
them at loggerheads, first with the public, and now with their 
officers. To get rid of Warren was bad, to lose Monro was worse, to 
appoint an Anglo-Indian martinet (good man as he no doubt is) was 
worst, Our all abroad Home Secretary has succeeded in one thing— 
viz., in reducing blundering to a science, 

Tim Healy is almost as expert a lawyer as a parliamentarian, and his 
successful dodge of drawing the Speaker as to the illegality of ear- 
marking and boxing up taxes raised for specific purposes made the 
other gentlemen of the long robe in the House green with envy. 
There was consternation in the Government camp, and First Lord 
Smith & Co, rushed outside to hold a Cabinet Council on the door- 
mat. After this, the five miles long petition for. Compensation, 
despite its having been brought to Palace Yard in wains, lost its 
weight. Tim scored again later on, byremarking,anent the Directors’ 
Liability Bill, that the House was already too full of Company 
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An Eccentric Excuse. 


[A Juryman, who was lately absent 
from his post, gave as an excuse that he 
had been on his honeymoon, whereupon 
the Judge forgave bim.] 

*TwAS in the merry summer-time, 

When Justice busy daily was, 

And what with trials for many a 
crime, 

(Juite lively good Old Bailey was ; 
And, as one read the Jury List 

To the Judge (they brought the 

book for him), 
Behold ! one Juryman was missed, 

And none knew where to look 

for him ! 
3ut soon bobbed up that Juryman, 

As gay as Harvest’s Sunny M on, 

And cried, “ O, Judge, pronounce 
no ban! 

I quite forgot this legal plan. 

Yet, O, excuse me—if you can— 

I’ve been upon my Honeymoon!” 
Then said the Judge, “I do not 

grudge 

Your absence, sir, since youaver | 
You've been upon your honeymoon, 

But let it uot, sir, again occur. 
Do not neglect the Law’s respect 

To go upon a honeymoon!” 





{re long we may expect to find, 
When Newgate-ory themesarcon, 
All Jurymen will be inclined 
To say such nuptial dreams are 
on. | 
When criminals and such await 
Their sentences with eagerness, 
The same excuse will many state 
Toexplain the Jury’s meagreness, 
Each Jury-dozen (not, let’s say, 
Like those who for mere money 
‘¢ moon,” 
But glad and gay), will up and 
Eay, 
“Your lordship, we forgot the 
day. 
Besides, we had to go away, 
Kach for his own honeymoon.” 
Then perhaps the Judge will cry, 
“QO fudge!” 
This isn’t fair, now, I declare, 
To go upon your honeymoon, 
This vain excuse you'll find no use. 
So off to quod you now must plod, 
All brideless, for your honey- 














New Leaves, 

‘IX REUTZER Sonata,” by Tolstoi (Remington and Co.), The rea- 
coping of the one character in this remarkable book on the all- 
absorbing subject of love and marriage will excite many minds to 
reason over these matters, probably with the result of arriviog at 
opposite conclusions.—‘‘ Thanks awf-lly ’ (Field and Tuer). This is 
a most amusing book. The author, whomsoever he may be, “ pegs” 
his way through it and pegs out most merrily, so he earns our 
‘‘ Thanks Awf-lly.”— New Holidays in Essex,” edited by Percy Lind- 
ley (125 Fleet Street), These sprigatly talks about the “ walks” by 
those who have been there will make many others wishtogo. The 
delightful descriptions of scenery are amplified by the most interest- 
ing historical associations.—“ Picturesque Wales,” edited by Godfrey 
Turner (W. J. Adams and Sons). You may travel safely and plea- 
santly through all the mountain passes of “ wild Wales,” and through 
all its happy valleys with no other or better companion than Mr. 
Godfrey Turner’s carefully compiled handbook, which we have before 
had the pleasure of commending.—“ The Holiday Painting Book,’ 
illustrated by Constance Haslewood (F. Warne and Co.). We will 
not say that the pictures reach a very high form of art, but they are 
sufficiently good both in style and subject to answer admirably the 
purpose they are prepared for. They are paintings to please, that 
children will be pleased to paint.—" Epping Forest Mismanagement.” 
[a this pamphlet Mr. Percy Lindley makes another of his vigorous 
attacks upon the so-called “improvements” and other misdeeds in the 


happy hunting ground of East Londoners. 
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Chamberlain! Bravo, Volunteers! 








HIS-(S)TORY. 


“The value of a defensive force cannot be too highly appreciated. Ic will be recollected that twoof our greatest victories, 
Cressy and Poictiers, were won by the system of defence. At Cressy, the king got on tlic top of a windmill, and the Kaglish 
knights, dismountiog, received the charge of the French Chivalry at the point of the lance, this being the first development 
of the bayonet in squares. At Poictiers, the French adopted the tactics of dismountiag, but their natural impetuosity pre- 
moon!” vented their stolid defence, and rushing forward in glorious attack, were easily overridden by the English knights.”— Zravo, 


Guilty Gladstonians. 
(Lord Arthur Russell recently wrote that “the presence of a (iladstonian at a 
dinner-table catirely spoils the easy flow of pleasant conversution.’] 
You have heard of countless crim2s and things in which the J.iberals 
wallow ; 
And therefore, FUN, you'll be prepared some more such deeds toswallow. 
So, here from Lord A. Russell is a startling accus.ition— 
It is that when some tinner 
(Meaning Liberal) comes to dinner, 
It “entirely spoils the easy flow of pleasant conversation.” 


What a pity that this lordling should be thus upset when diniag— 
That Gladstonians shoul dare to come and set is heart repining |! 
You, gentle FUN, are not the one to “ guy” his consternatioa, 
When some Liberal, broad and hearty, 
Comes to any “swagger”’ party, 
And spoils the flow of Lord A. Rssall’s plsisant conversation. 


After all, perhaps ‘tis easy of an average comprehension, 

To perceive why these Gladstonians distract Lord A ‘s attention. 
Your Lidersl wants Justice done to Ireland a3 a nation, 
When such politic'an’s preseat— 

It, of coursc, must be unpleasant — 
And therefore spoils the Tory flow of Lord A.’s conversation 


Mot ro FOR “TL NIONI Te Pa | Aion eeat ‘], | orce.’”’ 
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THE NOT TOO GOOD HUSBAND! 

Edwin.—“ How PLEASANT IT IS HERE, MY DEAR. QUITE COOL, AND ALL THE REST OF IT, AND YOU HERE, ANGY DEAR—SWEET 
LITTLE MATRIMONIAL, TEA POURING OUT HEBE.” | 
Angelina.—“ DEAR EDWIN!” 
Edlwin.—“ Yes. AND ON® CAN NEVER APPRECIATE THOROUGHLY THE BLESSING OF A HAppy HOME-——’ | 
Angelina.—" DEAR! DEAR!! DEAR!!! EDWIN.” | 
Kdwin.—"* UNTIL ONE'S AWAY IN THE CLUB SMOKING ROOM. SHA’N'T BE LATE, LOVEY.” 

[On dit Sir James Hannen is about to retire from over pressure of work, 


’ 








Under the Patronage of Were added to cur Afric realm, Too Lea-nient. 
Mr. Stanley. And then the statesman at our helm [The state of the Lea is aguin the theme of com- 
va a ; Was rank'd all premiers above: ment. That river is more unsavoury than ever.) 
(SEE CARTOON.) Ile, fierce as any lion, was a roarer THE state of the Lea is unsavoury, 
PROUD, proud indeed you ought to be, At first ; now gently as a sucking dove And ’twere well for som2 folk to show braver) 
My noble Lord of Salisbury, Sounds this Explorer. By sternly denouncing the knavery 
Since trenchant blame has turn’d to praise That lets such a state of things be ; 
About your diplomatic ways. Wherefore cheer up, my noble Lord ! | Let your Lea-onine tempers be vigsrous, 
Meanspirited you seem’d of late, Critics to scout you can afford, And be not too Lea-nient, but rigorous, 
Your conduct scorn’d as truckling and When such a patron stops attack, Till th’ authorities cry out “ O jigger us! 
unmanly ; And kindly pats you on the back. We must to that river's state see; 
Vow you're admiited “ eminent and great ” The German question burns no more,— Or we 
By Mr, Stanley. Giled tidings wafted through the empy- Shall be Lea-gally lagged—through that Lea! ’ 
rean, ———.- 
Lou: he denounced your feeble wiles, lor H. M, Stanley's jeremiad’s o’er, A CONTRADICTION OF TERMS.—The “ prin- 
Until five hundred thousand miles He sings a pean, ciple” of Compensation. 
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(1) To steal roses from graves this ; (3) A rural young fellow, while stra wherry buying (6) We read that vile cannibals revel 
ot cre ta ire went lately— Said he hadn't full weight, 60 he waited there sighing. in Fiji— 
Bi it the law soon arose, and the | Who've fed upon man, when they 
sak d her greatly (4) At Henley’s Regatta, where cr: flirt and feather, night have tried gee-gee! 
(2) These damsels, wh. clim bed up the Let's hope they'll have bo(at) ‘emps—canoe-dling weather. | (7) To bot nod a a bobby this “ beau” was 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 
a —THINGS are calming 
down a bit here. The 
novelty has worn off for 
the season. The per- 
formances are mostly 
“repeats,” moreover. So 
‘= Sa———— that one does not rush 
=e 2 ————_: with such feverish haste 
Stee to one’s stall that one 
| (HR A te finds, too late, that one 
eae iM has brought one’s um- 
| tr, : brella with one, snd one has to go 





| hal back and place it in charge of a 


> 





1 
| j 


i party, who announces (by ticket) 
/ >| that he is not responsible for its 

|) safety, and charges you sixpence 
for the privilege. No; one leisurely 
strolls down to the opera house (a 
hansom would take one too quick- 
ly), arriving there about the middle 
of “act two,” listens to a few 
strains, or waits for a favourite 
air, and then strolls out again, 
lights a cigar, and finishes up at 
the Empire, 


Rigoletto is all I have seen this 
week, I believe Le Prophéte was 
played one evening ; but I have no 
personal knowledge of it, and for 
what J know, it may not have been. 
GanpEN.—AN Atarmina [I'm offended at not being asked, 

SACK-RIFICE, and won't go to the opera any more. 

Rigoletto was a reasonably good 
show. Mdme. Melba is a delightful Gilda, and was in capital form. 
M, Lassalle was a rather uncertain Rigoletto, and Mdme. Scalchi, as 
Maddelina, is Scalchi-lated to make one regret the past. The Duke, 
too, was not altogether everything that could be desired ; and Signor 
Miranda showed some decidedly original ideas with regard to time. 
Signor Abramoff sa i ciainacrit al 
was a good Spara- £00 ne 
fucile. The: quar- 
tette was encored 
with em- 
Ay asis, 

dmes. 
Melba and 
Scalchi, 


COVENT 










THE LYCEUM.—DRAGGING THEM ALL IN HER TRAIN. 


and Signor Valero and M, Lassalle, working it off in grand style. 


THE LYcCEUM.—In my huried note on Nancy § Co. last week the 
printers made me say that tlere was “plenty of politics” in that 





immortal work. But there is nothing of the kind, you know, nota 
whiff of them. There is plenty of ‘“rollicks” in it, though; and, 
upon my word and honour, that is what I wrote. Nancy 5 Co. isa 
better made piece than Casting a Boomerang, though by no means 
a model, There is a curious (and not unpleasant) simple-mindedness 
about these Daly pieces altogether ; but as Wancy 5: Co, 
is very funnily played, and has had its merits and 
demerits freely descanted upon in other days, suppose 
we say no more about it! Only, I should think the 
decorous and solemn Lyceum stage hardly knows itself 
while these games are being played upon it. 


Nancy 5 Co, has the advantage of trotting out 
several dreadfully pretty female American cousins, 
generally not on view, but Misses Edith Crane and 
Isabel Irving have plenty of claims to attention beside 
good looks, I like Mr. Burr Macintosh’s Tippy Brasher 
immensely ; it is just the good hearted, trusting fellow, 
worried to death by appearances against his wife which 
he only half believes in, played with just the spice of 
exaggeration demanded by farce. Somebody has ex- 
pressed a dislike to his “Western accent,” but one = =~ 
American accent is as good as another to me. Messrs, ate ploy ih . 
Bond and Ormond do not (rise to any great heights, inge Hav. 
but I suppose Mr. Will Samson is a characteristic Hooray! 
“ bell-boy,” and Miss Kitty Cheatham seems a little 
more subdued in style than when I first saw her—or else I’m getting 
used to her. Miss Ada Rehan, Mrs. G. H. Gilbert, Mr. John Drew, 
and Mr. James Lewis are conscientious in the other parts, 





Ex? well—why shouldn’t I put it that 
way? They are conscientious, you know. 
And you don’t want to be told, at this 
time, about the finished style, ready re- 
source, and admirable “blend” of this 
quartette. The performances of the Daly 
Company are decidedly among the things 
which “never would be missed” by any- 
body with a particle of nous, 


THE MATINEE HAT. 
OH, many’s the time we have sat 
In the rear of a matinée hat, 
While we strove to control our disturbance 
“HUMPH! WHEN’S THAT of soul 
ge ees + ae. With a fervid and forcible “ Drat !” 
DER?” You could see round a person of fat, 
Or a fidgety, whiskabout brat, 
But ’twould puzzle the eyes of the eagle that flies 
For to see round the matinée hat. 


When the wearer sat down (the mean cat !), 
You couldn’t tell what you were at, 
For it’s apex would rise till it shut out the “ flies,” 
And spread over the scene like a mat, : 
One might be as blind as a bat, fttstiiy) 
In the rear of a matinée hat. a Eg 
The folks in the pit couldn’t see things a bit, 
And they went in for chaffing and chat, 


Mais nous avons changé tout that, 
They’ve got a new matinée hat ! 
It comes rather late, but it’s made like a plate, 
And the top of it’s perfectly flat. 
So, hurrah for the matinée hat! 
No more we'll be fretted (or frat), 
But look with a smile on the new 
fashioned tile, 
And award its inventor a pat. 











NODS AND WINKS.—The Anony- 
mous Letter is tponed until 
October.— Miss Wallis opens at the 
Shaftesbury on the 9th of that 
month, and “ trusts by strict atten- 
tion to business,” etc., etc.— Dr, 
Bill is to be played at Madison 
Square Garden Theatre in Septem- 
ber, and rumour—or, perhaps I 
should say, Xanga-roomour, has it 
that Miss Edith Kenward will go 


there to play her original part of A NEW DEPARTURE—FROM THE 
the dancer, Let’s hope she'll find it AVENUK. 
(d)ancer. NESTOR. 
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TOTTIE: 


A SHILLING SHOCKLET. 
By a Lady of Title. 


CHAPTER XIII.i 
WE CALL AT “THE CEDABS.” 


AN atmosphere of excitement and bustle pervaded the Moat. The 


family coach (which, the Earl remarked, was an heirloom, though to 
my uneducated 


eye it appeared 
more like an 
overgrown 
growler) stood 
at the great en- 
trance, and the 
ten prancing 
steeds destined 
to draw it and 
us in almost 
regal triumph 
to Epsom, cur- 
vetted, reared, 
snorted and 
frothed, and, in 
fact, went on, 
if I may s80 
term it, like 
anything. 

“Tt will give 
me great plea- 
sure, Miss 
Montressor,” 
observed the 
Earl, “ to call 
at your family 
abode as we 
pass through 
town. Your sister will doubtless be overjoyed to accompany us, in 
addition to her delight at meeting you after a period of absence. 
Your father, too, from what you have informed me, must be a very 
superior kind of—ahem !—person—that is, for a commoner.” 

‘Oh, yes,” I replied, with a quiet smile, “ Dad’s all right when you 
know him, but, as our great classical poet remarks somewhere, 
‘you've got to know him fust.’” : 

His lordship slightly raised his eyebrows as though deprecating the 








impertinence of any poet, however classical, who could #——--—— | 


venture to transcribe his personal remarks into any lan- 
guage other than he employed, but Mandrake appearing 
at that moment fully equipped, with his concertina under 
his arm, the subject dropped, and we took our seats on 
the top of the vehicle. 

“ Friday evening you may expect us back, Mrs. Night- 
shade,” cried the Earl to that worthy soul, who, with a 
sinister smile in her solitary optic, stood surveying our 
departure. “Let us have something tasty for supper— 
stewed eels, or any trifle of that description.” 

These apparently harmless words sent a cold shiver 
down my back, and, as we started, I inwardly thanked 
my stars for the warning and advice bestowed upon me 
by the Family Apparition. 

There was plenty of excitement during the first part of 
the journey. The Earl would insist upon wearing his 
coronet instead of a hat, while Drakey, with equal per- 
sistency worked hard at his concertina; but as every 
village or hamlet we passed through appeared to resent 
these signs of arrogant festivity—such resentment usually 
taking the shape of brick ends, pebbles, and other offen- 
sive missiles—I eventually persuaded them to remove = 
these tokens of superior degree, and we pursued our way 
in peace, the Earl comforting himself with the obeer- 
vation that “the lower orders appeared to know their 

lace even less than formerly; but that as, in all pro- 

bility, a deluge, or some similar calamity would shortly 
overtake them, it was not a matter of much conse- 
quence,” 

Fortunately, it was quite dark when we drew up at 
“The Cedars,” otherwise our striking appearance might 
have aroused the coarse curiosity of Sangazure Terrace, a 
calamity I was anxious to avoid, but Dad and Chappie 
appearing immediately on the threshold, we alighted and 
entered the humble edifice unobserved. 

“ Welcome, your highness,” cried Dad, with tears in his 
voice, “this is indeed an honour! 














emotion, but—a favourite child, you know——” and he folded me 
to his waistcoat, smelling horribly of rum. 

“How are you, my lord duke?” chimed in Chappie, cordially; 
“come in—come in—don't be afraid, glad to see you. Don't sit on 
that chair—it’s a leg short, and mightn’t sustain the honour of an in- 
troduction. Put it on the floor, Cockie,” he added; to Mandrake, who 
was hesitating where to deposit his concertina; “not going to doa bit 
of busking on the Downs to-morrow, sure-ly ?” 

Not knowing what he meant, the Viscount smiled faintly, and sat 
down gingerly on the edge of his chair, looking extremely wretched, 
the Earl, on the contrary, beaming affably upon Dad, who exhibited 
the profoundest reverence for his rank, and bestowed a fresh title 
upon him at every available opportunity. 

“This is my other daughter,” he exclaimed, as Pecky entered with 
a self satisfied smirk upon her well powdered features, and underwent 
the ordeal of an in uction, a ceremony which she prolonged by a 
series of indefinite giggles and tossings of the head, doubtless intended 
to be supremely fetching and aristocratic. Any compunction that I 
might have felt at consigning her to an untimely doom entirely 
vanished at her first remark. 

“ Why, gracious me! Tottie—you’re getting quite fat!” she snig- 
gered ; “I should scarcely have recognized you.” 

I saw Mandrake’s eye glance over me inquiringly, as though seek- 
ing to ascertain if I was fat, and my blood boiled. 

“Do you think so, love?” I replied, with apparent carelessness, 
“I’m afraid your eyes are growing even weaker than they used to be. 
But what have you been doing to your hair? Why, it surely wasn’t 
that colour, darling, when I left home?” 

She laughed affectedly, and sought to hide her confusion in the 
production of a tray and some glasses, while Chappie whistled soft! 
under his breath, ‘ It’s another colour now?” [ Zo be continued, 






































TOPICAL LIONS. 
Distinguished Foreign Pianist.—* Vill you tell Meesis Shoddy as zat I haf called 


about ze enga’ement for her ‘Ad Home?’” 
Foot man,—“ I think you had better call again, young man. To-night we enter- 


Excuse a father’s tain Stanley’s Barber, and next week we've got a Foreign Dook on tap.” 
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THE CURMUDGEON. 


By A LARGE-FAMILY-MAN. 























My neighbour Brown doesn’t love to hear my darlings howl 
and bang on the fence in chorus; he doesn’t even love to 
hear the four babies scream; when the other children spy 
him trying to read in his garden, and commence howling at 
him, he’ll sneak in in the sourest way, and shut the window 
He's a curmudgeon. 





A person who doesn't love the noise of other people's children isa curmudgeon! I have twenty child- 
ren; / don’t mind noise (I'm a bit deaf; but that’s neither here nor there); I’m a well conditioned, 
decent sort of fellow. Now, Im a Briton, and I hold the British conviction that there is a kind of 
holiness in having a large and roisy family ; especially if you have to cram them into premises where 
they'll annoy all the neighbours, or if you can’t afford to keep ’em at all. 
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W hy, sir, I've actually seen him stop his ears and look quite miserable when the And one day—that’ll show what sort of man he is—when little Johnny's favourite 
darlings were playing at Salvation bands with the fireirons ! trumpet went over the wall, that Brown refused to return it! 








| 


fs 
¥ \ 
>A 






Y 
AGN 6 vei 
; 
™ “wih, 
i AY ‘ 
‘ } . 
L} 

os his coolness | Une day he said, * Look here, here's a ninety-guinea Board School But reason is thrown away on his sort. He actu uly scoffed at the 
rhe, come in to me; as I have no children, and you send yours to the Board School for holiness of a large family; and one day he packed up and sneaked awa) 
cheapness, hada’t you better pay my rate?” Then I explained—quite in vain—that we from the neighbourhood. I don’t call Aim a Briton ! ; 





ought to bear one another's burdens: that is. Ae oug)it 
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DEAF AS A POST. 
THE RAIKES’ PROGRESS VERSUS THE POST OFFICE PILGRIMS’ PROGRESS. 
[See Cartoon Verses, p. 20. 
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CONVERSATIONS FOR THH TIMBS. 


ie ho did bapa this wild with th 

InqQuiRnER, Let me see—w you sa pérson with the 
infuriated ¢_¢ was f—this person with the banners covered with : - 
nant protest, an 
voice hoarse with re- 
sentment and hate ? 

INFORMANT. He's 
the Perennial How- 
ler, It is he who 
catries all before him. 
He creates a chronic 
din, and, under the 
delusion that . is 
d good to hu- 
vn is always 
striving to injure 
someone. At the 
present moment the 
Perennial Howler 
calls himself the 
Friend of Temper- 
ance (he’s always the 
Friend of some ab- 
stract quality, and always to the detriment of some concrete entity). 
The object of the P. H.’s present hatred and attack is the publican. 

Ing. And who is that puzzled person, vainly endeavouring to 
remove all sorte of bonds and ligaments from about him ? 

Inv. That's the unha Py publican, the object of the attack. He’s 
trying to shield and help imeelf ; but, not being eo good at making 
his voice heard as the Howler’s, he stands little chance of success. The 
P. H. is pee tgs confiscate the property of the publican—the 
licence for which he 

Ing. And this tremen and dignified authority—who is he? 

Inr. He's the Government. He has his own ideas about the con- 
fiscation business, Between them—the Government, the Howler, and 
the Publican—they are going to settle the affairs of the nation. 

Inq. Indeed. But why do they, while vociferating at each other, 
continually dance upon the corns of that poor, quiet bld gentleman 
sitting barmlessly upon a seat? 

In¥F. Oh, they always do—that is ee of the mme, That 
quiet, harmless old gentleman is the Bulk of the Nation—the Great 
Majority of the Population. When they are not dancing upon his 
corns, they are sitting upon him. He has no part in the government 
of the country, or anyt of that sort, as he neither gets into Parlia- 
ment to forward his own interests, nor howlsin Hyde Park. He’s 
the party that goes to the wall in every case. At present the ques- 
tion is, whether the publican’s property shall be confiscated to please 
the Howler, or whether the Howler shall pay a very small sum, and 
the Quiet Old Gentleman a very large one, to compensate the pub- 
lican for his loss. 

Inq. But you say that the licence is to be taken away to please the 
Howler? 

InF. Exactly. 

InQ. Not to please the Quiet Old Gentleman ? 

InF, Oh, dear no !—how very ignorant you are about methods of 
govennent ! Nothing is ever done in the interest of the Q.0,G. He 

oes not want the publican’s licence taken away—in fact, he objects 
to the proceeding alto- 
gether. 

Inga. Then why 
should he pay the 
compensation ? 

InF. Please ask me 
another. 

Ing. But—why, 
hang it! On the face 
of ‘acs In pser 
mon — 

! If it’s the 

owler who wishes to 
take oa licence, 
w ~ i the 
name ess — 
5 ~ the oe 

the compensation 

NF. No; I shall 
have to give that one 








up too. I haven't got to that page yet, 
IxQ. But why doesn’t the Quiet Old Gentleman help himself f 
Inv. Because he would have to howl ; and, being a quiet old gentle- 
man, he doesn't like howling. 
bad ” ® 





SEQUEL. 
TiIME—A Very Few Years Hence, 


Inq. Dear me! The Howler still howling? 

Inv. Yes; he has wrung everything he went mad on having out of 
Parliament and everybody else—but he is still howling. 

Inq. What for? 

InF. Because his guiding passion is not, and never was, to obtain 
what he wants—his guiding a is to howl. 

Inq. He is jumping on the head of some unfortunate person in 
chains. Why—surely—it must be—— 

In¥, Yes ; it is the Quiet Old Gentleman—the Bulk of the Nation. 

Inq. Is slavery re-established, then ? 

In¥F. Oh, yes—that is, among some civilized communities. You see, 
the Q. 0. G.—owing to his reluctance to howl—gradually lost all his 
civil rights and privileges, and went to the wall. He’s now the bonds- 
man of the Howler, and has no vote. 

Inq. How sad! And is there no remedy? 

InF. Oh, yes—he has only to begin to howl. 


New Leaves. 


“THe Journal of Decorative Art” (The Decorative Art Journals 
Co., Limited). The Yearly Vol. for 1889 is rich in material, descrip- 
tive and illustrative, of value to all decorators,—“ Flower Studies, 
after originals,” by Miss Kate Rogers” (office of “The Journal of 
Decorative Art.”), These are powerful reproductions from careful, 
delicate, refined and yet forcible originals. 

The long-promised, but only recently published Dramatic Notes for 
1890, edited by Cecil Howard (and lately accepted by H.R.H. the 
Heir Apparent), once again prove themselves notes even more worthy 
of extensive circulation among true lovers of the stage than hitherto. 

A. Bath, Berners Street, publishes a humorous song, “ The Lay of 
a Luckless One,” by F. B. Doveton, music by B. Wood, The words 
are indeed humorous, and the music very good. The song should 
have a big sale.—F rom Messrs. Marriott and Williams, Oxford Street, 
we have two new songs by Smedley Norton, “ Homeland,” music by 
Edith Marriott, and the “ Warrior’s Return,” music by Josef Trous- 
selle. The words of both of the songs are sure to be popular. ‘The 
Warrior’s Return” is a pathetic romance, while “ Homitend = 
sweetly sentimental. 














EMBARRASSING COLOURED HORSE FOR A DEBTOR.—A dun. 
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“NOT BORN YESTERDAY.” 
Governéss.—" Oh, Tommy, I'd have been ashamed to write like this 
when I was your age!” 
Tommy.—“ You never was my agé, Miss Smith. You was always 
older ’n me, You was borned first.” 
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STUPID JOHN. 





i) 


"Twas Saturday night, and Stupid John wended his way homeward with his wages in his Nearer and nearer the two dark figures approached, as if. ready 





Just then John stopped to pull up his boot. 


pocket, unconscious of the two mysterious figures following him, 


for a deadly spring. 
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i ; 
The question was, did he know what he was a-doing of; ‘cause if so it was a real mean 
thiag, and we ain’t accustomed to it, (Meanwhile John pursues his way utterly oblivious, 











THE CLANG OF THE CLOCK TOWER. 


THIS week the vehicle of political thought has been that Barrow, 
which, though always in Furness, has, during the past few days, been 


a@ warmer corner than ever. 
sends a Cave Ca(i)nem note of warning. 
Then Balfour intimates that a Wainwright, 
being another name for wheelwright, is the 
right wain for Barrow’s weal. Meantime, 
4}, Duncan has been getting all he can done, 
There was a row in the Radical camp when 
Mr. Cremer, on the subject of the Western 
Australia Constitution Bil], made some re- 




















: ABRIDGED PROCEDURE. 
For the first time this Session,Government and Opposition put their 
heads together to sce what they could do to hurry up the Party Coach. 





First Gladstone 


marks which 
Mr.Mac Arthur 
interpreted as 
casting a slur 
upon mo- 
ters of Bill 
in imputing 
that they 
were promoters 
also of com- 
mercial specu- 
lations. 
Durham 
miners lose a 
good man and 
true in their 
late member, 
Mr. Crawford, 
who rose from 





their own ranks, and, unlike some risen ones, never forgot 
it. 

When domestic affliction befalls ite members, the House forgets 
party, and all sides are united in sympathy with Mr. J. O’Connor 
under his terrible bereavement, 

The guinea pigs in the house made a stubborn stand against the 
Directors Liability Bill, but it has gone through, and henceforth the 
authors of those fairy tales known as florid prospectuses will have to 
stand the racket of their statements ; perhaps, too, the gudgeon will 
be a little more critical of the bait offered hin Another turn of the 
wheel-(at)-Barrow. Duncan, he went there to woo, and won his suit 
by 132, Caine got the cane, 4 


A much re-Wilde Writer. 
THE St. Jingo’s Gazette, and the Alsthetes’ ex-pet, 
Had a duel (but only with pens, mind) of late;— 
The St. J.’s, it appears, showed its sniffs and its sneers, 
At the ex-pet’s new book, which the ex-pet thought great. 
A “Novelette,” too, Oscar's volume they vt the 
(“ Nove)-lette me alone!” Oscar cried, more Wilde ! 


Art Notes. , 

A MoOSsT interesting exhibition is that at the Royal Society of 
British Artiste, afta Street. Sketches, studies and decorative 
designs, in all some seven hundred works, amongst which are a -y 
number of sketches by Sir F, Leighton, P.R.A., H. Herkomer, R.A, 
Burne Jones, A.R.A., and Walter Crane ; there are sketches of quite 
another kind, the most remarkable being thoss by Dudley Hard:, 
Val Davis, Gordon Brown, and some. curious examples of the. lat. 
Cecil Lawson, The exhibition is not only a remarkable, but a 
highly gratifying one, and ought to be well supported. 
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A CURIOUS MISTAKE. 
Mollie,“ Lift me up to this man’s mouth, Auntie,” 
Cadboy (to himself),—“ She wants to kiss me, dear little pet.” 
Mollie,—“ 1 want to post my letter, you know.” 
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[At the recent Conservative Demonstrators’ Féte at the Orystal Palace, Mr. 


We had lately been rather upset, you may guess, 
; For those wicked Giladstoniane ¢ canal us yA sto : 


THH ROYAL 


The morning has dawned, & 
tion 
Absorbing attention in every set, [gestion 
While houseboat and traim are.all crammed to con- 
Is, “ Will it be fine as to weather, or wet ?” 
O’er Thames’ fair reaches the breezes skim lightly 
The summer clad banks are with blossoms aglow, 
The sun has decided to shine very brightly 
So all that remains is to say how we'll go. 


Shall we honour the train? It will carry us quickly, 
And give us the most of our time on the spot, 

Though the transit’s decidedly dusty and sickly, 
And, spite of our flannels, uncommonly hot. 

Shall we “take to the road ” (with a Jehu who’s 

trusty) [ plain ; 

And roll through the beauties of meadow and 

Though, to tell you the truth, it’s a trifle more dusty, 
And nearly as hot as the journey by train. 


Not one or the other, my boy, for we’ve chartered 
A pair oar that’s lying at Teddington Weir, 

(Tom Pringle and I at the oars will be martyred 
And Polly and Pet will alternately steer). 

We’ve something substantial packed up in a hamper, 
And something that sparkles, reposing in ice, 

And Polly (who isn’t by nature a damper) 
And Pet have approved the arrangement as “ nice.” 


With chin duly skimmed by the levelling razor, 
With heart tuned to pleasure and muscles all fit, 

In dazzling white flannels and far darting blazer, 
To oars bending leisurely Tom and I sit. 

We lunch under trees that are pleasantly shady, 
Where borne on the air comes the odour of musk, 

At night. we “ put up” with a favoured landlady, 
With rattling of oars in the gathering dusk. 


With morning afloat, we are soon in the:middle 
Of gaily decked craft ever moving one way, 
And the twang of the banjo, the squeak of the fiddle, 
And scream of the songster are with us all day. 
And, rowing or sailing, steam-launching or punting, 


GATTA. 


unt ques- 








creat 5s ween <2 Known point after point we go steadily past, 


fyin i A mass of bright colour, a flutter of bunting 
we coy. je pacoting. A shouting and crowding, and—Henley at last | 


Balfour and certain of his colleagues denied that the Government was in any way All hail! royal Henley! We take off our cap to 
shaken by recent events. He showed, in effect, that it was in every way sound, The monarch we heartily welcome each year,— 
ane ee SS eee When they raise the “ Hip! hip!” we’re exactly the chap to 
MUCH solace has come to Conservatives’ woes Stand by and give off our most rapturous cheer! 
(For we Tories have lately had griefs, you'll suppose), In England’s young muscle our pride’s very hearty, 
And the cause of our comfort, allow us to state, So hail! to its carnival time at the full, 
Was our gilt-edged and Crystal Palatial Féte! Hurrah ! for the oarsman, whatever his party, 
Hurrah ! for the sculler, however he pull ! 
Hail! Henley by day, with its pleasure unending, ¢ 
Its laughs going up, and its “ cups” going round, - 


SN tg 
et eas ee 


Yea, we nicely got knocked, for we felt we'd lost weight, . 2 eh er ‘ 
Till we went to this Crystal] Palati Hail! Henley, “lit up,” when the night is descending— 
a tds ch at ieee There's nothing just like it.on earth to be found ! 


For lo, at our Sydenham ree we learned 
That no notice that’s Tory should ever be spurned, 
In fact, Mr. Balfour declared we are great ! 


So we cheered at our cosy Conservative Féte ! BG 





“SS 


Quoth Balfour, “Some say that the Government’s doomed, 
But without the least basis have folks thus presumed ! 

We have made xo mistakes!” he exclaimed, quite irate, 
At dur recent seraphical Sydenham Féte! 


He gushed over Goschen (although, entre nous), 

Hi No great love is lost 'twixt those Wonderful Two) ; 
:; To perplexed Tory trip he thus threw much bait, 
i At our Beano, the Crystal Palatial Féte! 


Quite bum was Balfour, which made us so glad, 
That we t believed our look-out isn’t bad ! 

Ah! it did us much good to hear B. & Co. prate 

At our gilt-edged, yet prim and Primroseate Féte ! 


80, though it is patent to a7/ in the know, 

That our Moribund Ministry’s had a great blow : 

Yet the fireworks of Brock (and of Balfour) had weight 
At that comforting Crystal Palatial Féte | 
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Three days in Elysium, and then, on the morrow, 
We turn our boats homeward and float down the stream 
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Morro for baffied would-be police “demonstrators” (especi i | i 
ae | o pecially if | And light for our labours from Henle bo 
threatened with the “lock-up ”),—« Quod” erat demonstrandwm, As + eedore mellows it all like = deckes! i = 
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a A BANEFUL INFLUENCE. 
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r mae 
(1) It was all the fault of that dummy! It had never occurred to young | little ones to begin with.” Then he embarked. {°) Oh lor’, here 
Poundaweek that he was intended by nature for an athlete till he saw that comes a steam tu What on earth shall I do now! It’s all very well to 
stately vision. ‘‘ By George!” he thought. ‘‘ Why shouldn't I look like shout ‘Get out of the road!’ but I daren’t move an inch ia this wobbly 
that?” | (2) So when he got his next yearly rise of two pounds, he bougkt thing!” (6) ‘Thunder! I've got to make a dash for it now, or be 
a suit the counterpart of the dummy’s, They fitted likeaglove. (3) And killed! Here goes!” (7) Bargee vee a - Ab you may ‘oller 
he used to put them on on Sundays, and stand out in the yard in them. an’ all. Lucky for you it’s me, young feller! Some of ’em wouldn't ‘a 
: Didn't the neighbours admire them, too! The ‘next door’s gals” positively took the trouble to pick yer hup ag'in!” (8) And the way those 
. shrieked every time they saw him. (4) But he began to feel that he garments shrank, to, on the way home! Well, there——} ) Next 
6 must do something worthy of those clothes ; so he sought a boat wharf. time Poundaweek got an advance he purchased that dummy. often 
ms “ Better ‘ave a family boat, sir,” said the boatman. ‘‘Oh-er—well, no,” ns at ita grin, and we hear he is looking forward to the bth of 
2 said Poundaweek. ‘‘I won't be too rash at first. I'll just take one of these ovember, A > fb 
- | Not Bath-os. For (entre aa and on i = in Gath,) Hager for the Fraise. ~ 
e: [The city of Bath has just lighted all its streets Bath’s up to date, sidole-y, [The abundance of strawberries 
cleceeteny. TEs Mayor amply pressed a button, aos | Not to Solid he ree mais good news for strawberry eaters.) 7 “. 
o! was in a Diaze. Quite pre to take the Bun ‘Goon news for the strawberry eaters.” 
THERE used to bea saying, “ Go to Bath!” For electric lighting, most inviting, yes, ” 
; in wrath In the streete—all joy On that sentence with glee we may ; 
You chafed because some bore was in your path, Go to Bath ! By-the-way, though, if Frenchmen this view 
But now that adjuration should express— 
Has new interpretation, | WEALTH.—Superfluity. They'd, of course, call that sentence a fraise | 
“ in§ nO Case wiki hey ~ returned unless es 
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‘GOLDEN LOCKS.” 


He (Facile Princeps at deck quoits and saloon ballad singing ).—“ WHEN YOU CAME ON DECK IN THAT PEIGNOIR, AND THE SUN 


WAS SHINING ON YOUR Harr, THE LIGHT GLISTENED IN IT LIKE——” 
She (the ‘hwmble cousin companion who has been treated to the Old Country).—IT WAS SO BRIGHT, DEAREST SADIE, THAT THESE 


CURLS MIGHT HAVE BEEN SPRINKLED WITH DIAMONDS.” 
La Belle Americaine—“ WELL, I GUESS, 'THEN, THAT THOSE SILVER PLATED CRIMPING PINS ARE NOT THE MOST UNBECOMING 


FIXINGS THEY RAISE IN YEWROPE, AFTER ALL.” [No more poetry that journey. 








Deaf as a Post. 
(SEE CARTOON.) 


Mr. Henry Ceci, RAIKES, 
What is the matter now? 
Hasn't your office got crooked somehow, 
And are not you making some little mistakes 
In neglecting to list 
To the ills that exist 
In your service, as men thus freel 
insist ? Eats " 
ne at least, if ye hear, 
t appears you don’t heed 
Quite enough ; and I fear 


In the absence of change there’ll be trouble 
indeed. 
They remember the ways of the men at the 
Docks, 
And think—rightly or wrongly— 
Since you thwart them so strongly, 
They, want just as well talk to a red pillar- 
x. 


Mr. Raikes, sir, for owr sakes, 
If you refuse for theirs, 
Hearken and hasten the needful repairs 
To their grievances, which, in a couple of 





| May be mended, I’m sure, 

Being easy of cure, 

Although probably irksome and hard to 

| endure, 

To be “ Deaf as a post” is a term that we 
know ; 

But} deaf as the Postmaster-General ”—oh ! 








Youne TOMPKINS, the Linendraper, always 
has a trip to Margate and back oy t every 
year, and invariably pays his tribute to old 
Father Neptune. He calls it hisannual clear- 
ance sale, 
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SW fall cab-loak — only fourleen. ‘Ehelthed al Tre Frenc 


(1) A neighbour goes cutting her neigh- 
bour’s plants, | dunce ; b ; 

And a forty bob fine the beak soon But, anon, was dis-carded for some Had eaid it was not, you'd have sald, | But, happily, fite nct the 8, P.C. A. 
grants. | three “ monce,” “ Ja-lie i” code, 


(2) A man stole beef, and he slily | (4) Two hospital nurse: one mash | (6) These jolly Jack Tars were charged, | (8) The French Exhibition is nice for 
placed attract, | "tis said, all 
That meat beef-fore and behin1i his But he, poor fellow, is mew hat For having their hair cut a shilling And therefore not likely to give you 


SS ~~ = 


A Exhy bilion fele. 


(3) A card-sharper tries his hand ona (5) Here's a moist month! If anyone (7) + Oe in a cab is a tidy 
oad ; 
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— Ah, que j'aime le 
militaire—j’aime le 
militaire!” “T’ma 
soldier now, Lizette; 
I’m a soldier now, 
Lizette ; See the ribbons gai-ly 
stre-eaming.” “ Rataplan! Rat- 
aplan! MRataplan-plan-plan !” 
These and similar sentiments 
immediately rampaged in NEs- 
TOR’S enthusiastic bosom as 
soon as he realized the warlike 
flavour which pervaded the new entertain- 








the queer heroine of a queerly written tragedy—the emanation of a 
It is too late to criticize Fazio nowadays, 


very reverend dean. 
however, and to do its author justice, he did 
his level best to keep it off the stage. Per- 
sonally speaking, I think Miss Ivanowa 
might have selected some more cheerful 
medium for challenging public opinion. Not 
that I found it very dull. Mr. Waller, as a 
good man struggling with adversity (in the 
shape of poor blank verse), evoked sympathy ; 
but some good old stage conventions (such 
as a more or less graceful bow at the end of 
every speech with which some of the char- 
acters were afflicted) revisited the glimpses 
of the afternoon sun, and prevented us sink- 
ing altogether into gloom. Mrs. Bennett 
was a seductive, but transpontine Aldabella. 


AT the same house, with but the interval 
of a single day, was produced Mr. Pierre 
Leclereq’s new play Jilusion. It is some- 
times a difficult matter for an author to hit 
the happy medium between letting his 
audience know too much, and letting it 
know too little during the progress of his 
play, and I am of opinion that Illusion 
succumbs to this difficulty. The hero's 
motives for concealing his secret are rather 





TOOLE’S.— 
“Tt is the Cabman’s 
daughter, 
And isn’t she a swell—a 
swell ?” 
— Tennyson (I think). 


TOOLE’S. — MORE 
“SHADOWING "] 


y ment at this, the sometime peaceful home 
' of The Butler and The Don. Soldiers in 
the orchestra, soldiers on the stage! 


Soldiers in front of us volleyed and thun- 
dered! There were guerillas in the gallery, huzza(r)s in the pit, bravos 


in the boxes, sallys from 
the circle, and charges 
from the box-oflice. Who 
would have thought it! 
What was there in 
the details of Miss 
Melnotte’s announcement 
of her intended —shall I 
say “occupation,” or 
“campaign,” or “ taking 
up quarters”? — to fore- 
shadow this state of 
affairs? True, the title 
of the first piece, The 
Bailiff, is suggestive of 
an oflicer, but not one who 
would be recognized at 
the War (Office (1 hope). 
Perhaps the fair mana- 
geress’ family name (or 
nom de guerre, whichever 
it may be), in its sugges- 
tions of the grandiloquent 
Claude and the _ tented 


field, wasirresistible. Any- | 


way she masked her bat- 
tery well, and fired it off 
with enormous effect. 


HE 














‘s.—TuHE BRITISH OFFICER AS A BETTING 


AGENT. 





THE STRAND. — IVANOWA (I 
MEAN half an hour) WITH AN 


OLD DRAMATIST, 


THE LYCEUM, 
—Mr. Augustin 


fallen in love 
with Mr, Richard 
Henry’s pretty 
little Adoption, 
approached the jf 
parents for the 
American rights, 
[I am glad to 
hear he now has 
them. He came 


Daly, having ¢ 





weak, moreover, though an audience 
could probably lay little stress upon 
that, if the play was always so well 
acted as it was at its initial produc- 
tion. Some very smart lines and a well 
conceived and cleverly worked out 
character (admirably played by Mr. W. 
H. Vernon, moreover) kept’ things 
lively. I hardly knew what to make of 
Miss Lea’s performance of the heroine, 
there was a sort of artificiality about it, 
but there was real grace, tenderness, and 
talent in it, too. Mr. Waller’s sincerity 
of style was once more manifested, and 
Miss Rose Leclercq nearly blinded us to 
her merits by causing the salt tears to 
course down our innocent noses. It was 
very refreshing. I could find some more 
faults with the play but I don’t want to. 
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“OH, KAYE!" 








SHE has undoubtedly made a splendid 
shot with Zhe Solicitor, which is clearly 
destined to do tremendous execution. The 
‘piece won't bear very close “ inspection,” 
but it is not at all likely to burst (up), and 
being particularly well served by a first class 
company, carries all before it. Everybody 
plays so well that I hardly like to make any 
selections, but I must particularize Miss 
Susie Vaughan (one of the most certain 
comédiennes we have) and Mr. Henry Bed- 
ford, whose “burglar” is a very clever bit 
of characterization. J/is nom de guerre, by 
the way, created much amusement among 
the assembled journalistic fraternity, Mr. 
Tresahar sustains a long, trying part unflag- 
gingly, and Mr. Kaye's eccentricities are 
provocative of much laughter, 


THE STRAND (Afternoon), — Intelligent, 
sympathetic, and crude are the adjectives 
belonging to Miss Claire Ivanowa’s Beatrice, 


—he saw—and Richard 
Henry concurred, America 








will be the land of its 


Adoption ere long, 





oN Ggess, Sd 
THE STRAND.—THE END OF THE ILL-USING, 





— Mr. WYNDHAM is going in for short pieces 
just now, and as long as he gets “the pieces” 
I suppose he is satisfied. The late Arthur 
Mathison’s Wall of China, Dance’s good old 
Delicate Ground (beloved of amateurs), and 
a new piece, called Sowing and Reaping, con- 
stitute the bill at present and for another 
ten days or so. With the latter piece only 
have I anything to do. It is a light work, 
in two acts, fairly interesting and amusing, 
and very well and pleasantly played by the 
present Criterion company. Mr. Wyndham 
seems ambitious of occupying the position 


THE CRITERION.—A Moore once held by the late Charles Mathews, the 


ominia vincit, 


doyen of light and airy comedians, and who 
shall say he does not succeed ? Miss Moore, 


delicate and sweet ; Miss Leyshon, good ; Mr. Giddens, ditto; Miss 
Victor—Miss Victor ; and Mr, Blakely—Mr, Blakely, £xplicit. 


NESTOR, 


Po 
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A SHILLING SHOCKLET. 
By a Lady of Title. 


CHAPTER XIII.—( Continued ). 


“I THINK,” snapped Pecky, spitefully, as we withdrew upstairs to 


enable her to pack what necessaries she might require, “I think you 
might have a 


little respect 
for your sister, 
and not try to 
show her up in 
the presence of 
company. I 
call it both 
mean and con- 
temptible.” 

“ You began 
it, darling,” I 
replied, sweet- 
ly; “you have 
noone to blame 
but yourself. 
Indeed, consi- 
dering how you 
always get the 
worst of it, it’s 
astonishing 
you haven't 
learned the 
wisdom of 
keeping your 
finger out of 
my pie.” 

“] suppose 
you’ve mashed 
that moony- 
looking fellow downstairs—Viscount Thingumbob?” she continued, 
in accents of scorn, flinging her things wrathfully all over the room, 
“and that’s the reason you give yourself such airs?” 

‘‘ Your supposition is entirely correct, love,” was my calm response, 
“T have mashed him, and it is to give you the opportunity of per- 
forming a similar feat upon the susceptible heart of a young and fas- 
cinating baronet who daily visits the Moat, that I have exerted my- 
self to procure you this invitation. And this is the manner in which 
Iam thanked! I blush for you!” 

‘What would make you blush would stop a clock,” she retorted, 
with a brutal frankness that I could have pinched her for; “ why 
didn’t you mention this baronet before? I'm sure I’ve no wish to be 
unsisterly or out of temper, and if I was annoyed for a moment at 
the manner in which you called attention to my hair—and you know 
fair hair’s not fashionable now—it’s only natural. But it’s all over 
now, and I’ve forgotten it, and oh, Tottie! isn’t this a duck of a hat? 
I bought it last Thursday in the Westminster Bridge Road. 

It was easy to see that the mention of the baronet had greatly 
softened her wrath, and as it was a matter of vital importance (to 
myself) that she should be kept in a good temper and be drawn un- 
suspectingly to her dreadful doom, I met her overtures in an agree- 
able manner, and we descended the stairs, apparently the best of 
friends. 

The Earl and dad were in the midst of a deep and interesting con- 
versation in which the former was evidently descanting with some 
warmth upon the respect due to rank—his favourite topic; but to my 
supreme disgust Chappie had inveigled the unsuspecting Mandrake 
into the mysteries of ‘“ Nap,” and from the pile of winnings in front 
of him had evidently been making the most of his opportunity. 

“ You unnatural bloodsucker !” I whispered, angrily, as I swept the 
cards from the table, “can’t you respect even your sister's personal 
property? You would rob a workhouse child of its breakfast !” 

‘ He's such a gift, Tottie!"’ he grinned, in an equally low key, 
while the pile of gold disappeared with incredible swiftness in the 
neighbourhood of his pocket ; “ he’s such a gift — who could help it? 

Disdaining to reply, I announced to the Kar! our readiness for de- 
parture, and after an exchange of farewells and a promise to meet 
on the morrow if possible, we again mounted the coach, accompanied 
this time by Pecky, and pursued our way to Epsom, where we were 
to remain for the night at a shooting box belonging to the Bloodworts, 


CHAPTER XIV, 
HOW RAMPER WON THE DERBY. 
“ROPER wishes to see me immediately,” said Mandrake, entering 











the breakfast room on the following morning, “I must be off at once, 
as I am convinced it is a matter of t importance. If by any 
mischance I should be detained, I will join the coach on the Downs.” 

“Ah!” murmured the Earl, “the trainer — doubtless something 
about the horse; go, by all means,” 

The morning passed and he did not return. We reached the Downs, 
driving through the oft described crowd with an aristocratic disre- 
gard for all humble life and limb, and took up a favourable position 
close to the winning post. The time passed, and still he came not. 

“Tf you will take my arm, Miss Montressor,” said the Karl, “we 
will stroll as far as the paddock—we shall doubtless find him there.” 

Hardly had we entered the paddock when Mandrake stood before 
us, 8 wondrous vision of black satin, white breeches and boots. 

“Good heavens! what—what is the meaning of this?” gasped 
the Earl, in astonishment. 

“ Puller, the jockey, has been got at,” returned the Viecount, simply, 
“and I am going to ride Ramper myself.” 

(70 be continued.) 








The New Wimbledon. 


By A DISTINGUISHED VISITOR. 


How — the blithesome Bisley | Fire bravely the First Shot—ab, 
ce, yes |— 
Of Volunteer-ful pow'rs, And made the cartridge tell ! 
re brand-new Camp with | This charming spot (approved by 
, ’ . : ‘ ‘ Fun) 
Yea, e’en mid July's show'rs ! . Will have the popular stamp ; 
; ;' lks to the spot will Bisley run 
Behold him gladly grip his gun “a a 39 = agp 4 
And calmly “take a sight,” ’ Whene’er they can de-camp ! 
While at his nice new Wimble- | Then here's to Britain’s Volun- 
dun teers, 
He campeth with delight. And to,its Camp so new! 
Yea, for them both FUN gives 
three cheers, 
As all his readers do! 


How did Our Very Own Princess | 
(Whom Fun-ites love so well) 











— 
- 
,, 


« - 





AFTER THE DEBATE. 

Landlord of the “ Whiteboy’s Arma,” with a touch of anwiety.— 
“Och! Patsy, shure it’s the divil’s own shtroke ye'’ve hit the bhoy 
this toime! He don’t seem to come to at all at all!” 

Patsy.—‘* Come too, is it? What would he do the loike o’ that 
for? And who'd be wrwcgeh ps ted whisky down an earrthquake-pit 
loike that, frec of charrge, if he came too? Div ye think the cratur’s 
a fool?” 
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THE FISH QUESTION AGAIN. 


The International Fish Congress, held at Fishmongers’ Hall, has been inquiring into the causes of the scarcity of fish, The Billingsgate people, as usual, disclaim any 
part in causing the state of affairs, 
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It was the Briton, yearning for a fish snack. He wandered with his plate, along the shore. “Aha!” he murmured, “A fish!” “Hush!” exclaimed the finny 

specimen, * I dare not be seen in direct communication with the consumer. See you not this powerful ring in my nose? It is the Billingsgate Fish Ring!” “But, 

urely, as we are alone—see, the plate is ready——”" said the Briton. “The watchful eye of Billingsgate is ever upon us,” replied the Fish ; ** not a fish on any shore 
that shall dare to make terms under one and ten a pound, although my value,” he added, musingly, “ is but fourpence.” 
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“ Bat Lam called away,” he said; “ see, the string from Billingsgate tightens—alieu ? * “Can't we say sixp2nce, and close ?” persisted the Briton, dropping a scalding 
tear; but he was left alone, 
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Then he wandere l over the earth, still se kin . : > + wr 

, ‘ , Still secking the snack; but never a fish at Pole or Eyuator, but the sy. i "aa in ite iT % oat — 
“TI will eat no fish for six months.” ’ 1 , but the Billingsgate ring was in its nose. “ hen,” said the Briton, 
the hint, 


ha « +} Ne he er he ei ' : 
And as the clock struck the end of the sixth month, he arose and’gazed around, The ring was broken. Let a wise public take 
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ST. SWITHIN’S DAY. 


“IT NEVER RAINS BUT IT POURS.”"—A STRIKING SITUATION. 
[See Cartoon Verses, p. 28. 
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AWFUL CONSEQUENOSS. 


No sooner had we got into the street that evening than we had a 
feeling that things were not as usual in the metropolis. 
First of all, we came upon our neighbour Jones—a very quiet, 


amiable man of comfortable proportions and mild countenance, in 
the daily habit of 


coming home to tea 
and nursing the kitten 
—we came upon this 
Jones, we say, in his 
shirt-sleeves, digging 
a deep hole in his 
garden path, just in- 
side his front gate. 
“Good morrow,Jones,”’ 
we said, and watched 
him proceed with his 
work, 

Having completed 
the hole — some ten 
feet deep, he fetched 
from the house a series 
of iron spikes, such as 
are placed in the bed 
of a river in war, to Jame the enemy, and carefully set them upright 
at the bottom. He then laid over the top of the pit a light covering 
of willow sticks ; and upon this he placed matting; and upon the 
matting he sprinkled gravel until the presence of the deadly hole 
would have defied the closest scrutiny to detect. 

Jones then proceeded to dig, and fill with water by means of a jug, 
a moat entirely surrounding his villa; and constructed two rude 
drawbridges of simple design, one for himself and family, the other 
forthe milkman, Having done this, he proceeded to the small balcony 
overhanging the front door, and pierced in its floor a series of holes. 
Then he retired within, to melt a quantity of lead in a frying pan. 

“Strange!” we murmured, and begged Jones to acquaint us with 
his reasons for behaviour so opposed to his usual habits. 

“The police of the metropolis go out on strike at 9.15 this evening,” 
he replied. “It is now 9.10, and I am prepared.” 

Then he sat down to tea, and took up the kitten, 

It was exactly five minutes after this that a wild and unearthly 
yell broke round the corner of the road ; and in another instant the 
furious galloping of a horse shook the neighbourhood to its founda- 
tions. Its rider, openly and undisguisedly arrayed in the unblushing 
uniform of a burglar, drew rein in so violent a® manner, when 
opposite the garden gate, as to throw his steed upon its haunches, 
and, flinging himself from the saddle, dashed up the garden path. A 
wild sob of despair and rage,a form vanishing with lightning-like 
rapidity, apparently into the solid earth, the echoes of the flying 
steed’s hoof-beat dying in the distance—and all was over. 

I looked up to the little balcony: there stood Jones, waving a 
glittering and trenchant blade. All the gentle domesticity of his 


character had faded from his eye, giving place to a lurid and fiendish 
flash that recalled 


dread tales of Cap- 
tain Kidd, Black- 
beard, the Indian 
Mutiny,the Pirates 
of the Levant. 

1 cried aloud for 
the police: my 
voice,echoing from 
villa to villa, died 
away, responseless, 
in the hollow dis- 
tance. Then burst 
upon the ear the 
rattle of musketry ; 
and in another mo- 
ment a handful of 
city men appeared, 
backing round the 
corner, in open 
skirmishing order. 
Nor were their pursuers far behind ; for, advancing under such cover 
as presented itself—a gate-post, a lamp-post, a letter-post—drew 
ever nearer and nearer a detachment of East End roughs, whose 
bullets scattered into fragments upon the pavement at our feet. 
Then from the roofs and windows of the adjacent villas spit forth 
tongues of fire, and the rattle of deadly weapons became a continuous 
and deafening roll. 

We felt dazed, and clung to Jones’ railings for support. Robinson, 
of Threadneedle Street, dashed madly by with an unearthly yell, 
bearing three scalps and waving a gory poultry knife, 








Ere our reeling brain could grasp the appalling circumstance, so 
foreign to the character of Robinson, we were hurled to the ground 
by the impact of a crowd of horsemen, dashing at furious speed 
along the thoroughfare. In pursuit came thundering along a Brixton 
omnibus drawn by some ten galloping horses, harnessed anyhow ; and 
on its roof sat a band of wild stablemen, armed with six-shooters 
and larriats. Then—some quarter of a mile down the road, a 
frightful crash, as the omnibus dashed bodily into the rear of the 
flying horsemen—a wild and fiendish struggle—a blaze of revolver 
fire, then comparative silence and the affixing of ropes to the bars of 
lamp-posts. 

We reeled, pale and horror-stricken, down the road. The horse- 
stealers—for such had been the flying horsemen, having looted the 
stables of the General Omnibus Company—were swinging from the 
lamp-posts—a terrible and ghastly sight. Then dusk set in; and 
ever and anon, amid the gloom, flashed past the form of a mad dog, 
now unchecked in its hideous designs by any fear of the carrying 
out of the police regulations. Everywhere were life and property at 
the mercy of the lawless—trespassers trespassed with impunity— 
bill-stickers could be seen at every corner defacing hoardings— 
everywhere were parties causing obstructions—the Adulteration Act 
was a dead-letter. 

Then a lurid redness burned in the summer (or leaden) sky: 
another moment and suspicion gave way to certainty—that redness 
was immediately above Jones’ villa. 

With an awful roar, the pitiless flames burst from each corner of 
the roof. Jones and his family, yelling like demons, headed by the 
kitten, and pursued by nine mad dogs, tore frantically by. The gas 
lamps suddenly went out, and through the inky darkness could be 
heard the sob of the victim and the demoniac chuckle of the 
aggressor. With starting eyeballs and stiffened hair, we became 
aware that we were hemmed in by the wild animals from Regent’s 
Park—their hot breath scorched our cheek—five-and-twenty mad 
dogs—— 

A bright light suddenly flashed in our eyes. We sat up and 
rubbed them. Policeman Jenkins—a very civil fellow, who always 
keeps an eye on our place when on that beat—was looking in at our 
bedroom window. 

“Ts it all right, sir?” he said, ‘ There was such a screaming that 
I thought something must be wrong. You've had a nightmare, sir ! ” 
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AS OTHERS SEE US. 

(Lord Spotheringham is down with the boat, trying to look as if 
he hadn't the least idea that the younger Miss Porchester, on whom 
he is a little “gone,” is making a sketch of him.) 

Elder Miss P.—“ My dear Flo! you've made his nose aquiline, 
and it’s decidedly retroussé, not to say puggy.” 

Younger Miss P—“ Ah! but you don’t see him with my eyes, dear.” 
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THE DEMON DENTIST; OR, ALL FOR A SHILLING. 
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Agonized Patient.—“ Tell me, quick, is Mr. Forcep3in? Quick!” “Walk in, sir. Will you kindly take a seat?——that is our new Patent Spring 
James.—* Think so, sir; I've jast see the last gentleman’s foot come through Grapple Ohair,” 
the consultin’ room winder,” "Ani 
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Chorus outside.—“ Golly, ala't master giving that im- 


Ol-l-1-l-1-l-ick |! ! 
patient old gentleman what for? Don’t he squawk, just ? 


“* Keep still only one little minute,” 





Raikes 
Britanniarum, 


(The Postmaster - General 
grows daily more unpopular.) 
WHAT with his muddles 

and mad’ning mis- 
takes, 

An unpopular Post- 
master - General is 
Raikes, 

And since he has lately 

been “going it,” 

To him some are now 
G, P. O.-ing it: 
And as each poor post- 
man of burdens 

com plains, 


Begg-ora ! 
FAITHFULL BEGG, as 
you know, has been 

lately selected, 

As Kennington’s new 
Tory Candidate ; 
And by his admirers 

success is expected, 

Should polling occur 
at a handy date. 

‘Twould seem that they | 

deem him a Faith- | 

full Begg-inner, | 
But with all their (F) 
Begging he mayn’t 

be a winner, 
































He cries, “‘ He’s the cause 
- THE only gentleman of our (R)aikes and 
d who may visit Ireland ! | our pains.” 
with impunity just now. —= 
—Peter Schlemihl, the ee aD. pee F ar sa How to abolish the 
. man who “sold” his | things tively for the Demon, After which a dead silence, “Tell the other patients that I'm not at | Liquor Traffic, — Stop 
. home to-day. gl’veihad enough for once.” the watering carts. 


” “ shadow.” Then——~ 
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“PRAVE ORT.” | 


Gentleman.—*“ But as long as you're not past work, you ought to do something 


Tramp.—* Sir,—I am a Peripatetic Philosopher !”: 





St. Swithin’s Day. 
(SEE CARTOON.) 


“Iv never raineth but it pours” ; 
So runs the saying, 

And damp St. Swithin out-of-doors 
At times goes playing 

His tricks, to prove the adage true 
And mud to soften,— 

Whilst metaphorically, too, 
Tis right full often. 


Now Messrs. Matthews, Raikes and 
Smith, 
Huddled together, 
Are limply waging combat with 
Inclement weather : 
Alas! the trial, sad to tell, 
Seems past their powers, 
Nor can their brolly shield them 
well 
From heavy showers. 


Strikes, of a sort that each one 
dreads 

When out campaigning, 

Down, down on their devoted heads 
Fall thickly raining ; 

And though the situation mayn't 
Be to their liking, 

Could anybody swear it ain't 
Extremely striking ? 








NOTICE TO SUBSCRIBERS. 

The Title Page and Index for FUN, VOL. LL, 
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the Ofice—153 Fleet Street, London, E.C. 
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THE CLANG OF THE CLOCK TOWER. 


THE gentleman who was hanged on a Monday morning remarked, 
on preparing for the “function,” “This a nice way of beginning the 
week |!” and Her Majesty’s Ministers indulged in various expressions 
to the like effect. For the situation all round was certainly “ striking.” 
It was bad enough to hear of Tommy Atkins refusing to answer the 
“trumpet’s peal,” it was sad to contemplate the cessation, for a 
period, of the postman’s knock, but when Robert rounded on the 
British ratepayer, he (the B. R.) exclaimed “ 7u guoque,” with genuine 
alarm. Louis X VI. greeted the intelligence of the preliminary stages 
of France's upheaval with the exclamation, “This is a revolt,” and 
his Ministers capped it with, “Sire, it is a revolution,” and when the 
news came to the Lobby of barricades in Bow Street, and the guar- 
dians of the public assisting in breaking it to the tune of the 
“ Marseillaise,” the situation began to be serious, as the young person 
said when her mistress requested her to do the washing. Oar artist 
has depicted an Irish night in the Commons. 

It is, perbaps, as well for himself that Mr. Matthews is not sensi- 
tive to public opinion, though it is somewhat inconvenient for the 
public, for the looks which greet him inside the House are equally 
complimentary with the remarks made about him without. Lawyers 
are proverbially bad statesmen, but the present Home Sec. is a de- 





plorable one, even for a lawyer. It is as much a mystery how he got 
into the Government as how the fly got into the amber—and one 
wishes that he would get out of it. Perhaps when the House of 
Commons has a less proportion of lawyers, soldiers, sailors, and City 
company mongers, weshall get a legislature worthy of the name ; mean- 
while we seem to be playing into the hands of Messiewrs les Commu- 
nistes, Anarchistes et Cie. Nevertheless, the sympathy which was un- 
doubtedly with the police, and which of itself would have gained 
them their ends, was quickly alienated by their action last week. 
This was endorsed by the cheers which greeted the announcement 
that the first batch of mutineers had been dismissed, and was 
emphasized by the snubbing which Conybeare received. 

But Mr. Matthews must go! 

The County Council, having muddled many things, is sighiny, like 
Alexander, for more worlds to—muddle. If it could only have some- 
thing to do with the Thames Conservancy! Father Thames shudders 
in his bed at the proposition. 

With failure so rampant in the Cabinet, the House was naturally in 
8 fit mood to deal with Bankruptcy. As for the Law of Slander, the 
House has of late been qualifying in that subject. What is the latest 
rumour /—Randolph to the rescue! Smithand Matthews going down 
to the Lords. Why doesn’t Raikes go there too—or to Jericho? 














AN IRISH NIGHT. 














MR. BALFOUR OBLIGES WITH “IN SHADOWLAND.” 
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The Doleful Dirge of St. Swithin. a I shall laugh till I bust just to hear how I'm For a year’s passed away, and—re mihi /— 
O’ER the beautiful plains where felicity reigns | cussed to-day 
Undisturbed by a shadow of woe, | When the day of St. Swithin is wet |” Is the Eve of St. Swithin again, 
Many angels of light, in their garments of Thus the egotist saint cachinnated with glee, But the power that was held by St, Swithin 
white, _ And the year was Nine Hundred and Ninety of old 
Were careering with joy to and fro, | A.D, ‘ From the braggart St. Swithin is ta’en | 
But pay as have sung with melodious O'er the beautifal plains where felicity reigns cad od pm abroad 
How, amidst all the seraphim there, Hovers ay . — of gloom ll ent And the devil a cheer of thanksgiving I'll hear 
Oneaboveall therest ecemed divinely possessed | And, _— Lighte riess sprites sull enjoy If the day of St. Swithin be fine, 
Of a rapture ecstatic and rare. ive the + _ tible bl For the world doesn't care a brass buttdn for 
For his face was as bright with a fervent — Th eighns chip. t ° seca feebl a me 
delight, wg Fr one little saint, sitting feeble an In the year Eighteen Hundred and Misety 
As the sun that far under him glowed, a a te Reali i ie A.D!” 
an Bn noe he his mirth as bo gased _ And, alas! to the song of the jubilant throng FoR AN OVERWEIGHT LETTER. —Two 
Till his pals were afraid he’d explode, He responds witha grunt nee groan, heads are better than one. : 
Oh! the happiest saint in Valhalla was he, And, se hes a thought that the ee ee ee ee nee ee 
And the year was Nine Hundred and Ninety cherubim brougat Now Ready.—One Shilling. Post. free, 1/2. 
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For the day of St. Swithin draws nigh. FUN’S” FUNNY SPECIAI 
Andin all the vast heaven to no spirit is given “Oh, beshrew me!” hecries, with lugubrious . 
Such a power o’er creation as mine, sighs, SUMMER DAYS. 
For a myriad of lays will be sung in my praise “ But I've earned my deplorable fate » Over Fifty Humorous Pictures, and lols o/ 
If the day of St. Swithin be fine. My vicissitudes show how the proud are Amusing Reading, Everyone should buy this 
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ANOTHER IRISH GOLD MINE. 
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(1) Mick Casey dhramed the same dhrame three noights runnin’, but niver 
could call it to moind in the mornin’, till he happened acrost somethin’ in 
the newspaper. (2) Thin he jumped up and fetched Andy Magee, and set 
to work diggin’ in the pratie patch. And Mrs, Casey sneered at em becase 
pe wouldn't let on what they were afther. ‘‘ Whist!” says Mick, ‘‘it’s a 
little surproise we're preparin’ for yez !"' (3) And when they had dug 
down ten feet deep—‘‘ See here, An ys says he, ‘‘it was this way, that oi 
ri 
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(4) Thin they laid the mine, and were 
out av the pit as if the divil was after thim, for Andy touched it off before 
they were ready. (5) Mrs. Casey was layin’ the dinner table at the toime. 
‘*Faix thin,” says she, ‘Oi wondher what’s come to Mick! Sure oi’m 
lookin’ for the ‘surproise’ he promised me. Though I don’t belave oi’d be 
surproised at anything he was afther doin’.” (6) But, begor ! two seconds 
later she wasn’t the only one that was surproised. (7) Though she came 
in for her share of astonishment, too, bedad ! 
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(1) A veteran boozer, whose conscience 





STanleys SPOONS 





| (3) A Jewess’s BWwain, after Jue-ege. (5) Yes; why shouldn't we have open- (7) Adame wasof Stanley's nice Fpoons 
‘was quaky, timation, air entertainments, | an adorer, 
Was not any “great shakes,” | Stole her ring, and then lent ita With singing and playing ani leger. Mere “boom” for our Very Oran 
although he was shaky. certain relation. de-main-mente ? “ Darkest ” explcrer, 
(2) A captain was gaid to have ordered (4) Some stowaways, finding their fruit- (6) Stealing water (so full of true life- (8) For aseaulting a postman whilet ont 
uis doggis raid was bootlese giving ersence) with his letters 
t policeman; t t loff in some boate. and + ieee Sen 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 
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Wu V1 Uy OC ufme.. WHETHER or no Miss Rehan 
bY / fe "iy Ahs ows i the shrewish 
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fat 












Wp 
(eS ! 
R Fay! = and I have a profane idea 
a © 1 : YH which I would not for 
UZ worlds communicate to po pind 
but your own judicious self, my 
dear reader, that the universal 
and immortal bard had a very 
strong sympathy with the violent 
and pantomimic in the matter of 
humour, and now and again in- 
dulged himself therein, maybe as 
a relief from his deeper philoso- 
phies, even as a great classic 
scholar will ever and anon relax 
his mind and muscles by play- 
ing a game of leapfrog with the 
page boy—I say (you may have 
overlooked it on account of the 
lengthy parenthesis I have in- 
dulged in) whether or no Miss 
ae Rehan’s be W. 8,’s Katherine, it’s 
wir just the most gratifying and ac- 
/ ceptable (in every sense) that I’ve 
seen. Miss Rehan has, to my 
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THE LYCRUM.—THIS IS THE SHREW mind, succeeded in converting 
'iAT SHAKESPEARE DREW (OR IP the character from lunacy to 


HE DIDN'T HE OUGHT TO HAVE 


DONE). human possibility and graceful 


charm. Mr. Drew is good, too, 
and lets you see that this violence of his is only a recipe, and not 
his regular, habitual way of carrying on. The stage setting and con- 
comitants are excellent. More I need not say,as the company played 
the piece on their last visit, and some of you know all about it—less 





“ }{@RE'S A CONVERSAZ—THERE A CONVERSAZ—EV’RYWHERE A OONVERSA- 
ZIONE.” 

I could not say, because I saw it this time for the first time, And now 

for As You Like It, the piéce de résistance, 





PASSING REMARK,—Have you noticed how very large the Conver- 
eazione crop is this year? The editor of this journal, with one of 
those bursts of enterprise with 
which he is occasionally afflicted, 
has laid on six new conversazione 
hands, one for each evening in 
the week. But even these are 
not really enough, every one of 
them has to do two or three of 
the things ata time. Our Wed- 
nesday man is hesitating whether 
he shall give most of his time to 
the Wagner celebration to-night, 
or Madame Tussaud’s court 
dresses, He hadn’t decided up 
to the time of going to press, 


THE LyRICc,—Just in time for 
notice in this number, and just 
too late for me to embellish my 
comments thereon with illustra- 
tive sketches (therefore the 
actors and actresses engaged 
have much to be congratulated 
ps I saw Mr. Buchanan’s 

ptation of Miss Broughton’s 
Nancy. The piece is well enough 
| yy ;  adapted,§the faults of too great 
j length, and not very wisely 
AGRICULTURAL HALL.—Tue Curep Selected subject, being all that 
ARCADIAN, I can bring against the adapter. 

; There isn’t enough story for all 

the talk, and the misconceptions are almost wilful in their stupidity. 
Nancy is a deliciously unconventional personage, with the added 
charm of being impersonated by Miss Annie Hughes ; and the per- 








formances ‘of the “Grey Quartette,” as one may call them, are ex- 


tremely ry and real, and, am the 

of the story, very much over- Ne. 
ealaited. Mr. Henry Neville shows GEES. 
rather in the melodramatic vein, but I J 
can’t get over the fact that he played 
in the first play I ever saw, and 
he has glittered in a halo of romance 
for me ever since, Miss Jay wasa nice 
gentle Barbara, and Miss Ivor a fasci- 
nating Mrs, Huntley. Mr. Hendrie is a 
capital Mr. Grey, by-the-way, there is 
not a little subtlety in the performance. 





AGRICULTURAL HALL. — Exit the 
soldier, and enter the civilian. Fare- 
well the din, the pomp and circum- 
stance of glorious war! Welcome the 
peaceful glades and lamb-like inhabi- 
tants of Arcadia! The rattle of 
musketry, the thud of the charger’s 
hoof, have departed, and for ten revol- 
ving weeks the clatter of the switch- 
back and the clank of the fiery un- 
tamed “steeplechaser” roundabout is a E:2 
heard in their place. Enough ! KES 
Areadia, that miniature Crystal Palace, a 
accessible in the airy hansom, and not AGRICULTURAL HALL,—A 
by tedious and “stuffy” train, once RISING ARTISTE, 
more throws wide its. groves and é 
streams to the happy Corydon who boasts possession of the lordly 
tanner. There (supposing him to be possessed of a surplus shilling 


to “defray charges”) may he sport with Amayrillis in the shade, 
and comb the tangles out of 


what’s-her-name’s hair (I for- 
get how to spell the jade’s 
name). 


To descend to plain prose— 

a mighty pretty place Mr. John 
O’Connor (who now assumes 
full command of the show for 
the first time, and has signed 
for five more years at least), 
has prepared for his visitors. 
An excellent concert — with 
such first class performers as 
Madame Alice Barth, Mr. 
Henry Guy ; Mesdames Lucy 
Franklin and Ada Lincoln; 
Messrs. George Fox, Albert 
McGuckin, and Campbell 
Bishop—graced the opening 
programme, Six military 
bands were“ on tap.” Coloured 
fountains, and (in the evening) 
a “Variety Entertainment”; 
AGRICULTURAL HALL.—Arcades Ambo, while ever and anon “the 
beautiful Alphonsine,” with 

the ball at her feet, gave us a performance “quite over our heads,” 





P.8.—Just as we are going to press, your NESTOR emerges from 
the Lyceum theatre, quivering with a delight he doesn’t know what 
to do with. He believes he has seen the tenderest, the most delicate, 
the most subtly appreciative performance of Rosalind that ever was 
born. But he is no more in a fit state to sit down and write a notice 
of this Lyceum production than he is to fly—he is too much under the 


[4% 





AGRICULTURAL HALL.—SHADES OF EVENING. 


influence of the main character. Sohe begs permission (which he will 
take) to sleep on it for a week, after which he a to have 
recovered his moral tone, and, though the performance will be 
nearing the end of its short run, record his views. NESTOR. 
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TOTTIE: 


A SHILLING SHOCKLET. 
By a Lady of Title. 


CHAPTER X1V.—( Continued), 


“ GoInG to ride Ramper yourself!” I exclaimed, doubtfully ; “but 
isn’t it dangerous /—won’t you fall off?” 

“No fear of that,” said the Earl, grimly ; “ his feet will touch the 

rE ae ground. Behold the 
| eA f 
—— ; steed |” 

As he spoke, a dapper 
little man in a check 
suit approached, leading, 
or rather dragging, an 
undersized, shaggy little 
piebald quadruped, who 
appeared by no means to 
relish the task in front of 
him, judging by the 
manner in which he 
hung back from _ the 
guiding hand of his 
guardian,; 

“He's a bit frisky, 
miss,” grinned the man, 
who proved to be Roper, 
the trainer; “but, lor’ 
bless yer! it’s only his 
breed—Blazer out of Cut 
and Come Again. P’r’aps 
his appetite’s a likewise 
troublin’ him, seein’ as 
he ain't ’ad no grub for 
a week,” 

“It’s the regular 
thing,” observed Mandrake, seeing my look of astonishment. “ Blood 
animals—such as this—become so highly excited by a race, that it is 
absolutely necessary to stop their food for a lengthened period before 
the actual event. Besides, Ramper is no chicken. He’s just on 
twenty-four years old, and his temper does not improve with age.” 

There appeared to me to be more skin and bone than blood about 
the noble animal, but not understanding such matters, I deemed it 
prudent to make no reply, and, Mr. Roper intimating that it was 
nearly time to mount forthestart, | 




















| 


more, “ What a thing it is to mix with the toffs, Tottie,” she whis- 
pered: “this is about my form! No more curates after this—I’m 
dying to see the baronet!” 

I assented to the truth of her observations, and knowing it to be 
extremely likely that she would die before the bart, encountered her 
maidenly blushes, I was upon the point of remy rm bo subject when 
my vs fell upon a 8 white banner, in close vicinity to the coach, 
on which was blazoned in bold red letters—“ Graball and Guy—first 
past the post.” 

“ Why, there’s Dad and ny !” I exclaimed. 

“Oh, yes!” said Pecky; “I noticed them hours and hours ago. 
They're doing a roaring trade.” 

In truth they seemed to beso doing, for a boisterous crowd swarmed 
thick as bees, and Dad was hauling in money with lightning-like 
rapidity, giving red and white tickets in exchange ; but my attention 
was quickly withdrawn by a shout of “Here they come!” and the 
gaily coloured field of horses swept past in the preliminary canter. 
Mandrake’s appearance was greeted with howls of derision; but 
beyond a slight pink flush upon his delicately chiselled forehead, the 
Earl appeared utterly oblivious to the universal scorn. 

And now a brief interval of comparative silence. Then again a 
deafening shout, “ They're off!” and a mighty hum arose from the 
vast multitude as the race n. The Karl calmly viewed the 
contest through his jewelled field glasses; but as the struggling mass 
of mingled colours swept round Tattenham Corner and into the 
straight, they fell from his hands, and he unconsciously murmured, 
“ He’s won already! Who would have thought the Curse could be 
productive of good ?” 

I glanced at the race, and in a second I understood it all. Ramper 
was lengths in front, coming in by himself: but, as the Viscount’s 
lengthy nether limbs drooped earthward, his feet touched the 
ground ; and I saw that it was not the horse, but Mandrake himself 
who was winning the Derby by the aid of his cork legs !/1 

A mighty shout proclaimed Ramper’s victory, and involuntarily I 
looked round, There, proudly erect, stood the red and white banner 
of “Graball & Guy”—and there likewise stood an angry, shrieking 
mob, whose uplifted hands frantically clutched winning tickets—but 
Dad and Chappie! Where were they ? 


(To be continued.) 








THERE is nothing like pure consistency in everything. Every lan- 
lady who lets lodgings, according to her own account, is reduced, ani 
80 it is quite right that she should reduce your tea and whisky-bottle 
at every available opportunity. 





we prepared toreturntothecoach, f— 





“Bless you, my lion hearted 


boy !”” whispered the Harl, in tones lf ong fag aR 


A 
} 


of emotion, “hold tight, and do 
not forget you are a Bloodwort ! 
Be true ‘to your order — Noblesse 
oblige” 

“ T shall win,” replied Mandrake, 
firmly, and with a wave of the 
hand and a sweet smile he turned 
away, and we beata retreat through 
the rapidly increasing crowd. 

“This is ithe ring, Miss Mon- 
tressor,” said the Earl, stopping 
short at an iron railed inclosure, 
within which a countless multitude 
were endeavouring to shout them- 
selves hoarse. “I think I must | 
back Mandrake's mount for the | 
honour of the thing—TI used to be 
a rare plunger in my younger days. 
Mr. Leatherlungs!” calling to an 
apoplectic looking individual who 
was gesticulating like a madman, 
and whose eyes appeared meditat- 
ing an immediate departure from 
his head, “ what price is Ramper?” 

“ Fifty to one, my lord,” was the 
hoarse reply. “How much to—a 
million ?’ 








i 








“No,” returned the Earl, coldly, 
“half a crown will be sufficient. 
Come, Miss Montressor—we shall 
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be late!” 

Pecky was in rare fettle upon 
the top of the coach, eating and 
drinking, as she confidentially in- 
formed me, till she could hold no 





haven't you?” 


UNDER THE WILLOWS. 


Sweet Sentimental One.—“ Do the fishes understand what love is, I wonder?” . . 
Prosaic Male Person.— “Qh, I suppose so. You've heard the old saying, that every jack has a gill, 
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“1 don’t care!” said naughty Policeman E ; “I shall strike, so now then!” Then poor Miss Order wept bitterly. 
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» devil-rough heard of it ina twinkliog. IL: was “ali there” on the instant, “Oome on, matey!” he said; “ I’m with yer, ole pal, blimey !” “Ugh! Take away 
one Seerenee On “this leatheouss ieneet 1” said Policeman E, shuddering. “I won't strike any more if ‘hat thing is going to help me!” 
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“ Oh, thank you so much!” said Miss Order to the devil-rough ; and she presented him witha ‘handsomely illuminated testimonial. 








The Bisley Bees,—(SEE CarrToon.) | 


How doth he tolerate the change 
He hath been forced to make, 

And find that in this newer range 
Advantage he may take ! 


How doth he settle down in Camp, 
As if his home it were, 

Bidding defiance unto damp, 
Miasma and night air ! 


How doth the busy Bisley B 
[mprove the shooting hour, 


| How doth the prospect please his eyes— 
And pot at targets all the d 

| 

| 


The long butt and all that ! 
How doth he hope to win a prize, 
And hit the bull’s-eye pat ! 


How doth he feel what he hath lost 
Is compensated now, 

And oh, how much it must have cost, 
Oh, how! oh, how! oh, how! 


In sunshine and in show’'r ! 


How doth he lightly think upon 

The spot whence he hath flown, 
Reflecting about Wimbledon | 

Which once seem'd quite bis own ! 
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THE BISLEY BEES. 
OLD JOHN AND YOUNG JOHN. 


HOW DOTH THE LITTLE BISLEY BEE | HE GATHERS PRIZES ALL THE DAY, 
IMPROVE EACH SHINING HOUB! AND SHOOTS WITH ALL HIS POWER. 


[See Cartoon Verses, p. 34. 
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TURF CUTTINGS. 
To THe EpirTor or “ Fux.” 


81z,—You may set it up in print, that I can always take a bint! 
And when, last week, we chanced to meet, outside that pub. in Essex 
Street (and here I notice, with a grin, you never thought to ask me 
in !), and when you asked me, with a leer, how Henley suited me this 
year, I knew as well as if you'd had the common decency, my lad, to 
put the thing in language plain, your whole intention, right as rain. 
Yes, bless your artfulness, I knew that you were just alluding to the 
circumstance that I'd not sent you any notes on that event—and if 
I'd chosen to explain—but there, my boy, I didn’t deign. However, 

I've no pride, I vow), I'll condescend to do so now. Well, then, I 

on’t know what was done—in fact, I didn’t see the fun. When no 
one chooses to invite me down, I never go. Not quite! Because I 
do not see the sense of luncheon at one’s own expense ; and, then (as 
even you will own), such things are bores wher one’s alone, And s0, 
my friend, I didn’t go at all this year, and now you know. 

And, now I've got that off my chest, and set your little mind at 
rest, sup the bashful Muse we court upon the pleasing theme of 
sport. The Leger on our thoughts we find, and Goodwood’s also in 
our mind ; but these we may postpone a bit, and, meantime, do our 
best to hit upon the horse whose name goes up at LIVERPOOL—to win 


THE Cop. 
IT's plain enough that Workington is favourite to-day, 
Although “ Papa,” Confessor, too, is taken in that way. 
To say that either will be beaten savours of a sin, 
And yet I cannot fairly say that either one will win. 
But this I'll tell you, fair and equare (I'll swear it, if you choose), 
Though neither of them win, I’m certain one of them will lose. 
But let us glance a-down the list, nor glance we very far, 
For sure some business may be done with L’Abesse de Jouarre. 
Heed not that they are cold to thee, thou gamesome little mare, 
For sceptics yet shall own thee as decidedly “ all there,” 
When Ashplant vainly tries to grow in some important spot, 
And e’en Shall we Kemember? shall be thoroughly forgot. 


But there are claims which few of us can venture to resist, 
And some concern mare Philomel, and some Theosophist, 
Theosophist and Workington, ‘ Papa ” Confessor, too, 

With animals like these you must Be cautious what you do— 
If either of them win, J shall regard it as a sell, 

For [ have planked my shiners down on little Philomel. 


There. That’s the way to sling your ink in matters such as this, 
I think. That tip, I'm ready to declare, is quiet an upper class affair, 
and calculated to display my ge-ni-us in ev'ry way. In my next 
letter I shall speak some words about the Goodwood Week, and all 
the many joys it brings—I have some extra special things —mean- 
time, I am, omnirolus, Yours cleverly, TROPHONIUS, 





P “ Mae WAYS OF LOOKING AT A THING.” 
me o Ge neg ‘iw , ; 
x, wel oh ala Friend).—" Well, how does our river compare 
German Friend.—“ Ah! the Rhine scenery ji ink ] 
! y is, I tink, ; 
but—the Thames girls !—they are much more beautiful ‘aes _— 





JUST AS HAPPY. 


HAVING seriously in view the weather of the last few years, we 
could not help thinking lately that it was high time for us to have a 
serious talk with John Bull, with an eye to arranging matters on a 
more practical basis, ; 

We dieaned in upon him: we found him looking gloomily out of 
window at the regulation British leaden summer sky. His eye was 
suicidal : instead of greeting us in his old fashioned hearty manner, 
he contented himself with aiming a alping 1g or two at our head, 
from among those which stood dismally in the window—the plants 
in them long dead, for want of sun. ; 

“ Did you ever see such weather? A¢ it again! Soak, soak, 
soak—drip, drip, drip—drench, drench, drench ; until one’s melan- 
choly ! ver six weeks, sir, I have listened to the eternal drip 
of the rain-water in the stack-pipe, until it has made a dent in my 
brain, and I shall never cease to hear it more. I tell you plainly, if 
this goes on much longer—— !” 

“ My dear good sir,” we said ; “it will go on for good—haven’t you 
discovered that by this time? You are really the most unpractical 
person that ever had the misfortune to exist. That’s what we came 
to talk about.”; 

“Well, but—hang it! How can a fellow be practical, or anything 
else, when he can’t move out of doors, nor take any exercise for 
months togeth——?” 

“ Dear, dear!” we exclaimed. “ Haven’t you found out yet that 
man—at any rate British man—is no longer intended by Nature to 
go out of doors? To attempt it is to fly in the face of Nature, and 
the eternal and practical fitness of things. Why do you perpetuate 
this effete and exploded notion of going ‘out of doors’? Can’t you 
see that there ought not to be any out of doors at all? Why don’t 
you set to work and roof the country over? You might put the 
scheme in the hands of Sir Edward Watkin, after he has completed 
the Channel Tunnel, and the Channel Bridge, and the Watkin 
Tower.” 

J. B.’s eye brightened for a moment—the first moment for many 
months—with a glimmer of hope. i But,” he murmured, “ how about 
the expense?” 

“ The expense would be very heavy for the first outlay: but then 
look at the subsequent gain! Of course the whole country must be 
covered, at the public expense, with a glass roof—say a couple of 
hundred feet high. 

“ The greater part of it must be capable of sliding off! like the roof 
of the Canterbury Hall, to admit the rain when desirable. Now, just 
think of it—no umbrellas or mackintoshes—no wet feet for weeks 
together—a dry Henley, where the ladies are not afraid to dress 
themselves prettily—lawn tennis whenever you like—the poor clerk’s 
annual week at the seaside not always spoiled—the fruit not always 
nipped by unseasonable winds and frosts—no unfortunate cut hay 
lying in soak until rotten! A lovely prospect!” 

John’s eye glistened for a moment : then dulled, as his hand closed 
over his purse. ‘ Look at the expense,” he murmured. 

So he went back to the window, and continued to scowl and growl. 


* * * * * * 
It was a few months after this that we met him out of doors, need 


we say in the rain? He was creeping along wretchedly, in the eternal 
mackintosh ; and we could not but notice a something unusual in his 


aspect, 
“Forced to come out of doors,” he said. “ Dying for want of 
exercise. Couldn’t stand it any longer!” And it seemed to us that 


his tone was not quite so discontented as before. Then we began to 
discover the exact nature of the peculiarities which had altered his 
aspect : his boots had broadened considerably at the toes ; a tough 
membrane was beginning to grow between his fingers ; his beard had 
clubbed together, and was assuming a remote likeness to a small fin. 
We took him gently and pityingly by this embryo fin, and said, 
anxiously, ‘‘ Wouldn’t it be advisable to start on our plan of roofing 
over the country before—before it is too late?” 

“Oh, 1 don’t know,” he replied ; ““I—I don’t seem to mind the wet 
80 much as I used. Sometimes I have a sort of a feeling—can’t 
exactly describe it—as if the water ought to be my natural element. 
What do you think?” 


* * s * * * 


_A year or so after this, we found him paddling down Piccadilly on 
his way home from the city. There could be no manner of doubt now 
about the change which had come overhim. He had discarded mack- 
intosh, boots, umbrella and hat. He was coated with handsome 
prismatic scales—“ All natural!” he said, with pride; his feet had 
become webbed, so had his hands; his beard was now a handsome 
red fin; his coat-tails had spread out into another of larger pro- 
portions, 

7 Dear, dear! What a pity you didn’t roof it over!” we said. 

It is as well as it is,” he replied, patiently ; “I am happy.” 
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She—“I THINK I'LL JOIN YOU IN A CIGARETTE, GEORGE.” 
George.— BY JOVE! WHY THIS CHANGE?” 


She.—“ NOTHING, ONLY I’VE JUST HAD MY LIFE INSURED.” 











I,—THE START. 

IT occurred to Jones that a camp out was 
the thing. It occurred to Brown that he would 
like to go with Jones. They were friend; 
inseparable. Jones owed Brown something he 
couldn’t pay. But about Brown Jones knew 
something that had best not be made public. 
This epitomises the true basis of friendship in 
1890, 

“We can get a boat for two pounds a week. 
We can smoke our bird’seye, and be as happy 
as the day is long.” 

“We never fall out.” 
answered, 

They stored that boat with tinned meat, sar- 
dines, pots of marmalade, a tent and a hammock. 

‘‘What a happy time we shall have,” they 
said as they went down from Waterloo to 
Teddington. 

They arrived at the famous “ Anglers,” 
Already the laden boat was on the bosom of 
the waters. The scent of hay was borne from 
the distant Surrey meads, The air was odorous 
with the paint on the tinned meat cases, 

It was a happy time. 

‘“T’ll steer, and you scull up to the rollers,” 
eaid Brown. 

Jones sculled, 
towards the rollers. 

‘We must go through the lock, or the things 
will be shaken out of the boat,” 

So Brown steered into the brickwork. It 
was sweet to hear the marmalade pots rattle 
against the sardine tins. 

The lockman said, “ I suppose you're moving, 


This is what Brown 


Brown steered him well 


A CAMP OUT, 


+ + -~ —_—. 








RECONSTRUCTION OF THE CABINET. 





% 

Talk about p:oyle not belog willing to work, 
why, heres Biil Jones, handy carpenter, who says 
he’s game for Reconstructin’ the Cabinet any day 
in the week; he always was good at dovctalling 
work. 
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| gentlemen, I Lope you've paid your rent, as you're taking most of 


your furniture with you. You ought to ba 
going to the Colonies witha boatful of prog and 
things like that. You don't happen to have 
Stanley with you, do you? Them there tents and 
hammocks would come in handy for Afrikey,” 

They answered with scornful smiles, and pay- 
ing their threepence, glided out into the upper 
river. 

“You don’t happen to have a fusee about 
you ?” said Brown, 

Said Jones, “ You're always asking whether 
I've got anything about me. If I were going 
to a burial I believe you'd stop the hearse to 
borrow half a crown.” 

“T hcpe this is not the beginning of what 
it’s going to be all through,” said Brown, 

“T hope it isn’t,” said Jones, ‘I don't want to 
be a sort of aquatic Whiteley, Universal 
Provider for the next fortnight,” 

“ Let's have no words.” 

“ Keep your own matches, then!” 

“ You si own temper.” 

They steered towards ancient Kingston, They 
were neither Shorts, Gulstonea, Hanlans, or 
Salters. The simple bargeman looked down 
on them, 

‘' Been in the butter trade, gentlemen? The 
way you churn them oars would make a peck o’ 
Dosset in ‘alf a minute,” 

“You ain’t on a surweying expedition, are 
you?” said the constable on the tow path ; “ you 
seems to want to be on both banks at once,” 

“It’s your steering,” aaid Jones. 

“ Hullo! here’s a steamer coming up,” 

(To be continued, ) | 
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MATRIMONIAL ADVERTISEMENTS.—No. 3. 
Miss AURORA WAILBOAN. 





In due time a large-headed young “Tis he! "tis he!” she exclaims, ‘Oh, my 
man arrives, heart !—be still, little ftutterer!” 





; Hwa 
Ob, Christopher! It wae the young man come to tune the piano, Didn't he just 
hook it! 


ADVANCED PHOTOGRAPHY.—The London Stereoscopic Company 
have completed their extended Exhibition in Regent Street, and it 
is not too much to say that from the entrance to the top of many 
floors it is replete with matters of great beauty and much interest, 
The many portraits of celebrities are most interesting. Some of those 
enlarged to life size are wonderful, notably those of Sir Frederick 
Leighton, P.R.A., and of Miss Agnes Huntington. The managers are 
now devoting much time and money to the production of what may 
be called photographic art pictures, These are arranged by an artist 
of acknowledged taste and repute. Some few of the specimens point 
to the idea that they will divide the honours with some of our 
popular reproductions of pictures in the way of etchings and 
photogravures, We wish success to so much enterprire in the direction 
pf all that is graceful and beautiful 








Old Belpher on Strike. 


Goop old Belpher beamed benignly on his broiled beafsteak at 
breakfast the other morning. Old Belpher mostly always beamed. 
There was a genial, happy smile which constantly illumined his 
face, and as his face, in consequence of Belpher being bald, extended 
away over his head to the regions of the nape of the neck, Belpher 
might have been said to have been crowned and covered with a smile, 
and that an aureola of content shone continually round his cranium. 

This was because Belpher was happy on most occasions. On this 
occasion he was extra happy. He had glanced at the money article 
in the morning paper, and noted with satisfaction that most of his 
investments were something and a quarter per cent. higher. 

Then Belpher tackled the ordinary news. He found that the 
scavengers at Aberdeen had struck work for a rise of pay ; the sea- 
men at a dozen ports had struck work; the printers in seventeen 
papers had struck work; the London police had struck work ; the 
post office employés had struck work; the Grenadiers had struck 
work; and the country’s legislators had very nearly, if not quite, 
struck work. 

Belpher said, “ Dear me! this is awful!” It was nota very profound 
remark, but, then, Belpher is rarely ever profound. Belpher being a 
bachelor in excellent lodgings, and having neither wife nor child to 
impress, declined to be profound, as being a waste of energy. — 

As Belpher was putting the finishing touches to his toilet, the 
thought struck him, why shouldn’t he “strike”? Why should he tie 
himself down to the dull routine of his life when everyone else 
was ready for and effecting a change. Yes, he would strike. 

It was Belpher’s cheery custom to say “ Good morning” to the 
servant-girl of the lodgings, as he passed out for his forenoon’s stroll. 
In pursuance of his new resolution, he omitted the ceremony, and 
passed her with an angry glare. 

Ilis strike against habit wasa newexperience. He would persevere. 
He resolved not to go to the club in the forenoon, as had been his 
custom, neither would he take his luncheon there. Belpher tramped 
along the glaring, blistering streets till he felt tired; then he resolved 
that he would take a little refreshment. Belpher’s constitution was 
not built for indulgence in early forenoon beers, and two, together 
with the previous walk, made him still more tired. He had reached 
one of the parks as he sat down to rest ; he fell asleep, a thing he 
had never done in the open air before. When he awoke, he found he 
could not hold his neck straight. He had caught a cold in its 
muscles—a thing he always abhorred hitherto. He felt horribly 
thirsty. He decided that he would have a little more refreshment. 
He tried brandy and water, cold, in the nearest public house, and it 
refreshed him so well that he tried another, and another. Belpher 
then proposed to fight the landlord over the counter, and smashed 
three tumblers and a water-bottle. Belpher felt that he was 
striking thoroughly, for he had never before broken anything, or 
attempted to fight in a public-house. When a policeman came in, 
Belpher's enjoyment was complete. Luckily, the policeman knew 
Belpher, and where he lived. The policeman advised him to pay 
the damage, got a cab, and had him driven to his lodgings, where 
the neighbourhood was scandalized at 4.30 afternoon by the recently 
respectable Mr. Belpher attempting to sing “We Won’t Go Home 
Till Morning,” failing signally, and, after mentioning that he “ was 
all rightsh,” sitting down on his hat on the front doorstep. 

Next morning, Mr. Belpher’s landlady joined the great band of 
strikers, and intimated that Mr. Belpher had better seek for other 
apartments, 








Rum-Bo! 
(A certain fashion-reporter has lately raved of a lady's dress, the colour of which 
was described as “ Rum, with a dash of milk in it.’”] 

O, SPIRITED phrase! Just the thing in these days, 
For a dress that makes FUN pen a Jait on it; 

A description quite neat for a habit so sweet, 
So complete that there’s little to say on it. 

O ladies so fair! when you're asked what you'll wear, 
Choose a dress (never mind if there’s silk in it), 

Not pink, yellow, green, blue, red, brown, but this hue— 
A sweet rum, with a dash of new milk in it ! 


lown with all other tints, in silks, satins or prints, 
Whate’er be your garment’s material ! 

If ye, O, ye fair, our male hearts would ensnare, 
Pray adopt this new tinge so «therial ! 

The hue of such robe should be famed o'er the globe, 
In each fam'ly (yea, e’en with “that ilk” in it) ; 

None dare scorn express of a damosel’s dress, | 
When it’s rum, with a dash of new milk in it! 





A NEW venture in illustrated papers, called Tie Gentlewoman, is 
the latest candidate for female favour, Both its art and literature 
show various degrees of merit. Altogether it seems to deserve the 
support it may probably receive, 








—- 58,2 pp 
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TIT FOR TAT.—THE HONEYMOON ON THE WANE. 
He, —* AN AWFULLY LOVELY GIRL WE'VE JUST PASSED.” 
She.— OH! I DID NOT SEE her, BUT I THOUGHT THE YOUNG MAN LOOKED A PERFECT DUCK,” 


[A long silence followed, 








THE CLANG OF THE CLOCK TOWER. 


“HANS BREITMANN gif a barty,’ and everybody knows what 
happened: but who can tell what might have happened in conse- 
quence of the party given by T.R.H. of Wales in their back garden 
of Marlborough House. A goodly number of Tory M.P.s so far 
forgot the claims of party, in the delights of garden party, that in the 
division on the Irish Estimates, which the Paddies cutely snatched, 











9 The pay of the tele- 
graphists is to be in- 
creased, Good! The 
“4 gallant 200 suspected 
4 of the attack on one 
man who chose to con- 
sider thatin a free country he was at 
liberty to work for his living are not 
to participate. Better! But as for the 
indiscreet youngsters who, having been 
led away, have been suspended, our 
artist graphically presents to Mr. 
-— * 4 Raikes a case for “cutting down.” 
O. Widasesday Iri-h Law charges engaged the attention of the 
House, Needless to relate there were “ wigs on the green.” 

What is the latest story of a little bird? Is the little bird a 
canard? Lobbyists are whispering important changes in the Cabinet ; 
and they say Sir John Lubbock is to be made a peer. If so, the creation 
should date from the first Monday in August, and the title should 
surely be an Earldom for the champion of Early Closing. 

All the smart speeches have been made this week out of parliament. 
Harcourt’s Stanlerian allegory anent fighting the dwarf is quite in 
his old style. Lady Clara discussed current politics with the grocers. 

Lord Rosebery on Thursday gallantly led the van in the battle of 
the Bedford barriers. 

What is wanted in the Behring dispute ?—A little bearing and for- 
bearing, Mid-Durham returns the Liberal. Majority 2,094! 


* Bony You Think (Es = the Ministry only 
You MIGHT GET iW ~~ just saved its bacon 
THEM Downs t Vi es by eight. 
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The Puffer. 


{In Broad Street, Birmingham, there recently stood a large telescope pointing 
heavenwards, through which passers by were requested to look, free of charge, 
Would-be stargazera were rewarded by seeing at the other end of the iasteument 
an advertisement of a benefit at a local tlieatre !] 

A WEEK or two past, in a dining room vast, 
Sat a hundred poor creatures delighted ; 

To vanquish their fast by a costly repast 
Without payment they'd all been invited, 

But how wildly they squealed when the dishes revealed 
Not a bite to each would-have-been stuffer : 

A huge printed card—“ Try Macgreasery’s Lard "— 
Had been placed in each dish by the laffer | 

A kind offer was made (through huge posters displayed) 
Of free journeys to holiday places ; 

And crowds, you will bet, round each train quickly met, 
With unspeakable joy on their faces, 

}ut who entered one door from another were hurled 
While a phonograph blandly cried, “ Suffer 

No more: Pippin’s Pills are the best in the world 
’T was a dodge of the business-like Puffer! 


“ Half-an-ounce (and full weight) every Friday at eight 
I3 to snuffers and smokers presented.” 

The placard so ran, and each weed-loving man 
To that ’bacco-shop rushed half demented, 

But the cankerworm feeds on the fair blooming hope, 
For alas! on each smoker and snuffer 

A sample half-ounce of Wontwashatall’s Soap 
Has been cunningly palmed by the Paffer ! 


Should a stranger desire you to drink with him, fly, or 
You'll writhe ‘neath some charlatan’s tonic : 

When invited to dine you will sample not wine 
}ut some mixture for ills that are chronic. 

Why, St. Paff would contrive, were e’en Solon alive, 
To make sapient Solon a duffer, 

For no creature on earth can so woundily dive 
Into gullible hearts as the Puffer! 
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HAVING HIS. DAY. 
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(1) Rahiss, the pariah, lo Claren 
Pleece Strike! 
ourselves, 
(‘larence. 


e, the pet. — si Blimey ! ‘Ere’s a gime ! 
Nows the time for hus dorgs to take an’ assert 


,7 


Let's ‘ave a reg lar good old ‘ dog-day ! 
cant CX per ta dog of iy } edligree to take 

jad form! I tell you.” (2) ‘ Well, 
‘Ere’s another o° these ‘ere bloomin’ stuck hup haristocrats, 


Come on, old pal! 

‘* My dear fellow, you 
part in a vulgar demonstration ! 
so long! 






es (Me 
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AO 


wot us ’ard-workin’ blokes ‘as to support! How’s that strike you, 
Fatty?” (3) ‘More larks? Ha! Ha! Ha!” (4) ‘f Now, whos 
a-goin' to muzzle me? I'll make believe I'm horf me chump! Ere s 
a barney! Ain’t it?!” (5) But it seemed the police strike was 4 
thing of the past. It was a last week's bill he had read! He will never 
read again ! 








New Leaves. 


THERE is an admirable portrait of the Duchess of Teck in The 
KLaglish Illustrated, The specimens of the Art of Silhouetting are 
very uaint. All other illustrations, though of most painstaking and 
elaborate character, seem to lack the freedom that would endow 
them with more “artistic merit.” The instalment of “ The Glittering 
lain” will be eagerly read.—The Boy's Own Paper and The Girl's 





Own Paper each have Summer Numbers of additional interest ove! 
and above the regular issues.—7Zhe Leisure Hour and The Sunday 
At Home are well up to the mark in all respects, so is Friendly 
Greetings.—Scribner’s gives its usual full measure of good art and 
good literature.—After “ Virginie” in Longman’s we have been mott 
pleased with “The Accursed Bell” and “ My Islards,” 











Gold Medal Awarded, Health Exhibition, London, 
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An 15 Fallon cask of Cider 


(1) Another armed burglar !—bnut this (3) The weather at Bisley was lately so damp, (6) Bo-called Socialists now make sweet 


oe = a seman, toa That some shootiste in camp with the cramp did de-gamp. Epping a fair 
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roe Ae rad ght, y pis 5 | With their foul Sunday boozing, 
¢ I . (4) The beauties at Good wood, whom here ye may view, and “ bruising” and biare ! 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 

Zia a = M: —WaAnT of courage (and 
[3 s ¢/''\\ space), and a general feel- 
hth ''”, ing that, if 1 wrote while 
under the influence of 
first impressions in the 
matter of the new Kosa- 
lind, I should make an ex- 
hibition of myself by gush- 
ing dreadfully, induced 
me, you will remember, 
to postpone my remarks 
for a week, until, as I put 
it, I had recovered my 
moral tone. I’mnot sure 
that I have recovered that 
moral tone yet. Fellows 
“up and down Fleet 
Street” (Fun Office is 
situated somewhere about the middle 
of that classic thoroughfare, you will 
remember) have been amusing them- 
selves, and each other, all the week by 
assuming a violent and aggressive scep- 
ticiszm as to my possession of either 
morals or tone. But that is only their 
way of lightening their hard, dull lives, 
so I forgive them. 
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ALL the same I am still under the 
glamour of that performance. I feel 
that we have in Miss Rehan the Shake- 
spearian comédienne we have been wait- 
ing for so long. Iam willing to rely 
upon these two performances of hers— 


Katherine and Rosalind —as proof 
4¥C -— “Me 
Pie aise, "Monn TEA thereof, But 
voR HIGH ? I don’t want 
to make any 
fuss about it, you needn’t believe me if you 
don’t like, I believe the opinion is such a 
good one, that I’d just as soon have it all to 
myself as divide it with any of you. Still 
I think the B. P. (which, mind you, you 
may bet all the boots you've got is no 
slouch in finding out a good thing) has 
pretty well endorsed my view, seeing that 
the piece, which, with a natural timidity, 
was only put up for a six nights’ run, has 
been 8o well received that it is to be allowed 
to have its fling—all other arrangements 
being set aside in its favour, It is a great 
performance, and I can't help thinking how 
proud Shakespeare's dear old mother would 
have been of him as Miss Rehan revealed 
all the depths of the beautiful character 
she has plumbed so skilfully, 





ON the whole, however, the performance Tuk Lycevm.—A Tovcn- 
of the play is a curious mixture of very 
good and specially bad. If the Daly Com- 
pany has scored the best on record with one of its members, it has 
made a pretty successful bid for “ worst” in two instances at least, 


STONE OF MERIT, 






and mediocrity has marked many another for 
ite own. I lay no stress on the American 
accent, It prevails, and has an odd effect. 
But Americans may be expected to have it, 
4 srhaps, after all, they have a right to it. 
ti wish they wouldn't call it Rosalind ! 













im not going to particularise the bad, though, except in the two 
taataneee Tee w Thal -y to—I'm too grateful for the good. Adam was 
so thoroughly bad, that it isn’t worth mentioning, and Corin was so 
outrageous, that it 7s worth mentioning. Fancy the thoughtful old 
shepherd, sobered by long life and incessant toil, bursting upon us as 
a flighty buffoon! Truly he is what the Elizabethans called “a 
clown,” but, when they said a clown (to paraphrase the lightsome 
bard), they did not mean a pantomimist. Several times I felt 
inclined to look upon his crook as a red hot poker. 


, ’s Orlando pleased me mightily, there was a manly ring 
ee cca about it that was 


very welcome. The 
impersonation has 
zy, |’; been grumbled at as 
Ai) i) /, “modern” — which 
i Jj), means, _— probably, 
that Mr. Drew 
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THE LYCEUM.—GRACE AND—DISGRACE, 


doesn’t fumble with his blank verse, but speaks it with understand- 
ing and lucidity. Miss Prince’s Celia was a trifle unequal, but, for 
the most part, it was played with a tenderness, and an insight into 
its possibilities, as grateful as it is unusual. There was nothing 
particularly new about Mr. Lewis’ Touchstone, but it was particu- 
larly rich and full on the old lines. Charles was a much more 
“possible” wrestler than we are accustomed to; both Silvius and 
Phoebe are excellently done by Mr. F. Bond and Miss Crane, and all 
the singing is specially good. Mr. Daly’s version shows many happy 
differences from our customary stage version. ree ae 
reren FES An: 

THE GAIETY.—Hooray! Hail, Columbia! Another of them come 
to conquer us or—well, I don’t know the alternative. They are wel- 
come, any way, a8 many 
as you like, if they’re all 
as good as Nat C. Good- 
win, Esq., who is a sound 
comedian all through. He’s 
brought A Gold Mine with 
him, and all I can gay is, 
I hope he will take one 
back with him in every 
sense. I should like him 
to score, and I shouldn’t 
like him to leave that play 
behind him. Luckily, it 
is so bad, that I needn’t 
say anything more about 
it. I hope Mr. Nat Good’n 
has something better to 
show us. I should like to 
see him in something wor- 
thy of his evident powers. 
This is, emphatically, Nat 
Good’n-ough! A strong cast engaged to support Mr. Goodwin, 
included Messrs, W. Farren, Chas. Glenny, H. Eversfield, F. Wood 
(out of his element), Miss Kate Forsyth and Miss Carlotta Leclercq. 
Miss Forsyth confirmed a good impression she made upon me in the 
Ny “‘ Tigress,” by a very clever and natural piece of acting in the 
ast scene. 








THE GAIETY.—A GOOD WIN, TO BE FOLLOWED, 
LET US HOPE, WITH NO BAD LOSS. 


Nops AND WINKS.—This (Wednesday) afternoon, Mrs. Oscar 
Beringer will produce, for the benefit of Mrs. W. Beverley (I don’t 
know where /),a new piece, founded by herself and Mr. H. Hamilton on 
a story by Miss C. Black, entitled, That Girl.—Mr. Edwin Drew has 
moved (for business purposes) to 24 Wellington Street—nice and 
handy for advertising in the dear old Era. NESTOR. 
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LOTTI: 


A SHILLING SHOCKLET. 
By a Lady of Title. 


CHAPTER XV, 
THE IMPENDING DOOM. 


HALF an hour later, Mandrake returned, clad in everyday attire. 
He was accompanied by an enthusiastic mob, whose ;admiration, 
refusing to 
confine itself 
within ordi- 
nary limits, 
became, pre- 
sently, 80 ex- 
cessively de- 
monstrative, 
that I was not 
at all sorry 
when, amidst 
frantic yells of 
disgust, and 
howls of ap- 
probation, the 
coach was set 
in motion, and 
our horses’ 
heads turned 
towards home, 

“You won 
bravely, my 
son,” said the 
Earl. “It is 
well the world 
AVES should see 

es : what heredi- 
tary greatness can accomplish. And now,” he added, in a tone of 
deep solemnity, and glancing furtively at me—“ now for the Moat ! 
Much yet remains to do ere the House of Bloodwort can regain its 
former place among the foremost of the land ; but I shall not shrink 
when the final hour of expiation arrives!” 

“Do you think the old gentleman’s had too much to drink?” 
— Pecky in my ear. 

I shook my head. Too well I knew the purpose to which he alluded. 

The return journey proved long and wearisome, Filled as I was 
with conflicting emotions, now timorous, now resolved, it was with 
a feeling almost of relief that I beheld once more the rugged outlines 
of the Moat. The mental tension had grown intolerable, and slight 
as was my anatomical knowledge, I felt that unless this affair was 
speedily settled, something would snap inside me. The Nightshade 
was in waiting to receive us at the grand entrance. A look of 
intelligence|passed between her and the Earl as we descended. “ Every- 
thing is ready,” I heard her mutter, in response to a whisper from 
him. How my heart ithrobbed at these apparently innocent, but 
fatal, words! What was the next hour destined to bring forth? ‘ Do 
not forget supper in the Red room, an hour hence, Miss Montressor,” 
said the Earl, smilingly, as I led Pecky away to my own chamber. 
“‘ Your sister will probably prefer to remain in her ;room until the 
morning ; she is doubtless tired, and Mrs. Nightshadeiwill attend to 
her wants.” 

“ She will, indeed,” was my unspoken reply. 

cm 





* e - on s 

“T don’t care twopence, Mrs. Nightshade! The Earl may say 
what he likes, I won’t go down. I’m too ill and my head aches fit to 
split ; you don’t suppose I should be in bed otherwise? Let Pecky 
go; she’s a nice attractive girl, and will amuse him, I daresay. No! 
I will not be reasonable and dress myself, so don’t you think it! ” 

Entreaties and threats proving alike useless, Mrs. Nightshade, 
muttering under her breath that “No doubt t’other one would do 
as well,” bestowed upon me a parting glance of malevolence, and, 
followed by the unsuspecting Pecky, left the room. 

Hardly waiting until they had disappeared, I sprang from the bed, 
and, huddling on my clothes, silently followed in their wake. After 
eafely depositing Pecky in the Red chamber, Mrs. Nightshade with- 
drew, in order to, I heard her say, serve the supper and acquaint the 
Earl with my indisposition. Secreting myself in a conveniently dark 
corner of the corridor, I watched her return, bearing a silver bowl 
containing the stewed eels—flavoured, I have no doubt, with the 
other ingredient mentioned by my ghostly guardian—and closely 
followed by the Earl, who carried a huge candlestick, the light from 
which was reflected in a sinister manner by a huge blade, partly con- 
cealed behind his back. I shivered as I realized the dread moment 
was at hand, and the shutting of the door re-echoed with sepulchral 
effect within my throbbing breast. 








Could I thus consign a loving sister to a fearful death’? No! If 
not too late I would yet make an effort to save her. 

Springing quickly forward, I silently turned the handle of the 
door, and stood unobserved upon the threshold. “I doat upon stewed 
eels!” were the words which greeted my ear, and the giddy Pecky 
plunged her spoon into the succulent dainties. At the same moment, 
the Earl, standing behind her chair, raised hisarm. The treacherous 
blade gleamed in the ghostly candlelight—it quivered above her 
head! The unconscious victim lifted the spoon to her lips—a red 
mist floated before my eyes and—— 

“ Hold!” cried a deep voice; “John Bloodwort, stay your hand.” 
With a baffled shriek of rage the weapon fell from the Karl's grasp, 
and lifting my eyes I saw, standing in the darkest corner of the 
room, the Family Apparition. [Zo be concluded next week, 





A Warning to Whisky Drinkers. 

[Dr. Bell, chief analytical authority of the Excise, says that old bebe is a 
delusion and a snare, that it deteriorates rather than improves with age, and that 
German potato spirit is the purest spirit procurable.] 

Most we then keep a watch on our Irish and Scotch ? 
(Meaning not so much natives, but whisky !) 
For, lo, Analyst Bell, a strange story doth tell— 
A tale that won't make you feel frisky— 
By him we are told that no whisky, e’en old, 
An improvement at all to its date owes ;— 
He, in short, doth declare that no grog can compare 
With the spirit distilled from Potatoes ! 
A drink of a sort— 
We from Germans import— 
Is the whisky distilled from Potatoes ! 


This tuberous drink costs (well, what do you think /)— 
Why, a matter of tenpence per gallon ! 

Why, O why, then, pay more at your wine merchant's store 
“Spud ”-spirit, you'll now treat a pal on. 

*T will be useful, no doubt, when a husband stays out, 
And his wife (much severer than Cato’s) 

Asks him what he has had that has made him feel bad, 
He can say, “ On’y shpir’t of p’tatoes!” 

scape then, you may 
(For a while) if you say, 

“T’d a shoda an’ shpir’t o’ p’tatoes |!" 


See — a - . ED 
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CHEST S80! 

Elsie.—“ Auntie,do you know why they call the seat next the 
driver the bor seat?” 

Auntie.— No, darling, why?” 

Elsie.—" Well, grandpa saye, because if you sit there you always 
get a cold on the chest.” 
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PRIVATE THEATRICALS. 
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Mr. GUMBOIL, OUR JAMES, 





e naam 


POOR Mr. GRIGSON, 


AAm 


| | “ Hamlet House, July 1st. 

re - have been + wing too awfully mad on private theatricals for the last month. Papa 
nb ghee te : _ — hibpiater ead ornare him round. Our James officiated as 
Se gee Ket os sais Nie spit the funny part. Dear Mamma would take 
a = “ nod pa sep complained that his friar's dress 
a fi - pe “m ae - he had never been 80 bullied about before, 
oem soagenge. illain, inhand the maid or thou diest!’ the effect was 

kue scene at the back of the stag as raised rather too hastily, and poor 





Trial by Judge. 

(With thanks to Mr. W.S, Gilbert.) 

[Lord Coleridge has lately pub- 
lished, in a certain review, a lec- 
ture on the ignorance and auda- 
city of journalists. ‘“‘Who are 
they ?” he asks, evidently (says 
the Dispatch) with displeasing 
recollections of leading articles 
on his own judgments.] 


Chorus of JOURNALISTS, 


ALL hail! great Judge, 
Your wisdom's rays, 
(Though some cry “fudge ’’) 
Shall of our praise 
Ne’er fail. 
Your lecture hot, 

About the Press, 
(Though some say “ Rot!”’) 
Should make It—yes— 

Turn pale ! 


Solo FUN. 
When you, Lord C 
on the Bench, 
Your contempt for the 
Press is hearty, 
But your recent rather ill- 
mannered wrench, 
Is what lawyers would 
call ex parte. 
Because journalists a// don’t 
agree with you, 
It doesn’t always follow 
they’re boobies ; 
Nor that they can swallow, 
Judge (entre nous), 
Your intellect’s pearls 
and rubies | 
Chorus—Nor that they 
swallow, «ec. 


Although you are a Judge, 
And a good Judge, too— 
You mustn’t jabber fudge, 
And such rum fudge, too. 
Although you may begrudge 
Your benign approval, 
Judge, 
And think each journalist a 
Sludge, 
He’s a good Judge, too. 





» S1E 








SHE was an ancient co- 
quette, and she lived with 
her bachelor brother, with- 
out making him rejoice over- 
much in his freedom from 
the yoke of a mother-in-law. 
“Tell me where is fancy 
bred?” she sung to him, 
while he was gloating over 
the details of a sensational 
divorce case in his evening 
newspaper, “ Ask your look- 
ing-glass,” he snapped ; add- 
ing, “if that doesn’t tell 
you, you'll never find it out.” 


Re-Bates. 
AND so the Queen’s Prize 
For which each shootist 
tries 
Has been taken by Bates, 
the Bold Brum? 
Still several Scots— 
And others—in lots— 
Shot up well—that’s a com- 
forting crumb. 
If Anglers for Praise are 
the various Fates, 
They may always catch 
something by using 
such Bates! 
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A NATURAL CONCLUSION. 
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Jvan.—“I WONDER WHY THE DRIVERS OF THOSE LOVELY S. T, CABS ALWAYS OVERCHARGE 80 FEARFULLY?” 


Dar by.—‘‘ UPON THE RULE THAT HANSOM IS AS HANSOM DOES, I SUPPOSE!” 


[| She never saw it. 








GREHN LANES. 


THAT confounded Jones has lugged me 
out foradrive. As if I care anything about 
green lanes, and country, and all that sort 
of thing. ‘It’s so pleasant,” he said, “to 
get away out of town by degrees, to see 
the chain of brick and mortar gradually 
thinning.” That, of course, may be his 
idea of the case. Anyhow, it isn’t mine. 
What’s the good of working your way 
through some long, beastly, draggle-tailed 
suburb? A lot of street markets, where they 
are selling stinking stale fish, and the costers 
are yelling out at the tops of their voices. A 
line of abominable shops with slop trousers 
and coats hanging out in front of them. 
Then there is the tram line for the horses to 
get stumbling over, and the bells to frighten 
them out of their wits. That is to say if 
such crocks as Jones drives has got any wits 
at all. 

And the front gardens, too, that this lunatic 
says brings you into the country by degrees. 
Patches of sooty ground with tiger-lilies in 
them, and box trees looking like petrified 
worn-out fowls. A parcel of nonsense, that 
it all is. Then you see a lot of ramshackle 
ground that’s escaped being built over, and 
is covered with a fine crop of cinders, pre- 
served meat tins, and dead cats. Nothing 
worth looking at in that, I should think, at 
least to any man with his sane senses about 
him! And you get your old roadside inns, 

you Much I care about them, They 





HIGH CULT. 
‘Arry.— I don't know why, but 
fancies asa gent is never dressed 
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always smell of stale beer, cheese and parafiin, 
and, in nine times out of ten, have a piggery 
in the back-yard, Pleasure that? 

When we did get into the country, too, I 
didn’t see very much of it. “The scent of 
the new mown hay!” sail Jones. As if I 
cared much whether it was gas works or 
Florida water. Rural scenes, indeed! A 
parcel of haymakers sitting under the 
hedges munching their bread and cheese, and 
flavouring their meals with swearing. Then 
all the notices you see stuck up over every 
acre of weedy clay—‘ Trespassers will be 
prosecuted !” As if anyone would be lunatic 
enough to take the ‘trouble to cross thei! 
wretched fields. A good idea they must have 
of the value of their property. Lunatics! 
DIOGENES TUBBs, 


Why, F£ardinely! 


THE “ Sardine Union” scheme 
Is held in high esteem, 
By some people! both in London and in 
Paris ;— 
,ut some think it is a “ plant” 
And gay “ Aid it ?—no we sha'n't— 
For the sardine-trade it surely will em- 
barris.” 
Which is awkward—for of course it stops 
the 8S. U.’s proper trial— 
When many think it fishy—and proclaim 
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AN INTOLERABLE INNOVATION. 
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“I'd got on werry well with all the other kids, insured the’r lives, and drored a fi'-pun’ note each ; but the larst ‘un, ‘An’ wen he'd growed a year or two older, I tell 
young nipper, I seed wen he was a’ infant as I couldn't do nothink with him, yer, ee was one too menny for ’is pore father. 
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[See Cartoon Verses, p. 52. 
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FUN. _ 





THE EXTINCTION OF THE INDIVIDUAL. 


For years we had been exiled from the companionship of our kind. 


It had been our fate to be shipwrecked on a desert island—possibly 
from a convict 


ship: we cannot 
recollect, nor 
boots it to do s0. 
Anyhow, for long, 
long weary yeals 
we had yearned in 
vain for a sight of 
a fellow being—for 
the touch of asym- 
pathetic human 
hand. How, then, 
shall we express 
the suffocating 
chuckle of delight 
with which we 
hailed the friendly 
sail which carried 
us once again to 
the haunts of our 
fellow man, To 
dash into the 
maddened surf which foamed around the rocky islet; to swim— 
using but one hand, while with the other we stanched the welling, 
blinding tears which streamed, scalding, from our eye—a matter of 
five miles, to the succouring vessel; to stand, with a single bound, 
upon the longed-for deck, were the work of an instant. 

Another instant, and we were pressing, with convulsive grip, the 
captain of the vessel to our heaving bosom. 

He appeared surprised, and seemed to be looking for an explanation. 
In his eye was no sparkle of human emotion. He remarked, “ Dear 
sir, your communication to hand. Please explain, Yours very obe- 
diently, per pro Cuttle and Company, E, Cuttle.” 

We started back with an ill-suppressed sob ; our feelings were too 
deep for words. Was this the welcome back to life bya fellow being 
—a sentient, feeling fellow being? 

With a shudder we turned away, and tried the cook — with the 
same result, 

One after the other we tried the whole crew, for our heart was 
bursting for sympathy, the tentacles of our soul were feeling around 
for a responsive entity. It was in vain; no touch of human sym- 
pathy—all hard, cold, official unimpressionability. 

We got the cabin boy in a corner of the forecastle, and laid a 
trembling hand upon his head. “ Boy,” we murmured, “ do you ever 
give a passing thought to your mother—to her who, in your tender, 
helpless infancy, was ever at your side to keep away the flies?” 

‘‘Oh—they've amalgamated with another lot.” 

“ They ?” we asked, “ who are ‘they’ ?” 

“Why, mother—didn’t you ast about mother ?—it’s Motherand Co. 
—_ I'm their agent. If there’s anything you require in our 

ine 

“What is your line?” we asked, 

“Sympathy,” said the boy, “all kinds of sympathy on the shortest 
notice, wholesale or for export. Special line Maternal Sympathy. 
Telegraphic address —Mother, London, Code in use—Unicode.” 

We ttushed with unconcealed rapture—here then, at last, was our 
goal! We took 
down the business 
address of the 
cabin boy’s Mother 
and Co. and 
stepped ashore—on 
our native land, 

Then our emo- 
tion was too much 
for us, and we sat 
down on the beach 
and fairly howled. 
One by one the 
passers by stopped 
to look at us in 
Surprise; they 
seemed to be doubt- 
ful of our sanity. 
At length a woman 
came along—a 
woman witha 
a sweet, sympathetic 
face and pitying eyes. She stopped and looked down at us, and, 
with a hand upon our heaving breast, we raised our eyes to her face. 

“ir, she murmured, “ being cognizant of your present unfortu 











nate condition, we beg to say that, should we be able to render you 
any assistance, we should esteem it a privilege to be permitted to do 
so. We remain, yours very obediently.” 

With one great, vast, suffocating gulp of despair, we arose, tore our 
hair, and fled madly through the crowded streets. We passed our 
butcher, our baker, our greengrocer—recognized after all those years, 
and but little altered save in manner; but that alteration was over- 
whelming—devastating! These were not human tradesmen as they 
had been when we had known them; they were impersonal, their 
every gesture—the very tones of their voices were impersonal. 

At the door of his villa stood our old friend and crony, Jones— 
Jones of the sympathetic soul ; Jones to whom we were wont to con- 
fide our difficulties and our doubts. 

He was but little changed in general appearance—a little greyer, 
perhaps ; but, ah, that change of air! Where was the eye of the 
sympathy now? Gone! “— 

“ Ah, Jones!” we cried, bounding forward to clutch him in our 
arms; but he stood aloof. 

“It’s Jones and Co., Lim.,” he said, “I am managing director, 
having joined the board after allotment ; Mrs. J. is Secretary and 
accountant ; cook and Jane are preference shareholders ‘ 

“ But do you not know us?—have you no affection left ?” 

‘“ T am sorry to have to point out that I cannot indulge in personal 
emotions—I can only share the emotions of the firm. You have been 
away some time, and the constitution of society has undergone that 
change, already foreshadowed when you departed by the daily forma- 
tion of new limited companies, Every arrangement—commercial, 
social, or otherwise—is a limited company now, and there is no room 
for the emotions—in fact, the personal element is entirely extinct— 
there is not an individual remaining in the country.” 

Blinded with tears, we almost fel/ into our own villa next door. In 
the first room we entered, the wife of our bosom, little Johnny, Nur- 
sery Governess and Co. were——but the scene is too harrowing ! 











Essence of Romance.—No. VI. 
YOUTHS’ DAYS ARE NOT ALL FILLED WITH JOY. 


PITY the sorrows of a poor young man 

Who, scarce of age, is fleeced by money-lenders ; 
Whose cruel parents, without heed or plan, 

Promis’d him wealth, which vice, of course, engenders. 


Before he'd learn’d one-half the ways of men, 
Familiaris’d with ‘‘ process” and ‘ cognivits,” 

For twice his worth he’d sold himself, and then 
His lingering Pa discounted with post-vbdits. 


If he to earn his living had been sent, 

His sad condition now he had not sorrow’d ; 
To him no money-lender would have lent, 

And he, at cent. per cent. had never borrow'd, 








THE DARK «CONTINONG.” 

Geography is a description of the earth on which, we live.—(See Child's Guide.) 

Mr. Robinson Jones.—“ Well, Matilda, I s’pose you'll soon be 
thinking about Margate?” . 

Mrs, R. J.—* Now, Mr. Jones, do let’s be genteel for once and take 
a trip to the ‘Continong.’” 
_ Mr, RR. J— Lor’, Matilda, you'd never do for the Tropics, See 
how poor Stanley suffered.’ 
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A RETROSPECT. 
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New Leaves. | 

“THE Art Interchange ” isa long established standard and sterling 
publication. As a guide to the amateur, as a help to professional 
decorators, and as monitor of all who wish to beautify their houses, 
it has no superior. It teaches how to do, and gives examples of what 
may be done. The coloured plates, in exact replica of oil or water- 
colour pictures, are of far more than ordinary merit. Those who like 
“full change” should get ‘ Art Interchange.’ 

“ He would be a Gentleman,” by Samuel Lover (Frederick Warne 
& Co.) In this new volume of Warne’s Crown Library it is a 
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loved by all novel Lovers—‘‘ Expiation,” by Octave Thanet (same 
publishers). Thanet has scored an “octave,” with his fascinating 
book of adventure; it should bring him a roll of notes.—‘“ Walks in 
the Ardennes,” by Percy Lindley, illustrated by Julian F, Weedon 
(125 Fleet Street). This handy little guide-book gives capital 
descriptions of what may be seen and enjoyed out in “ them parts” ; 
The illustrations giving also a very good notion of what the places 
and people look like. 

‘Loafing and Loving.” For the holiday season we have here a 
compact little volume of short, pleasantly told stories, which we can 
tly recommend as an agreeable companion during 4 lazy 
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LOOK HERE! 


“FUN’S” SPECIAL SUMMER DAY&, 


A Summery of its merits.—Only a Penny. 
Mr. Fun is not a gusher, 


And is evermore a blusher, 
When he finds it a necessity to praise him- 





Melancholy you may mock it 
With a copy in your pock-it, 
And the whole of you should take it on your 


THE CLANG OF THE CLOCK TOWER, 


Mr. GOSCHEN, on Monday, gave the solu- 
tion to the riddle, “ What will he do with it?” 
—the “it” being the spirit-tax, conjured up 
from the vasty oer rum, County Councils 
and Education Boards are to have the 
advantage of this “ floating ” capital, so that 
the friends of civilization and learning will 
be able to quote— ; 

“ A little pans | is a dangerous thing, 

Drink deep and funds for greater learning 

bring.” 

Messrs. , Cunninghame Graham, 
Pickersgill and Labouchére are not usually 
credited with military proclivities, but they 
have had Mr. Stanhope up several times with 
| regard to the 2nd Battalion of the Grenadier 
| Guards, Their interest in the Battalion 
| arising more from its dereliction than per- 
| formance of duty. As for the Guards them- 
| selves, Field Marshal FUN is sanguine that 
| their future will atone for the one little blot 
| upon their glorious past. 

At last we are coming to our Census, Mr. 
| Ritchie’s Bills for the numbering of the 
| people gave rise to a number of faddish 
| suggestions, a number of statisticians being 

apparently anxious to attain, by the filling 

up of schedules, as much information about 
V9, | the individuals forming the mass as society 
\pf7f/ | journals afford about celebrities. 

| Gracious goodness! whatever are we 
| coming to? The idea of a simple, too, too 
| simple, captain in the army rising in Parlia- 

ment to recommend a reduction of the pay 

of H. R. H. F.-M. the Commander-in-Chief, 

the conqueror of—er—let’s see—what battles 
| was the great warriorin? Anyway, he was in 
| the Crimea, where he was taken ill and came 
home ; others were taken ill, but they weren’t 
R. H.s, and they didn’t come home, they sleep 
out there, all that is mortal of them. Any- 
way, it was very wicked and iconoclastic 
of Captain Verney to dare to speak slight- 
ingly of the successor of Marlborough and 
Wellington, the hero of—well, FUN can’t say 
how many fights, but it’s very awful all the 
same, 

It will be rather a facer to the strike- 








self! holidays ; , 
But he’s forced into admitting | It will ao you altogether | mongers to learn that sturdy Rads like Shaw 
(With a modesty befitting) Independent of the weather, Lefevre and Labouchere don’t recognize the 


That his manifold abilities amaze himself. 


For his fun, which docs amaze him, 
You might very well appraise him 
(And, without the least hyperbole) at any 


And, to let a little steam off,! 





And intensify the jollity of jolly days. 


We are sure you will not doubt it, 

So we do not gas about it 

worth, (A proceeding only suitable for lesser men) ; 
But to show you how it rollicks 


right of servants of the State to form Unions. 
When the postman doesn’t knock at our 
doors, then the blow comes home to us. 
Getting into a bit of smooth water now, the 
Ministry. Sort of lull afterastorm. And 
the face of First Lord Smith is barometrical 
in expression. Look on this picture and on 





He's been skimming you the cream off 
Which he’s issued as a Special Summer Penny- 
worth, 


ln: ll 


| In illimitable frolics, 
| We present you with this picture as a 
| spessermen, 


| that. 


Randy has given the Tories heart of grace 
by declaring that with all their faults he 
loves them still. 


A Breakfast-in-Bed-ouin. 


(It has been remarked that Mr. Balfour, like his uncle, Lord Salisbury, never 
feads the papers. Moreover, he (B.) always breakfasts in bed.) 


Or Balfour the Bold you have probably read— 
How he fills those iniquitous Irish with dread ; 
How by battering rams his t glory is fed. 
But you = not have heard what by some folk is said :— 
hat he ne'er reads the papers 
So full of his capers, 
But in comfort and cosiness wallows instead. 
And—he breakfasts in bed ! 


O, Coercive young man, softly nurtured and bred, 
Through whom many daring demonstrators bled ! 
Through whom poor Evictions have bitter tears shed, 
And many in Erin have wished they were dead. 
Thou, who readest no papers 
he _ (Those public-view shapers), 
Tis soothing to know as through world-stress we're led— 
Thou dost breakfast in bed ! 
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a ) 
“POTTING” HIM. 








’Arry.— WOT D’YER USE THESE ’ERE BIG BARSKETS FOR?” Fisherman.— POTTIN’.” 'Arry.—“ POTTIN’ WoT?” Fisherman.“ LOBSTERS.” 


’Arry.— OH, COME, NOW ! 


I AIN'T SECH A MuG AS TO BELIEVE AS YER MAKE POTTED LOBSTER IN BARSKETS!” 

















TURF CUTTINGS. 


To THE EDITOR oF “ Fun.” 


S1R,—All the rain has passed away and, with some con- 
fidence, 1 say I think it will be fine to-day. (I own, sir, 
this is not the kind of prophecy to lead the blind, for 
whom this column is designed; but even wise old men, 
my friend, occasionally will unbend, and all the light of 
wisdom lend to what concerns the world at large. And do 
not get on anger’s marge—for such remarks I make no 
charge.) However, I need scarce explain that if we’ve 
luck and get no rain it will be a decided gain, and those 
who seek the Goodwood course, to back their fancy (that’s 
a horse), may do the same without remorse. [For me ere 
— bite or sup, I’ve resolutely reckoned up the chances 
or 

THE STEWARD’s CUP. 

THOUGH the sun hide his face and the sky be o’erclouded, 
And showers descend on umbrellas below, 

Though the fair face of Nature in gloom be enshrouded, 
No showers can damp me, I know what I know! 

Though the sky be unclouded, the sun in his splendour 
Shine hot on the upland, the lowland and lea, 

And maidens be gorgeous, bewitching and tender, 
Undazzled am I—we shall see what we'll see ! 


The pride of discovery glows on the banner, 
That bravery waves in the breath of a cheer 
(Excuse my extremely poetical manner), 
And who shall be;first, if it’s not Pioneer ? 
Yet ladies who're fast oft create a sensation, 
And many will favour a Galloping Queen ; 
And Imps, by their nature, create perturbation— 
A 1, 2, 3 chance for The Imp’s all serene. 


Although this valuable tip reveals a chance you won't let 
Blip, yet let me, finger unto lip, remark that there are one or 
two concerning which I'd caution you to just be careful 
what you do. There’s Formidable, I should say, is formid- 
able every way, and not a horse with which to play, while 
Bullion, Upstart, Grecian Bend, Theophilus and others lend 
uncertainty to all, my friend. But lest you think your 
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FRESH UP. 





“How many 
marbles have you 
got? What's your 
father? Oan you 
play hockey ? Does 
your mother know 
you're out? Oan 
you fight? Have 
you a big brother?” 





rophet limp, I go—it’s diamonds to a shrimp — for 
ormidable or the Imp. And then, with care, for all our 
sakes, a deeper breath the prophet takes, and plunges into 


GOODWOOD STAKES. 

WHATEVER, ever, ever, ever, ever comes to pass, 

Oh, never, never, never, never sneer at Vasistas ; 

And silly, silly, silly, silly, silly is his case 

Who'd dilly, dilly, dilly, dally over Chevy Chase. 

Let Chevy, Chevy, Chevy, Chevy, Chevy Chase alone, 

Or heavy, heavy, heavy, heavy’s sure to be your moan ; 

But do, Old Chappie, chappie, chappie, make a little fuse- 

With Pappy— Pappy—Pappy—Pappy— Pappy—Papyrus. 

And surely, surely, surely, surely Galway ought to pay 

(In a purely, agra purely, purely speculative way). 

If you'll kindly, kindly, kindly, kindly follow my advice, 

You will blindly, blindly, blindly bet on Tyrant in a 
trice ; 

Though many, many, many, many dream upon Réve 
d'Or, 

Not any, any, any, any, anyone will score, 

No; Tyrant,:you may take it, take it, if you’re not a 
flat ; 

So get your book and make it, make it, make it up on 
that. 


There, sir, no further I’ll encroach upon your space, but 
haste to broach the subject of a four-horse coach with 
Simpson (out Long Acre way), and see what I shall have to 
pay for “ journey down and day by day.” If weather should 
be fairish, I’m inclined to think we'll have a prime,. 
exhilarating, high old time! If you should think of joining 
us, do so, my boy, without more fuss. So long! I’m yours,. 

TROPHONIUS. 
eCauaaaoooooo—————— 


A Rhyme for the Time. 


WHO comes here? Where's your regiment ? 
A Grenadier. I've forgot. 

What d you want? Off to Bermuda ’— 
Drills less severe. That’s the spot ! 
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NOTES AT THE FRENCH EXHIBITION AND THE “WILD EAST.” 
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The New Broom, | And another chap is therefore bossing An Alco-hollow Snare. 
(SEE CARTOON.) | Treas Wire then clean “ How much alcohol is safe?” , 
Some London streets are long and wide, | The London County Council’s crossing, At ron agen ge Sn ye ‘oll 
Bo And jeer dirty too, _ ; | Proverbially, a new broom day. 
Ror recol ces we pape Ice v Does pretty thorough work, To which replieth Fun, 
™ hor peop Oe Paty fic neil ll | And Lubbock, in the old one’s room, “Do not get, friends, in the sun,” 
n J paps unty —" 8 Keeping No duty’s like to shirk. Which means (as you may guess), 
Ans me 6 Trew r oe a3.” Attend to business, my young shaver ; Don’t take spirits to excess, 
— a Genes Se rower, Then, as any can tell, On a working day (or any Alco-hol-iday) ! 
And seems to want a lot of sweeping. You are eure to do well, hatin y 
The chap that first did undertake | And we'll continue our kind favour, Ir is said by a contemporary that the 
To do what was required, nen reece 1 coinage of a sovereign costs the Mint three 
An Al sweeper used to make, A BLUNDERBUSS. —A kiss that misses the farthings. I am going to try and arrange 
But now he has retired ; | lips and alights on the back-hair ! for sixpenn’orth shortly. 
y Supplies a 
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4 2ishop on _shaking fands. F berls find. v) ) 
- = nS ? > fin ready- willed Bobby. 
T (1) About a mere piano did these lovers | (3) Behold how drink misleads a man | (5) Of the carpet worth a thousand (5) A waiter found tn ten pound notes, 
| _ Wax most rude, — La! here's a case that shocks,— pounds we ve lately heard a lot; which made him, feel quite gay, 
Forgetting that ‘tis best to show A boozer in the wrong house gete "Twas a Persian one—but if youd That's the soit of thing to emoot) 
— piano-forte-tude, also in the “ wrong box.’ Cast as l’ersians— pray do not. the even tenner of your way. 
Two pitites sniffed and snarled until (4) See, by tl (or giad) sea wave 6) My Jayne, my Jayne, my Dr. Jayne (5) A bobby tursed his truncheon into 
nched the otbers head, ea-sirens DOW disport 8 bishop bi id) & Spiint—a clever deed ;: 
§ is ‘true ‘tis pit-ty,’ M may think our artist draws 


tis pit-ty, M I 4}8 the present way of shaking And meanwhile held the damsel who 
NS predecessor said, | their dreeses somew bat short, bands is finicking and cold, 
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had cauged that truncheon’s need. 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


Vitis Za, ’S —OrFrtT in the cheery 
ety night, when critic 

“duties bound me, 

Yy / “kind friends,” with 

jj might and main, 
Yj with laughter roar- 
% ing round me, it has 
occurred to me that 
it is agreat pity—a 
great many pities— 
that smart dialogue 
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TERRY'S. — MR, PENLEY, SUPPORTED 
BY A STRONG COMPANY, 
is not the sole ingredient necessary s 
for the concoction of a good play. 
Some writers seem born to the knack of ready 
late quip and felicitous crank, (No doubt they 
. Bb are born to it, though they take many a long 
é " day, sometimes, to succeed to the inheritance.) 
(. Outrageous jocularities and amazing witti- 
\ cisms slide from their pens, as it were, with 
BUF an unstrained ease and fitness as exhilarating 
P, UR as the jokes themselves, and yet so ill-wed is 
' “Gi f \Y this cleverness, ever and anon, to purposeless 
it Vf NS or over-strained story, or poor construction, 
, / i a or what not, that, despite the best of acting, 
ae eS \ AZZ weariness asserts her sway, and one longs for 
i ea a cushioned ease and feather bed repose. 


L THESE fond reflections are induced by Mr, 
Law’s play, The Judge, just produced by Miss 
Grahame at Terry’s Theatre, The plot of 

i this piece outrages probability—it does, really. 
\y There are several things in it which I don’t 
{___ believe have ever happened, or are at all likely 

\\ *, to happen. There is a baby in it. I don’t 










\¥ , say a baby is a thing unlikely to happen, 
!} =~ because I've known them happen often—even 
<a wg _. ina“ farcical play.” But this is a new kind 
oa of baby with a phonographic voice, and may 
oan ohne ne be thus described as the off- 
‘RRY 8.— c IN nHri ie ‘he 
saad Bate eee 2 spring of science. There WO, 
is THIS PIECE, isn’t anything else so in- 4; &7}> 


teresting as this baby in the J “re | 


play. The Judge has ; # 
vw 
_ (( > ; 


















yood points, and Mowle, 
the valet, is funny to 
those who understand 
the technicalities of his 
conversation (which is 
not everybody, by any 
means), Stryver, with 
his uncertainty of matri- 
monial choice, is bor- 
rowed from a previous 
play of Mr. Law's, 
There is a good female 
detective part, and the 
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TERRY'S.—A VISION PROM THE PAST ! 


policeman is funny, But there isn’t enough story to solidify the 





elements, and credulity won't stand the strain of the main idea, even 
ina farce. Besides, some of it isn’t nice, 





Mr. PENLEY is, of course,a very funny Judge, but he is a good 
deal handicapped with the unreality underlying most of his troubles, 
Mr, W. Lestocq’s Shuttleworth is an especially finished bit of acting ; 
and, of course, Miss , 
Thorne is “all” there, 
Miss Elsie Chester very 
smart and characteristic 
as the detectivess,” and 








TERRY'S.—“* THERE'S BABY !” 


Mr. G. Belmore (reminding us very much of his father, and the days, 
alas! for ever fled—the days of gladsome youth), in the small part of 
the timid policeman, good also. Mr. Wm. Herbert and Mr, Frank H. 
lenton are smart and gentlemanly, and Miss Helen Leyton and Miss 
Cissy Grahame are smart, lady-like, and pretty—all the possibilities 
their opportunities confer. 





Nops AND WINKS.—Here’s a Got! It is reported that M. Got, 
the great French comedian, says that brains are by no meansa necessity 
to a low-comedian, that he is, in fact, better without them! Oh, 
dear, dear, dear! how I have been wasting my time! Here havel 
been trying my hand, all through a long and unsuccessful career, at 
every mortal thing I could think of, and it is only just borne in upon 
me what I am really fitted for! I go to an agent to-morrow and put 
myself on his books forthwith. — Some 
changes have taken place in the Avenue 
bill— Dr. Bill, in short. Miss Alma 
Stanley has taken Miss Fanny Brough’s 
part, and Miss Lilian Hingston, passing, 
for the nonce, from the Byronic and other 
heroines beloved of amateurs,among which 
she has such an honourable record, is ap- 
pearing as Mrs. Brown.—On the 9th of 
October Miss Wallis resumes her occu- 
pancy of the Shaftesbury. Mr. Buchanan's 
new play (with its scene laid in Paris, as 
. we have been frequently reminded of late) 
TERRY'S.—* [v's Nice TO Will then glad the community, I hope. 

BE A FATHER!” 





I HAVE observed, since I began 
To be an earthly rambler, 

That, if you scratch a business man, 
You’ll often find a gambler ; 

But Mr. Goodwin, past a doubt, 
Is not of sense forsaker, 

When, finding 7ie Gold Mine played out, 
He turns to The Bookmaker, 


Mr. H. A. JONES objects to “actor-managers,” and 
has just gone into a little partnership with one, He 
thinks managers have too much of their own way, 
and the first thing he does as a manager is to exploit 
his own Sweet Will.—There are some rumours flying 
around that Mr. Daly will try what 
English audiences are like in the 
winter, and he is expected to experi- 
mentalize next year in September, 
October and November. If he calls 
that winter, he’s on the wrong tack—he ought 
to try June, July and August. But he’s 
welcome, anyway, as long as he brings Miss 
Rehan along and puts her into some more 
Shakespearian characters. He might make 
several improvements in his company, though, 
without over exerting himself.—Next Satur- 








day: “The Proms.” re-commence at Covent WT)! at 
Garden, with Mr. Freeman Thomas in the Ne HT) (il 
chair (the managerial chair),and Mr. G wyllym 
Crowe as wielder of the baton, and all the 
habitués, as per usual, in the promenade. 
NESTOR, 


TERRY’'S.—FORCE. 
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TOTTIE: 
A SHILLING SHOCKLET. 
By a Lady of Title. 


CHAPTER XVI. 
BEING—THANK GOODNESS !—THE LAST. 


I RUSHED forward as Pecky, with a startled cry, dropped the 
spoon and fell out of her chair, Mrs. Nightshade at the same moment 
beating a hasty 

retreat. 

“ Hold! I re- 

t!” con- 
tinued the Ap- 
parition, his 
thrilling voice 
assuming a tone 
of rich solem- 
nity. “ For five 
long centuries 
the truth has 
lain concealed ! 
Chancing last 
midnight to 
enter a lonely 
dungeon  be- 
neath these 
walls, in order 
to relieve my 
mind by the 
utterance of a 
few groans, I 
stumbled 
against an an- 
tique chest, rot- 
ting with damp 
and age. Having 
a few moments 
to spare, I cast 
my eye over the contents—principally tattered rags and mildewed 
parchments. Among the latter, to my surprise, Wasa missive written 
by Sir Cutthroat Bloodwort, twenty-three minutes before his death, 
addressed to a trusty friend, and detailing word for word the deadly 
curse. Here is the document !|”’—throwing it upon the table—“ instead 
of seven, as the house hasalways understood, the number is but six——’”’ 

“Then,” interrupted the Earl, excitedly, “I have fulfilled the 
conditions, and the expiation is complete. The six instalments, paid 
at various times, lie close at hand, and once again can the House of 
Bloodwort rear its proud head aloft. You have the advantage of me, 
my ghostly sir, but whoever you may be, I trust you will accepta 
nobleman’s profoundest thanks, You have saved me the commission 
of a most unpleasant and unnecessary crime.” 

‘Don’t mention it,” returned the Apparition, politely. ‘‘ Pleased, 
I’m sure, to have been of service. There is nothing more in my way 
this evening, I’m afraid; so, as I have a pressing appointment, I’ll 
withdraw. Tottie!” kissing his skeleton fingers in my direction, 
‘farewell! Be happy!” and he was gone. 

As he disappeared, there came a sound of hurried footsteps, and 
Sir Ghastly, followed by Lady Gertrude, burst into the apartment. 

“Ah!” exclaimed the former, “ foiled !—the crime has not been 
committed! But no matter! Unless you, Earl Bloodwort, imme- 
diately hasten the marriage between my sister and Mandrake, and 
Tottie at the same moment consents to become mine, I shall hand 
you over to justice as the cold blooded murderer of six helpless nursery 
governesses!”’ 

‘“Wretch!” faltered the Earl, shrinking pallidly back; ‘you 
threaten, and you have me in your power. Who can save me?’ 

“Us!” cried a loud voice, and amid the crash of falling glass, 
Chappie jumped in at the window, closely followed by Dad. ‘ You 
haven't a thousand to one chance, cockie!” laughed the former, 
addressing Sir Ghastly; “by your own admission, your previous 
knowledge of these little affairs stamps you, in the eye of the law, as 
an accessory before the fact. I’ve had a little experience in the dock 
in my time, and I ought to know. Surprised to see us, aren’t you, 
Tottie? It was very warm at Epsom, and warmer still in London, 60 
we concluded to look you up for a change of air.” 

“Yes,” continued Dad, stepping forward, “I grieve to learn your 
lordship is such a wholesalecriminal. Doubtless you had your reasons, 
and possibly these crimes may be justifiable ; but that will bea ques- 
tion for a jury to decide. I may add, however, that we— my son and 
I—are to be squared; and will throw our honest pride to the wind, 
providing there is a chance of earning a shilling !” 

“ Your terms?” cried the Earl, quickly. 








“A hundred thousand pounds apiece.” 

“Done! it shall be yours,” , 

“ And, now,” I said, advancing quietly in my turn, “ listen to me. 
This affair had better be hushed up—it will be to the advantage of 
us all. Suppose you, Sir Ghastly, take my sister; a most attractive 
girl, I assure you—she will make a delightful Lady Grin; and if 
Chappie has no objection to Lady Gertrude, what's to prevent their 
going hand-in-hand through life? As for Mandrake,” who at that 
moment entered, “ he’s my property.” 

** Agreed |’ was the universal answer. 

“Then,” cried Dad, beaming round with a benevolent smile, “as 
everybody appears to be satisfied, if your lordship will cash this little 
cheque,” producing a most undoubted ‘stumer’ from his waistcoat 
pocket, “1’ll send out for something to drink.” 

* co « * * * 

We are—or rather, to speak more correctly, I am—very happy. I 
don’t think Mandrake is, but that, of course,is a matter of minor 
importance. He might naturally have supposed that, in addition to 
throwing his concertina upon the fire, I should deem it necessary to 
keep a tight hand over him; but, as there is no satisfying some 
people, perhaps the best plan is to make no effort in that direction. 
Pecky gets terribly stout,and makes up more than ever, while her 
hair changes its colour at least every three months. I am afraid that 
the charmed circle of the créme de la créme ishardly her form; but, 
poor girl, she is not to be blamed. It is not given to everyone to take 
naturally to that kind of thing asI do! lady Gertrude looks very 
old. They do say Chappie beats her, but, of course, people will talk. 
If he does, I daresay it’s no more than she deserves. Dad and the 
Earl get on well together. The Karl talks, and lad listens and 
drinks. Division of labour. 

I often think I ought to have done better, After all,a Viscount is 
no great shakes, A duke, I fancy, would have been more in my line— 
but it’s difficult to tell. Life’sa strange problem, and society a funny 
thing. Still, I can’t help thinking I ought not to have gone under a 


dake! THE END, 








I¥ a man is standing in a waggon that is being loaded with cotton 
bales, and one of them knocks him into the street, is it correct to say 
he had been baled out? Certainly not! how ridiculous ! 














Vi ER 
A STUDY OF THE “SUPER’-NATURAL. 

Proud Mother of distinguished local amateur (acting with travel- 
ling professionals for one night only).—* Look-a-there I There's our 
Bill, you see! ‘ Polonies’ they calls ‘im in the cattylogue. ‘K’sa 
makin’ believe ‘e's dead, a layin’ there! Don’t ’e do it lifelike an’ 


all?” 
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ABOUT RECONSTRUCTING STATUES. 
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Art examined it with loving care, and was divided in its verdict There was a strong impression that it had formed a part—an internal part—of a listeniug 
as to the particular antique statue of which it had formed a part. Venus of the time of Praxiteles; while a diverse conviction existed that it had been a portion 


of the foot of the Sneezing Athlete—a posthumous work of a sculptor named Mythodes (?), 
supposed not to have existed about the time of Pericles, or long before, or a great while later. The fact of thissculptor's 
having been wholly ignored by Herodotus leaves it open to possibility that he may have existed all the same. 








It wos alsv held, from no particular peculi- Being eventually purchased by the nation, it was decided to have formed part of the group of Kletor 


arity § __ Be ventual 

; formed part of the [eae ant paceatly ae roel 9 “a the muzzling of Cerberus, a fine work of about fifty figures; and, being the only 
: , segment extant, was duly set up in about the position it might h a Hs Rom 

of the He Ds re ne position it might have been supposed to occu : n, 

ecakles Katagelastes, on a base capable of containing the rest of the work, should it ever cone te light. > ayphaer penny is 


1€ iqt ure he de " exclai ubli ing j 
the antique seulpture to the modern!” exclaimed the Public, gazing in rapture at the fracment. 
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MAGNIFICENT ACTION, BUT NOT MUCH PROGRESS. 
IN ANSWER TO INQUIRIES, MR, SMITH STATED THAT THE END OF THE SESSION IS CLOSE, AND HE WISHED 
IT CLOSER. 


[See Cartoon Verses, p. 62 
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BLACK-GUARD. 
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NOT A 
ACROSS the seas the Guards depart 
For insubordination, 
They've got to suffer, bless your heart, 
A sort of transportation. 
In far Bermuda’s scattered isles | 
His soul is melancholy, | 
And natives wreathe themselves with smiles, 


Exclaiming, “ Golly! Golly!” “Oh! Golly! Golly! Golly!” 


THH CORNER MAN. 


[“ Cornering” is on the increase. There is now a corner in chemicals—“a con- 
piracy to raise the price of soap, aerated drinks and other articles of general utility ” 
~ and other corners are looming in the air.} 

IT is alla question of the “survival of the fittest” ; and there can 
be no reasonable doubt as to who is the great contemporary specimen 
of the ‘“ Fittest,” 

It is the Cornerman, 

We know a Cornerman, We are not ashamed of knowing a Corner- 
man, for it is our duty to make ourselves acquainted with the 
characteristics of even the most degraded of the human race: even 
the blackbectle—repays study ; and we make it our business to know 


burglars, homicides, and adulterators: so—after some shuddering 
hesitation and a certain feeling of nausea—we decided that we might 
go a step lower, and know a Cornerman. He isn’t difficult to find : 


you may know him by his pocket being so crammed wit): money that 
(he seams are giving way, and by a greedy twinkle in the corner of 
his left eye, 

We went out and found one; and placed him undera glass case, 
in the midst of a general community, and in a favourable position 
for studyirg him, 

In a very short time he had built himself a magnificent palace, 
and surrounded himself with hothouse pines, and every conceivable 
luxury, The interesting and attractive creature was never idle: all 
day and all night we could see that he was busily working in a 
mysterious way in dark corners, although we could not see what he 
was doing; but in a little time we found that he had established a 
corner in wool, 

In a very little time he noticed that the other inhabitants of the 
glass case had begun to do without woollen fabrics, and had ceased 
to wear any clothes made of that article. This killed off the weakly 
—including the aged and the very young, and left a nice clean little 
space around the Cornerman. Then our specimen, ever busy, was 
panel rp ary — in fish: and the consumption of fish 
ceased through the inability ) it ; 
es oe — a ility of the community to purchase it ; and 

Very soon after this, we saw that the Cornerman had a brood of 

welve sons, all exactly like himself: and it was most interesting to 
ratch the careful and painstaking way in which he set to work to 
instruct them in the art of cornering. To each he gave an important 





What vision dawns upon the view 
In meteoric splendour | 

To glad a land where men are few 
Compared with t’other gender. 

The maidens chuckle as you see, 
And find it rather jolly, 

Ejaculating, in their glee, 


nch to look after. To the eldest he intrusted 
z corner in butcher’s meat, to the second that 
in corn, to the third that in beers and spirits, 
and so forth ; and gradually the circle of clearance 
expanded around the Cornerman family; and 
the twelve sons built themselves magnificent 
palaces and surrounded themselves with every 
luxury, like their progenitor. 

Then—there being no supply of necessaries 
within the means of the community, emigration 
set in, and the space around the Cornermen 
became larger still, so that they were enabled to 
breathe purer air, and thus began to greatly in- 
crease in bulk. 

There were now only luxuries left to corner, 
and, the twelve sons having by this time twelve 
sons each, the work of cornering the luxuries 
was able to be carried on expeditiously. __ 
| Then the community around began toretire to 
| the woods and subsist upon berries and herbs. 

They seemed to bear it all patiently—that is, 
they murmured a little, and wrote indignantly 
to ithe papers about the outrageousness of the 
state of affairs. But all the same, they forebore 
to combine in any way, and bore it. 
| The existence of the Cornerman family ap- 
| peared to be most enjoyable : Grandfather Cor- 
nerman was in happy possession of all the wool 
and all the fish, which he kept in the lumber 
rooms at the top of his house and in the cellars 
at the bottom, and seemed to get a vast amount 
of pleasure out of. Of course, he did not con- 
sume the commodities, for he could not do 
that: but he monopolized them, and prevented 
anybody else having them. And we would fre- 
quently observe him retire to his storerooms 
to gloat over the accumulated mass. 

In the same way the sons, and the grandsons, 
each in possession of the entire stock of some 
article or other, seemed bathed in contentment 
and placidly happy. It was really a most en- 
gaging spectacle. 

We now entered the specimen case, and 





























———" plunged into the recesses of the woods. The in- 

habitants, now returned to savagery, though of 
a mild kind, engendered by decades of irresponsible tyranny by 
School Boards, County Councils and Water Companies. We recog- 
nized many old acquaintances—Jones, Brown and Robinson, all 
clothed in leaves, grass, or the bark of trees, stitched together with 
the sinews of field mice. 

‘“‘ And you never break out?” we asked. 

They replied that at times they had been tempted to break into 
the store houses of one or other of the Cornermen, and carry away 
small quantities of some forbidden article—such as soap or news- 

apers. 
ee} You have no ropes?” we asked. “ Ah!—ropes strong enough to 
bear a considerable weight—such, for instance, as that of the human 
frame?” 

They replied that such things might be constructed from the 
sinews of many mice. They constructed them, and said, ‘ What 
should we do with them?” 

With one finger we made the circuit of our neck, and indicated an 
overhanging bough; with a thumb we pointed in the direction of the 
homes of the Cornerman family. * * . * 

That evening there were no Cornermen—they had died out in the 
course of the day. There will be no more; but Society will try to 
get along without them. 








Holidayites Beware! 


Lo, Lofty Llandudno objects to cheap trippers, 

With all their provisions and noisy young “ nippers.” 

L, L, seems to shrink with a painful aversion, 

From toilers who can but afford an “excursion ” ; 

But, though it detests trippers’ frolicsome skipping, 

Let Llandudno remember that Pride’s oft caught “ tripping.” 





On Wednesday last a new three-act comedy was produced at the 
Haymarket—TZhat Girl, Of the acting, we cannot speak too highly of 
Mr. C. W. Somerset as the shifty, impecunious Captain, and Mr. Karl 
Douglas was very successful as the Scotch tutor; Miss Norreys was 
charming as “ That Girl "—in the last act especially so, while Vera 
Beringer showed wonderful talent in an awful American childof twelve. 
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THE PORKENHAM GRIGGS. 


~ 
— 


wl) 





Mr. Porkenham Griggs, who made his money at busi- 
ness—he don't forget to let you know it, either. 





But the position of the family must be maintained, so 
Lliza Sally calls herself Yseult, and becomes intense. 





While Jerry (now Rudolph Victor) does mashing in 
the parks, 





Randolph Réchauffé. 


(A Medley for the moment—adapted for 
Music Hall or Domestic Use.) 

(Lord R. Churchill has, during the last few days, again 
posed as the Conservatives’ best friend; but, according 
to latest advices, he, being twitted with the idea that 
he wishes to return to office, says he “ Has not sought 
it and does not desire it.’’] 


AIR.—" In Old Madrid,” 


SOME years ago, when but a kid, 
Oft in the House, strange deeds I did, 
Tories then thought I was their friend, 
But to their foes aid often I'd lend ! 
One moment I was Tory, 
And the next—ah! quite reverse— 
Ona both sides I'd shed glory 
And various views rehearse—— 


AIR.—“ Hi, Tiddly, Hi !” 
Put as the time went rolling by, 
With a pretended reverence I 
Seemed to take things more sedate'y, 
Then Conservatives joyed greatly. 
Tv every Liberal I cried “ Fie ! "— 
sut— Hi, Tiddly, Hi-ti-hi-ti-hi!— 
l’d soon an erratic and democratic 
startling flight ! 


Arr.—* A Lot of Wet!” 


But I regret, I didn’t get 

The worship that is clearly due to sucha 
pet— 

Still, I didn’t fret—but was ’cute, you bet— 

They thought I'd soon bob up—and so I did / 


ArR.— We drew his Club Money.” 
And when again to Tories I plighted my 


troth— 
And hinted that their side I'd be 
adorning— 


I found that to give me office some were loth, 
So I “poohed”—and viewed office with 
scorning 


ArrR.—" J don't want it!” 


Saying—I don’t heed it—I do not need it— 
For office is a bore— 

I don’t admire it—I don’t desire it, 
So, give it to the chap next door! 











THE CLANG OF THE CLOCK TOWER. 


LorD SALISBURY denies the soft impeach- 
ment that he has too many irons in the fire ; 
but Lord Granville hinted that a Prime 
Minister at the Foreign Office is bound to 
be all abroad at times. However, Lord 
Salisbury stifled all further discussion by 
remarking, “ By a Cecil it’s cecily done,” after 
which Granny, for fear of something equally 
dreadful, dared ask no more questions, 

Judge Harrison himself will have to be 
judged by the Commons, in respect of his 
recommendation of the practice adopted by 
his learned brother Lynch. 

It is some small consolation to know that 
the payments to holders of hereditary offices 
will cease with the lives of the present life 
tenants. Masters of Hawks and other tinsel 
anachronisms are, in this present democratic 
age, regarded as something like vultures on 
John Bull’s strained purse. 

Everybody acknowledges how far-reaching 
is the eloquence of the Grand Old Man, and 
how thoroughly he avails himself of all 
opportunities of giving the public the benefit 
of it ; but, even in these go-a-head days, it was 
news to him to be assured by Sir George 
Campbell that the light of his rhetoric would 
shed its rays in Darkest Africa. 

Sir William Harcourt’s palpable hit the 
other day, as to fighting pigmies at West- 
minster, was a not so very far fetched figure 





of speech, seeing that, according to Sir George, 
the genuine dwarf tribes are not altogether 
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eA out of the range 
+e “| of the Gladsto- 
nian guns, 
Master Gos- 
chen is quite 
bewildered by 
the innumerable methods suggested by the 
Scots Members, whereby he can dispose of the 
“bit of bunce” under the Local Taxation 
Bill in the Land o’ Cakes, 
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A Tandem-ount Remark, 
A WRITER in the Fiie/d inveighs 
Against the art of Tandem-driving ; 
He “ goes for it” in various ways, 
And wonders that he’s now surviving. 
Of course we view his views with awe ; 
Although he seems to rave at random, 
Still, let him heed the good old saw— 
De Gustibus non est dispu-Tandem ! 


DUNLO’Ss case at last is done, 

To ring a Bell(e) and then to run 

Was not exactly “ quite the Stilton,” 
Not lines like these is Honour B(u)ilton. 





THE UPS AND DOWNS OF LIFE. 


Bewildered Old Lady (who has come two or three 


stations beyond her destination).—“ Oh! deary! deary 
me! here’s a gol what am I to do now, porter? I 
suppose I shall have to go up by the next down train.” 
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WITH THE TIED. 


Maud,—" HERE THEY COME; BUT 
DRIFTING ON A SEA OF DESPONDENCY,” 





A Desirable Modus Vivendi. 
[The ladies are too many and too much for us, Lady senior wranglers, lady first 
classmen, lady cricketers, lady smokers, lady Post Office officials; these, and such 
as these, shoulder poor man from what was once his domain.—Daily Paper.) 
UBIQUITOUS FEMALE. I have a song to sing, O! 
Mk. FUN. Sing me your song, 0! 
UBIQUITOUS FEMALE. It is sung with the glee 
Of a creature free 
From a sway that has crushed her long, O! 
It’s the song of a sex that, potential grown, 
Has creation’s lord from his perch o’erthrown, 
And has made his prerogatives all her own, 
Though perchance in a way that’s “shady.” 
Heighdy! heighdy! 
Merry I'll be all the day, dee! 
Proud man lies low, and his lordly throne 
Is usurped by the noble ladye | 


MELANCHOLY MALE, I have a song to sing, O! 
Mk. FUN, Sing me your song, O! 
MELANCHOLY MALE. It is sung with the spleen 
And the wild chagrin 
Of a jolly good man gone wrong, O! 
It’s the song of a wight who has sought in vain 
A pitiful living in the world to gain, 
by the labouring hand or the labouring brain, 
Both in virtuous ways and shady ! 
Heighdy ! heighdy ! 
Misery me, lackadaydee ! 
At ev'ry occupation which in hand I've ta’en 
I've been elbowed out by a ladye! 


Mr. Foun. I have a song to sing, 0! 
UBIQUITOUS FEMALE and } 
MELANCHOLY MALE, \ 
Mr. FUN, It's a song of a scheme 
For a new régime 
Whic’ may lead to a righted wrong, O! 
Let the 1 dye fayre be the family’s head, 


Sing us your song, 0! 


HOW DESPONDENT JACK LOOKS NOW THAT MABEL IS MARRIED TO HARRY, 


HE SEEMS TO BE 


Ethel,—“ YES; GOING WITH THE TIED, AS IT WERE.” 














Let her pay the taxes and earn the bread, 
While, with duster and shovel and needle and thread, 
The male acts the réle of ladye ! 
Heighdy! heighdy ! 
Better it would be, lackadaydee ! 
That no indigent youth should hereafter wed 
Till the question is popped by the ladye ! 








New Leaves. 


“ A New Light Thrown Across (the-keep-it-quite) Darkest Africa,” 
by F. C. Burnand, Illustrated. (Trischler & Co.) The “new light” 
is thrown with a free hand, and all the author’s well known and well 
worn methods of dishing up jests and witticisms, Latin and French 
flavourings thrown in, Though not entirely free from tedium in 
itself, it may relieve tedium in others.—“ For True Love’s Sake,” 
by J. 8S. Borlase (Frederick Warne & Co.). A most exciting story. 
Whether true love would, under such circumstances as here detailed, 
take the turns it takes, the turns it takes are such as true love might. 
—‘ Book-Keeping,” by David Tolmie, F'.S.Sc. (Isaac Pitman and Sons). 
Book-keeping is an art that every boy should be taught, whatever 
his aftercourse of life is to be. No boy could learn out of a better 
book than this, so every boy should get it and keep it.—‘‘ Bemrose’s 
Guide to Paris,” with Illustrations and Plans (Bemrose and Sons). 
After careful study of the maps and the descriptions, almost anyone 
might find their way about Paris as easy as natives to the manncr 
born—they need no other guide, 





Important Notice, 
THE Hatfield Street big Ragged School and Mission, 
Fain would take five hundred bairns of poor condition 
To the country for a day of fun and frolic and fresh air. 
So, you readers who are able, send a cheque, now, 
To Mr. G. A. Robottom, Hon. Sec., now. 
All donations to the school at Golden Lane, E.C.—so there 





MORE clannish than manly—The Clan-Carty. 
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“SPECIAL” SPECTRES. 
THK Psychical Research Society, through the medium of the public press, are earnestly soliciting details of authentic ghost stories. Mr. FUN begs to draw their 
attention to the narrative of Mr. Arf Quartern, 4 Pongelo Terrace, Lushington Road, S.K. This is the gentleman's story related in his own words :— 




















| 














“ Yer see, I'd been to ‘elp bury my pore old “So I goes ‘ome in disgust—the ole woman was,of “ W’en—wish I may never, if there wasn't ole Bill Buster—'im as Id 
rate, Bill Buster (’im as died through the course, in bed—an’I jest sets down to ‘ave a drop been an’ buried—a-settin’ down in a cheer a-scowlin’ at me! 
doctors a-stoppin’ ‘is sherbert), and I'd ’ad as I'd got in a bottle. 
nothink to drink at all, exceptin’ the share of 
twenty or thirty pots, and twoorthree drains o’ white satin, w'en the landlord he says, ‘Outside, pleese !’ says he. 



































| 
ee. ai OS | BEE OF Sere ee || , ast i 
“* Wot ails yer, Bill?’ says I. ‘ Wot’s a troublin’ “ Well, fortunately I'd got exzactly “ Ow I got up to bed I don’t know; but get up “Next morning; first 
of yer?’ ‘You owes me four an’ a tanner,’ says he; four an'a tanner left in my pocket (Id I did, an’ slep’ the innercent sleep of a chile. thing I does is to feel inm 
I I y 
trousers’ pockets. Slest / 


‘Pay up like a man an’ let a pore sperrit rest!’ pawned my tools for a quid that very 
the four an' a tanner warn't gone! Clean gone !! 


mornin’) so I ands it over to ‘im, and, 
with a sweet smile, he fades away. If that ain't ockiler demunstrashun, wot is?” 








A CAMP OUT. | “ Then, pay for your own,” said Jones. 
II.—THE TROUBLE. Birds in their little nests agree, because there isn’t too much 


“ Pu your left—back water with your right.” room for them to quarrel. I never knew two men in a boat agree, 
Then was the steamer before them. though we've heard a good deal lately about those who did, 








A steamer on the Thames, a good old Hampton Courter or Rich- | “T'll have mine, and you'll have yours.” 
mondite is always in the way—let alone a launch. Yes! letalonea | Alas! that friendship should be damped by the choice of a long 
launch, And it will always do its unlevel and unlively best to gouge diink on a thirsty day. They pushed off. 
you in among the pebbles. That steamer had a fiend on the bridge. ‘“ Why, you don’t mean to say that you only gave the Jack two- 
“Get out there, you youngtripe = > ney. ________ pence,” said Jones. “You'll b> 
dealer’s junior clerks,” TM PV DENCE —— giving the next man a tract and 
It wasthusthatJonesand Brown | 4 Sat SES | ha’p’orth of dripping.” 
Brown looked stern, 


were assailed, or unsailed, or un- 
rowed, 

There was a wash of water—a 
shipping of a gallon or two of Ted- 
dington sweetness. The sardines 
were christened. The tinned meats 
were shower bathed. The marma- 
lade was aquariumized. 

“If you’d pulled your left,” said 
Brown, “it would have been all 
right.” 

‘‘T should like to pull your nose,” 
said Jones. 

It was thus that they beguiled 
the sweet summer hours, till they 
came to the “Swan,” at Ditton. 

‘ Let’s have a drink,” said Jones. 
What was the use of quarrelling, 
That night they had to sleep under 
the same tent. Harmony must be 
preserved, Otherwise, Brown had 
: habit of whistling himself to 
8icep. 

“ (in and gingerbeer,” said Jones. 

‘“‘T hate gingerbeer,” said brown. 


“Tt’s only a morbid craving for 
not wasting my time,” said he, 
~| “that prevents me punching your 
| head.” 

“Punch your own,” said Jones, 
“the hollow sound will frighten 
the swans off,” 

Sweet sweetmeats of eloquence, 
mongrtels of non-agreement. 

They were nigh Hampton Court. 

“What a curious fellow that 
Cardinal Wolsey was,” said Brown. 
| “T can hear a barge coming 
| along,” said Jones. “ Look out— 

wet rope on the back of the neck 
isn't 80 nice as a silk muffler,” 
“T’ll keep the middle of the 
|  gtream,” said Brown. 
| “ Keep the——” yelled Jones. 

“ What price neckties?” ‘Twas 
the voice of the bargee on the eve- 
ning air. 














A NON-POLITICAL CLUB. “ Ah |——.” 


(To be contin ue a.) 
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The End of the Race. 
(SEE (ARTOON.) 
SEE, the Session commences, the sport has 
begun, 
And some splendid performance seems sure 
to be done ; 
Loud voices and questions assail the tired ear, 


Intermingled with laughter, “ No, no!” and 
“ Hear, hear!” 

Like a cock-of-the-walk elevating his crest, 

With a look of “I don’t care a hang for the 
rest |” 

In the confident hope of maintaining first 
place, 

The high mettled Party starts off for the race, 


Lo, the end of the Session has very nigh 
come, 
And its trustful supporters feel palpably 
glum, 
While its jockey is plying the whip and the 
spur 
| In a futile endeavour to make the beast 
stir ; 
| For, although it may have a grand action, 
‘tis plain 
That extremely poor progress its legs can 
attain, 
| And that, when all the rivals are nearing the 


The Eigh mettled Party’s a plater at most. 





So at last, having libour’d, drudg'd early and 
late, 

Brought down by degrees, it moves on to its 
fate ; 

Old, stupid and feeble, and prone to 4 
spill, 

Pretty soon must the sand of its hour-glass 
stand still. 

Having lost a position which may have been 
proud, 

‘Tis discredited now, and the bantering 
crowd 

Will observe, as away to the stable it jogs, 

“That high mettled Party has gone to the 
dogs ! »? 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


—IT is, of course, my 
, The Globe duty—having been 
Parke Y appointed to this 
¥ influential journal 
for such purposes, 
and invited to the 
Globe Theatre one 
warm, but muddy 
Saturday after- 
noon for that very 
purpose—to give 
my more or less 
th valuable opinion 
ae Wy «oof Miss Adelaide 
— ~ Moore's acting in 
...-» Mr. Pierre Leclercq’s three-act play, This 
i «Woman and That. I propose, however, 
to deliberately neglect my duty on the 
present occasion. Incarnate as he is of 
everything that is bitterly cruel, delight- 
ing (in the way of business) to torture, 
an(l joying to revile, there are yet some 
tasks from which even the hardened 
dramatic critic shrinks. This one is too 
much for your tender hearted and sensi- 
tive NESTOR, so he shirks it. 


>) 
’ 
's sad 


4 * 
ttites ttt ft , 
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Mr. LECLERCQ’S play was very much 
of his usual pattern (we are beginning 
to recognize the touch). A litfle too 
much on the “romantic” lay (if I may 
be excused the slang) for modern day 
tastes ; a little too—almost a great deal 
too-long drawn out and discursive, 
with the addition, in this case, of a thoroughly unsympathetic 
plot. Also, showing original ideas, and with a pretty touch for dia- 
logue—a strong mixture of good and bad, as in all his plays, with, I 
am afraid (from a business point of view), the bad predominating. 
The only lesson I can extract from the work (which appears to be 
didactic), is that young ladies should beware how they cast aside a 
lover, lest, in his despair, he runs away with another man’s wife! 
Any vitality the play may have possessed was remorselessly beaten 
out of it by the drawling snail's pace at which it was performed. 
Miss Emilie Calhaem, however, showed distinct ability in other 
respects, 


THE GLOBE.—“AFTER You 
WITH THE PISTOL, MIss,” 


ee 


some general notion abroad that the 
V2 “calling in” of Mr. Buchanan, to 


| 0 Si Adelphi —There would appear to have been 


collaborate with Mr. George R. Sims in the 
new Adelphi piece, betokened something of 
a new departure in melodrama. Memories 
are short and observations not over keen, 
or it would have been remembered that 
one of the most ultra-melodramatic of 
Adelphi melodramas emanated from the pen 
of Mr. B., and it would have been observed 
ere this that if there ever was a dramatist 
wedded to stage conventions—well, there, 
need I say more? This by the way, however. 


Hvurroo! It's an Oirish dhrama, be 
jabers! and by the same token that’s the 
rayson, asthore, for callin’ ut The English 
Rose, bedad! An'a moighty foine dhrama 
it is, too, an’ takes us tearin’ back to the 
oul days, so ut does, when Dion Boucicault, 
more power to his elbow! fora devil at the game, was givin’ us The 
Colleen Bawn, The Peep o' Day Bhoys (Hurroo!) and the houl bag 
o’ thricks, An’ by this an’ by that, it’s moighty little the ould 
counthry sames to have changed since those days, in spoite of Parnell 
an’ Dillon, an’ the illigant doin’s in Parlyment, an’ the way the sojers 
is hoodwinked, an’ their prisoner tuk away from under their very 
nosuz,an’ thim nivver foirin’ a shot, sure, it’s a’ swate as Love's 
young dhrame! 





THE’ ADELPHIL—THE 
CHANGELING ; RATHER 
SMALL CHANGE. 





IT's a capital melodrama, though, showing Ireland not as it was, 
Or 18, or is ever likely to be, but as it might just possibly be; and 
there's plenty of fun in it, and whisky galore in almost every scene. 
And what more can be desired ? particularly asalarge and strong and 
reer well selected company carry it triumphantly on their 

20uUi cers, 





THE LycEUM.—A drop back for the Daly 
Company! From Shakespeare to the feeble- 
nesses of German farce is a rather long 
return journey, though, truly, some of the 
company seem better fitted for it. OF 
course, all Miss Rehan’s engaging qualities 
and skill are conspicuous and delightful. Of 
course, Mr. Lewis is drily comical, Mr, Drew 
neat and incisive, Mrs. Gilbert finished, Miss 
Crane pretty and clever, and the rest as per 
usual; but there’s something of dead sea 
fruit about it all after the other. We shall 
get used to it again presently, I daresay. 
Meantime, Saturday ends this engagement. 





















THE CRITERION— Zz Glta@- ~ 
Welcome Little Ge 
Stranger contains 3 {eZ geey 
capital idea, and is, in 
many places; very 
comical; but, some- 
how, the joke doesn’t 
seem to last through 
the play, and the 
whole thing seems to 
have become damp 
and ineffectual some 
little while before the 
finish, I’m not cer- 
tain that 

there isare- -- 
medy for the © 
defect, Zz 
agp THE Pye 7 Arcee Seer ENG LISH ROSE _AND THE IRISH ‘SHAM 
something to amar prs. + 8 COME BETWEEN ME AND THE AUDIENCE, ALAS! 
bringthe 

good things, which abound more in the beginning of the piece, closer 
together, and custom,on the part of thecompany, ,2:~, . om --- 
may impart crispness—let’s hope so. It is very well * = Secs He 
acted, indeed. Mr. Blakeley has a part which fits eo” Vil 
his peculiarities : 

better than any I’ve 
seen him in of late, 
and Miss Helen For- 
syth makes a charm- 
ing young mamma. 
These, with Mr. Gid- 
dens, Miss Victor, 
Miss V.'Featherstone 
and Mr. E. Maurice, 
contrive to make the 
time pass merrily 
enough. 
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THE ALHAMBRA, - 
THE RoyYAL, THE ~— 
PAVILION, THE 34; 
TIVOLI, ETC. — The 
Bank Holiday pro- 
grammes of these 
establishments made a very strong show, and arestill being repeated. 
As I propose referring more fully to these establishments later, we 


THB ADELPHI.—THE AWFULLY Goop YounG MAN 
AND THE AWFUL BAD YOUNG MAN, 
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THE ADELPHI —PCRE HUMOUR—WHOLLY UNOB- 
JECK-SHINE-ABLE! 





—— 


eS 
THE ADELPHI. —A 
“WHIPPED” OUR, 
will now pass on, please, with the observation that Bruet and Riviere 
are at their last moments—at the Alhambra, for the present. 
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THE QUIP COURTEOUS. 





Fair Equestrian—“OvuGHT I TO RIDE HIM ON THE CURB OR ON THE SNAFFLE, MR, SPAVIN?” 
Spavin.—"SO LONG AS YOU RIDE HIM ON THE SADDLE, MISS, IT’S ALL ONE TO HIM.” 











From that serio he’s left behind 
A chance for divorce I must find ? 


Dunlo up to Date. 


[A Matrimonial Medley—intended for the use of Lord and Lady D—— and the 
Earl of C——, sketch artistes and general entertainers.) 


So, *tecs who aren’t slack, I'll put on her 





Enter LOBD and LADY D pursued by 
the excited Earl. 
LORD and LaDY D—— sing (AIR :— 
“ Drew his Club Money this morning’’). 
©, PA, do not frown—and don’t be cast 
down— 
Nay, dad, don’t regard us with scorning— 
We've simply called to tell, how Self and 
beauteous Belle, 
Went off and got married this morning ! 


THE EARL (fuming furiously to the tune 











track, 
And then she’ll be quickly maligned ! 


(Knockabout business in Court, Oaths, 
wheezes, ete, ; after which to continua- 
tion of air. 

THE Jury. No cause for divorce can we 

find, 
No evidence have you assigned ; 

You've not treated well the bewildering 

| selle, 

| So take the Oaf Dunlo home! 














N _ of “ Tim McCarthy's Daughter’’). | (£vit Earl in a rage. Re-enter LORD 
Tis a right down double-dee’d—nay, a | and LADY D in a theatre, private box, 
1, . worse-languaged affair ; | and an Trish hotel. They sing duct— 
e So don’t you bring that serio home—I air’ — You'll never be invited any 
will not allow it, so there! more !”’) 
} She may win your praises, and go to ; 
} 2 ae acl she pare I don't Ah, now we are most happy, for no row is 
care ; _ on the tappy, _ 
She shall never be the Earl Clancarty’s We love each other in our hearts best 
daughter ! And me vite of etiquettists we will come 
‘ Lorp D (dodging his bride and hiding ; oak as yb re } 
m from her, as he sings toa well known And never be divided any more ! 
: Rous") “uy Blas, and the Blase Then one cheer more 
, € J For Isidore !— 
- om ae todo when my papa was We'll never be divided any more ! 
I had to tell my bridey I must go— 
For you see I haven't brains enough to WHEN Mrs, Johnson heard someone 
go upon the stage— einen talking about the Falls of Nyanza, 
Q ’ ’ ° > ; T ’ > 
Be So, vg left her ’cause my father told me Jock MeDongell—“ Atm tellin’ ye, Sandy McTarvisb, ye? said she didn ‘laud Bg 4 
‘ (Exit, weeping. Sandy McNab has missed the Target! Dinna shak’ yer African women re = vells, thoug 
EARL (solus, shouts haughtily to the heid at me.” - perhaps it would be just as well if they 
re Sandy McTarvish.—“ Ah’'m no-o misdootin’ ye, Jock; hid their faces, the brazen Wallsend 


Following air :—“ The Lifeboat went 
out inthe Wind”), 


ab'm no-o misdootin’ ye; but can Sandy McNab AFPOORD 
to miss the Target?” 





skinned hussies ! 
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A SEASIDE TRAGEDY. 
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“What on earth, Bob, are you trying on that outlandish hat “Oh, lor’! here’s Mr. Gloggs, our curate, whatever made him 
and wig for?” “Revenge, my boy; I've heard that Angelina come down here? and what on earth is he smiling at? Does 
has been seen down here mashing with another fellow on the he know me, I wonder?” 


parade, so I've got old Moss, the costumier, to lend me a _— 
complete girl's rig out, and I’m going to disguise myself and sit on the seat opposite and watch 
her ; she goes past at ten every morning. Won't I have a scene when I get back to town.” 
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(Ce pens ai es: . — pias | 
“Oh, Christopher! here's a bathing machine woman fixing “ Tfere’sanother ! this is too much! I shall just walk onand take 
me now. What on earth is a fellow todo?” no notice of the vulgar things. Phew! whata situation to bein.” 
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Well, if I must I will, anything to get away from these old sharks.” “Perhaps I can escape this way quietly. Hallo! 
what's this?” A Voice from the Deep.—“ Don’t be 


All right, pull up, George.” 









afraid, my pretty dear; come along to old Nanny! You won't, won't you ? 




















Mr. Fun will be a Non- 
Starter ! 

{An onion-eating match recently took 
place in New York, the winner—who 
consumed eighteen large onions — re- 
ceiving a prize of fifty dollars, It is 
thought probable that his enviable 
notoriety will be challeuged.— Press. ] 
THE spirit of the age we're in 

Is deucedly competitive, 

And those, whose bosoms burn to 
win 

Vast wealth, may hope to get it if 
They'll take one single aim in life 

And stick to it religiously, 

And in the “ competition ” strife 

Strike right and left prodigiously. 
For such a strife—whose joys to 

state 

Would needa pen like Bunyan’s— 
Will bring them riches, soon or late, 

Or— ‘drive them off their 

onions!” 


Why, look you! all creation teems 
With prizes multifarious, 
To be obtained by sundry schemes 
And labours strange and various. 
For swimming, swearing, writing 
odes, 
For living foodless, slumberless, 
For lifting loads, and catching 
toads, 
Are there not prizes numberless ? 
But, though there’s many a curious 
whim, 
The funniest of the funny ‘uns 
Is, giving ten good pounds to him 
Who eats the most raw onions. 


Across the herring-pond, of late, 
They've tried this dodge ex- 
citedly, 
And one who eighteen onions ate 
Has grabbed the prize delight- 
edly. 

The “ bust” evolved a burning tide 
Of teardrops from each ocular, 
And then the “dust” transmogrified 

Those tears tosmiles most jocular. 
And, since the crotchet by-and-by 
Will reach the land of FUN, he 
uns— 
Uspectedly, and on the sly, 
Will practise eating onions! ! ! 


~ a * * 


But, ha! a thought doth on us fall 
With lightning-like velocity, 
And our decision we recall 
With swift anfractuosity. 
For, though a million pounds we 
won 
By being onionivorous, 
Yet from the risks we then should 
run 
May all the saints deliver us! 
Would any of those winsome fays,— 
— damsels bright and beauti- 
ul, 

To whom the gallant jester pays 
His homage tender, dutiful,— 
Those maids who fill his soul with 

glee,— 
Those sonsie, sweet and sunny 
uns,— 
E’er kiss poor FuN again, if he 
Had eaten eighteen onions??? 


Se 
(eee eee 


THE London Telegraph Clerks 
who got the needle over the way in 
which they were being : treated, are 
now glad enough that they acted 
on Karl Compton’s advice to wire 


im, instead of striking 
0 iking 
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rs—what we glory in is a crowd! 
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“Pray blow your trumpet, Miss Fame,” said the mayor; “ wonderful increase in the population of our town—most flattering ! 





Another town—Chicago this time—has been boastin 
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Fellow came to him to give himself up for a murder or something. 
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bout it; I'm just taking the census, aui we're exactly one million, including you—never do to 


resence of m'nd of the mayor. 


, but for the p 
, “pray tay nothing a 


and the Champion Lunatic, and Sir Ghynnie Pigg, the Director of Companies, Isn't it glorious?” 






» my good fellow!” said the mayor 


lose one—just k 





. - , - w \\\ 
ayy \"\"\ - 
~— / / \ 
— Sa lA 
r\\ \ \ 
WN 


\ 









€ very nearly lost a citizen, though ; should have 


“Such a stream of immigration, to»! Continuous procession into the town. Why, there’s Bill the Burglar, and Blood Gully Bob, and Joe the tramp and his lady, 
gracious 
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CONVERSATIONS FOR THH TIMES. 


DOOMED, 
that these dreadful, decimating wars 
urely war, with its indescribable horrors, 
cannot be inevitable. 
Sure, the International 
Conference of the Peace 
Society ——? 
INFORMANT. My dear, 
soul, this is not a 
pitched battle: this is 
the struggle to get into 
the second class com- 
partment of thereturning 
excursion train, As you 
are aware, it is a public 
holiday, and, as it is the 
only fine day this year, 
nine million five hundred 
and twenty-five persons 
and three million babies 
are anxious to return 
home by this train. They 
all have third class tickets, and as the train consists, with a single 
exception, of first class compartments—— 

InQ. Pray what is that ? 

Inr. It is a little pleasantry—a very usual one—on the part of the 
railway company. You see, it gives rise to a lively competition to 
get into the solitary third class compartment, and competition is 
always calculated to develop the energies and sharpen the intellect. 
It is good for people—that is, for those who survive. There again is 
an advantage—it tends to work out the principle of the survival of 
the fittest, In fact, to improve the race. 

InQ. But the thing is easily solved. As the railway company has 
made a mistake in supplying the wrong carriages, let the public just 
get into the first class compartments and—— 

Inr, Shade of Mr. Plowden! The act were high treason! execu- 
tion! the galleys! lingering death by torture! Have you not read 
of his recent decision? This enhances the merriment of the situation 
consequent upon the company’s little joke. You see, it is this way, 
there are twelve million odd persons to travel in one compartment of 
ten places. This is the only train to-night, Problem: How are the 
twelve millions to get home in that compartment? The puzzle is 
already becoming easier though, as about one million are now in- 
capacitated by the crush, and no longer yearn to get into that com- 
partment, 

Inq. a surely the public can demand proper means of con- 
veyance 

NF, Oh, certainly; in fact they have. To get it, however, is 
quite another thing. You see, they’ll have to carry it to the House 
of Lords, and, the House of Lords being situated in London, they 
have to carry themselves there first, and so it once more becomes a 


InQuriRER. What a pi 
should still be in vogue 








question of that compartment. 


Inq. Ah! the train has departed, leaving all but the one hundred 

rsons crammed into that second class compartment upon the plat- 
orm. See, they are asking a porter when the next train will leave 
for London, 

InF. True, and he replies, “ Next Bank Holiday.” 

InQ. Alas! Then what 
is to become of the un- 
fortunate millions who 
are left upon the world 
—orphans, as it were ? 

INF. Oh, the matter 
williarrange itself. They 
will camp out in the 
open round the station 
for a time; then they 


will i aad them- 
selves and inter- 
marry with the villagers 
about ; and thus, in 
course of time, a town 
will spring up by the 
side of the line, which 
will be advantageous to 
‘ the railway company ; 

to, in this way, things will be comfortable all round. 

° * 2 ® e 

Ix. I perceive it is as you predicted—that is, in all cases except 
that of a anxious looking party who haunts the station. 

Inv. Yes; that is the Unreasonable Jones. He is the only one 
who, ere that train departed, attempted to enter a Compartment of a 








Class superior to that for which he held a Ticket. Happily for him, 
the guard caught him ere he had actually committed the crime, and, 
taking him into a corner, warned him of the awful penalties of those 
who enter a Compartment of a Class s. to that for which they h. a T. 
And see, another train for London enters the station, and that 
wretched Unreasonable Jones once more—ah, heavens !—once more 
attempts to enter a C. ofa C.s.t.t.f.w. heh.aT.! Ha! see—once 
more he is saved from untold penalties. Now he explains to the 
guard that he must get to town, because he has an important appoint- 
ment with a friend, at Charing Cross, at ten o’clock—that is, the ten 
o'clock which followed the arrival of that other train in London—a 
week ago. 

Inq. Surely it is most unreasonable of Jones? Why can he not 
follow the beautiful example of resignation set by the other excur- 
sionists, and settle down here? But no—see, at the end of another 
three weeks he again—what terrible infatuation !—again attempts to 
e.a C. of a C. 5, t, t.—ha! while the guard’s attention is averted, he 
succeeds! Is there now no hope? 

InF. None! The fatal die is cast! The act can never, never be 
undone. See—the guard sorrowfully, but sternly, enters the com- 
partment, takes, with quivering lip, the name and address of the 
culprit——let us hurry away. Poor Unreasonable Jones! 








Matthews Muddled. 

[Mr. Matthews, Home Secretary, speaking at a Conservative gathering at 
Birmingham the other day, on behalf of the “ Party of Intellect,” complained that 
his speech was sandwiched between “ egg-and-spoon races ” and similar revels. 

Mr. MATTHEWS at Brum made a speech t’other day, 

Re the party that owns all the nation’s chief intellect— 

And things (doubtless wise) he endeavoured to say 

As to glories of Tories, who are (as he’d hint) “ elect.” 
But poor Matthews, alack! didn’t have a good time; 

For though he there aimed at political “ devilling,” 
He stated they’d sandwiched his speech so sublime 

Between “ egg-and-spoon ” races and similar revelling ! 


’T was hard on our gracious, if gloomy, Home Sec., 

Who has ne’er (as you know) made a muddle political. 
These pastimes and pranks must have been a sore check, 

And have worried him much at a time, too, so critical— 
When the “ Intellect Party” sent M. down to teach 

The Conservative cult (hurt by common sense levelling), 
’T was surely disdainful to sandwich his speech 

Between “ egg-and-spoon” races and similar revelling. 
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RECKONING WITHOUT HIS HOST. 
wh. SCENE.—A Country Inn in Ireland. 

—— Traveller (with side ).—* What can I have for dinner, 
waiter?” 

Trish Waiter.—‘ Ye can orther fwhat ye plaze, sor.” 

F, T.—“ Oh, then I'll have some Mulligatawny soup, a bit of 
salmon, a little entrée to follow what joint you may have—hot, and 
I'll have some sweets, some cheese and salad ; and I’ll have @ 

Trish Waiter.—“ Will ye now, bedad? Then ye'll just have eggé 
and bacon—what ye're used to.” : 
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"T were Batter So. 


[The Weekly Dispatch sneera at Lord Harris’ recent 
successful cricketing in India, and opines that we may 
expect to find the bat becoming a symbol of authority 
in our Indian Empire.) 

Ou, W. D., tis wrong of thee 

Thus to condemn Lord H.’s cricket. 

The mild Hindoo without harm may view 

The noble Lord defend his wicket. 

Lo, FUN opines in these humble lines, 

And with no desire to regard rapscallions, 

Videlicet, that 
Whatever we're at, 
We can fetch ’em pat, 
And cut it fat, 
Giving tit for tat, 
With that little bat, 

Quite as much as we can with our big Bat- 

talions. 








Viewed Ob-leek-ly. 


THE onion girls at Crosse and Blackwell’s 
firm 
Have thought it fit to go on strike at length; 
Of a “pretty pickle” this appears a germ. 
Doubtless they thought to make the firm soon 
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COMPENSATION. 


squirm, Discontented Damsel,—“ This sea air takes all the colour out of our clothes!” 


When it remembers “ onion is strength !” 





Benevolent Old Lady.— Well never mind, dear! It puts plenty of colour into our faces!" 








OUT OF TOWN. 


Mr. EDITOR,—Old chappie, I am feeling nice and happy 
In my “ get up” loose and flappy, as I wander by the sea ; 

And the thought of your distresses, ’mid the heat of printing presses 
And illegible MSS., “ brings the watter to my e’e.” 


So I thought, as I’m your debtor, that I couldn’t do much better 
Than oblige you with a letter (just to cheer you up a bit, 

And provide you with a notion of our doings by the ocean, 
And the quantity of lotion we imbibe)—and this is it. 


Though A tad we're pretty handy, we’ve a beach that’s broad and 
sandy— 
But the stuff they sell as brandy is a caution unto snakes ! 
And the whisky ! (I have faced it, so I feel inclined to “ baste” it) 
You’ve no notion, just to taste it, what a quantity it takes. 


But, our ennui for retarding, there’s a cliff bazaar and “ garding,” 
And a place for “ prommynarding” (much affected by the swells); 

There’s a High Street and a Jetty, and a Fishing Quarter (netty), 
And a lady, christened Betty, selling sugar sticks and shells. 


We've a Library (Oh, Czesar !),and a Church (the Rev’rend Geezer), 
And a “ Little Ebenezer,” and a Market Place for fish ; 

There’s a Baths, a Railway Station, some Hotel accommodation, 
And a Hall for Recreation just as prim as you could wish. 
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Of the natives (harvest reapers !), some are Liv’ry Stable Keepers ; 
Some are Tradesmen, Crossing Sweepers ; some are Bdéatmen (fond 

.___Of pipe) ; ; 

“ome are Donkey Boys ; some Netters of the Shrimp or Cockle Getters 

And the rest are Lodging Letters of a rather vivid type. 





We have visitors in plenty doing dolce far niente, 
From the “rackety ” and “ genty” to the quiet and demure ; 

And the girls are fresh and pleasing (though a little prone to teasing), 
For their manners are not freezing or stand-oflish, to be sure. 


They are not averse to strolling, or to driving, or to rolling, 
With the local Thomas Bowling in his sloppy little we 3 
And, their figures lightly swathing, they go regularly bathing, 
And, in spite of strictures scathing, we observe them take the dip | 


But the males astonish gazers with their russet shoes and blazers, 
And their tourist suits (amazers!), and their choruses and pipes, 
And the beer they swill like winking (though the liquor, to my think- 


ing, 
Isn’t fit for human drinking, being little more than swipes). 


Then we've German bands and Niggers, and a host of baby diggers, 
With their maids, who're prone to sniggers and provocative of winks ; 
And our health we're all promoting by attentively devoting 
Lots of time to fishing, boating, trap and donkey-rides and drinks. 


For, in truth, there’s no disguising that our thirst is most surprising ; 
With a B. and 8S. on rising we religiously begin, 

Taking intermittent “ bitters” where the barmaid smirks and titters, 
And the ice knob clinks and glitters—till it’s time for turning in. 


So it’s plain to demonstration there’s no lack of occupation, 
When you seek recuperation where the breezes fan you brown, 
But no thought your bardlet nurses aught is new that he rehearses, 
He is sending you these verses just to show he’s out of town ! 








DURING the recent unpleasantness with the police of the E Divi- 
sion, a young fellow ran up to a constable in one of the streets off the 
Strand, and exclaimed, ‘Oh, I say. Bobby, there's a bloke a-beatin’ 
his old woman somethin’ awful up there in Coving Garding.” The 
Policeman hesitated a few moments, and then his natural gallantry 
won the day. ‘Come on, then,” said he, “and show us where it is.” 
The stranger led the way up to the Market, and there pointed out a 
crowd, remarking, “‘ That’s where he’s on.” The Constable 
hastened to the spot, and discovered that the crowd was 8 at a 
Punch and Judy Show, and, sure enough, Punch was giving his wife 
the stick in the most approved manner. He looked round for the 
stranger, but it is needless to say that he had disappeared. 





A New Name for an Old Game. 


To “ tiddly-wink” in this land means to drink, 
But out in vivacious Victoria 
It means (with the sly) artful dodging to try 
In political Phantasmagoria. 
That meaning we've not in this well favoured spot ; 
And yet (when you have a good “ think ” at it) 
We have what it imp’ics—yea, in many a guise— 
Although many (tiddly)wink at it. 
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Tate-Toi. 


{[Mr. Tate, who has given such vast 
gifts in the way of Free Libraries, etc., 
to London and other towns, recently 
offered a splendid collection of art 
treasures for a New National Gallery. 
But Mr. J. C. Robinson regarded Mr, 
Tate’s simple conditions as in “ question- 
able taste.’’] 

Mr. TaTE—the benevolent Tate— 
who of late 
Hath given to London Free 
Libraries great, 
Has offered Art Treasures (a lot 
that is famed) 
For a National Gallery now being 
framed ; 
But J. C. 
Robinson, he 
Objects to some needful conditions 
from T.! 
Now London, to which Mr. Tate 
has been kind, 
Ought to give Mr. R. just a 
bit of its mind. 
Who's he to insult with remarks as 
to “taste,” 
This gentle dic-Tate-or, who's too 
good to waste ? 
Mr. J. C. 
Robinson, he 
Has a master whose front name 
begins with B. P. ! 








THE author had written—“ But 
I fear that these measures have 
been relegated to the obscurity of 
a disused drawer, which drawer, 
should be opened and emptied of 
its contents, which should be ex- 
posed to the light of Heaven.’ 
But our cheerful compositorialtered 








“drawer” into “drain,” and now 


VOICES OF THE SEA SHORE, 
Mrs. Chivers (with a soupgon of envy inthe tone of her otherwise unobjectionable voice).— I suppose 
you heard, in town, that Mrs, Prodmore is gone with her girls to Switzerland ?” 
Mr. Chivers (between a yawn and a sigh).—“ Oh, yes! Prodmore is exulting.” 
Mrs. C.—‘ Exulting! on what account?” 
Mr. C.—“ Why, because they can’t expect him to run down to them from Saturday to Monday ; 
lucky beggar, Peshanes ! if there’s anything good going about he’s sure to get it.” 


the author is seeking that com- 
positor, who, we are informed, is 
hiding in the “ chapel.” 





AFFABILITY.—An amiable as- 
sertion of superiority. 














THE CLANG OF THE CLOCK TOWER. 


FANCY calling a bench of magistrates a collection of atoms. And 
it was no uproarious Radical, no irreverent Star man who applied 
the epithet, but a member of a Tory Ministry, in short, the Home 
Secretary himself. This happened during the long and dreary 
wrangle over the Police Bill, 

The House during the past week has been almost intolerable—and 
even the Strangers’ Gallery looked as if it required judicious adver- 
tisement and an indiscriminate distribution of paper to fill it. The 
terrace has been 
the chief resort of 
M.P.s who have 
been compelled to 
remain at the post 
of duty ; in fact, 
a good deal of the 
business of the 
House has been 
done out of doors, 
and alas! it seems 
a foregone con- 
clusion that we 
shall not be re- 
leased for nearly 
another three 
weeks. 

On Wednesday, 
W. H. TRIES H18 HAND AT A NEW ForM or O1o-sung the Irish Census 

AND OOAT-TAILS HIS OLD FRIEND MATTHEWS. Bill occasioned 

a deal of 

nonsensical discussion, but the test event of the debate was Sir 
George Campbell's description of himself as a “ devoted guerilla.” 





“ Really, Smith’s going too far. Irishmen invite Balfour to tread 
on the tails of their coat, but our respected leader takes hold of 
mine as a new method of closure.” This was Mr. Matthews’ com- 
plaint on Tuesday. Our artist supplies the explanation. 

So France is to have Madagascar. The British Empire seems to 
be growing small by degrees and beautifully less. But if a Liberal 
Government had ceded it, what would the Tories have said ? 








A Touch of Ass-idity. 
[Some consternation has been caused by an Irishman having named his donkey 
“ Balfour,”’] 
SOME irreverent person in Erin’s Isle, 
Has named his new donkey “ Balfour,” 
At this you’re requested not to smile, 
For B. does—what he gets his “sal.” for, 
So that “ patriot,” though he seems not without gumption, 
Show a bray-zen demeanour in such an ass-umption ! 





“You are in a lovely temper this morning!” is what little Chum- 
ley said to his better seven-eighths the other morning. 

“Hold your tongue !” was her affectionate reply. 

“ You're like a Good Friday bun, dear,” was his comment. 

“ How’s that?” she inquired, somewhat mollified, expecting to be 
told she was “sweet.” 

“ Because you're hot and cross!” and though nimbleness is not 4 
quality with which you would usually credit little Chumley, a panto- 
7 gg sprite could hardly have dodged a slop basin quicker than he 





“SAFE into port, at last,” as the log wood observed to the wine 
merchant. 
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(1) Habitual Angler (to discontented Proselyte). 
enough for you, eh? Why, we've only been here a matter of eizht or nine boy ! 
; you may say. . We shall get a bite directly.” 
(2) ‘There! What did I tell you? Gently with him till I get the net ! 
(3) ‘‘Blest if it‘ain't-a little-eel !.. Playful, lively critters they 
(4) **Sat down on the jack-hooks, have you, by 


hours! ‘Just come,’ as 


Easy ! ' 
are too, ain’t they ?” 


‘What! Sport ain’t 


MORE EXCITEMENT * WANTED. 








George! Don’t drag ’em, whatever you do!” 
They're good strong ‘uns. 
(6) ‘What! Off to the doctor to have them taken out? Pooh! He'd 
ruin ‘em. What does he know about tackle? Let me havea try at ’em 
with this! I'll jab’em out before you can wink !——Hallo! 
he ain’t off like a scared pike ; got my hooks with him, too!!” 










“ (2) 





5) ** Never mind, my 


It won't burt ‘em. In you get! 


Hanged if 











A Clanging Camp-bell. 
, [Sir George Campbell is said to be the biggest bore 
a the House—he speaks largely on every measure, } 


Sik GEORGE CAMPBELL keeps strumming— 
oh, dear! oh, dear ! 

In a style not becoming, we fear, we fear ; 
ie tever the measure, OF gay or severe, 

ell po i r: ., With pleasure, or shout “ Hear, 
Sir G. campbell: keeps boring—oh, dear! oh, 

ear! 

And sets M.P.s snoring, or makes them sneer; 


They dread the good George’s determined 
and drear 


Oratorical orgies—oh, dear! oh, dear! 














Sir Georgie keeps prating—oh, dear! oh, dear! 

But his aims at orating don’t cheer, don’t 
cheer ; 

And ee: all his chatter he needs, it is 
clear, 

A Campbell’s Act all to himself—hear, hear ! 





Genial Stranger.—“ Ah, my man, 80 ,you 
have just returned from Chin-Lushai? I 
understand that the inhabitants of that 
region are fearful barbarians ; is that so?” 

Returned Soldier—* Lor bless you! no, 
sir; you mustn’t believe half you hear; 
why, they get drunk jest like Christians, 
every bit!” 





SH” To CoRRESPONDENTS,—The Editor does not bind himself to acknowledge, return, or pay for Contributions, In no case will they be returned unless 


accompanted by a stamped and directed envelope, 

























What a Cat-aclysm. 
Ou, Lord De Ros is a lofty “ boss,” 
And he on the gone-away Guards ; 
He has found out why those men were so sly, 
And all “sentiment” he discards. 
“ They did not (and that’s flat) have enough 
of the ‘cat,’” 
Says the would-if-he-could Lord de R. 
Such antique stuff, you will own, is enough 
Not alone to be displeased at— 
And (probably) sneezed at— 
But to give us a strong cat-arrh. 





Is it not a fact that a man who smokes at a 
cricket contest lights his pipe with the matc 
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‘essor Puddler's forthcoming work on 
aac I atieing Places. 


A RACE OF BLACKS Tuer c CHANT DOGCEREL 


TO THE ACCOMPANIMENT OF NATIVE 
INSTRUMENTS 





“iES OIG IN THE SAND 


Ar LOw TIDE, F/G 
= QOVBTLESS FOR THE SANOWORMS OW 


waicrH THEY SVB5/S5T 





Qe Nor ATIVES LIVE IN 
WOODEN HUTS, EMERGING OCCASIONALLY 
TO BATHE 


DOWN BY THE SEA. 


“ Marine Natwral History” (now in the Press), a chapter in the “ Coast” section is devoted to 
Fun has been favoured with a few illustrated extracts, 






CAnceuc [aemas Roam upon rue Beacn. Fu1 Mas P? says | 50 Asouwn, 
rat ef NEED NOT TROUBLE MY HEAD ABOUT THEM. 


\oNmpyieious Preeos PREY ON THE Nerve 5, 


LURING THEM TO SEA AND EXACTING HEAVY 





Cher SELDOM GO TO SEA, BUT 
SEEM VERY PARTIAL TO DONKEYS. 








A Summer's Holiday. 
(SEE CARTOON.) 


O48, isn't it nice to be off to the sea, 
Or some spot from the town far ewer 
And to feel that at last you are perfectly free 
To do nothing but dawdle or play. 
There’s a charming sensation 
4 country “ loafation,” 
mes with the worry 
nad urry and scurry 
Which cram more’s the pity— 
In London’s big city, 
E’en them whose surroundings are gay. 





But the dearest delight of such holiday life, 
As your Parliament gentlemen know, 
Is to cut one’s self loose from political strife 
Which engrosses poor mortals below : 
Their attacks and their squabbles, 
Their bungles and hobbles, 
Their windy orations, 
Their long explanations, 
The plots that surround ’em, 
Elections—confound ’em |— 
A respite from these who'd forego? 








ENOUGH.—A bottomless measure. 





Just Out.—One Shilling. Post-free, 1/2. 
*“LOAFING AND LOVING,” 


By the Author of “My NEIGHBOUR NBLLIE.” 


Pronounced by the Press to be the Most Entertain- 
ing Shilling’ sworth of the day. 
FULLY ILLUSTRATED. 


ONE PENNY. 


“FUNS” FUNNY SPECIAL 


SUMMER DAYS. 
Over Fifty Humorous Pictures, and lots of 


Amusing Reading. 
“FUN” OFFICE, 153 FLEET STREET, E.C. 











= 


*“¢ >°* 44" 1 Gh = ae €p°t >* 3 € POE PPE PPE DNC’ 
. WAH PER AAA SI # 


MWcare 


Soap, 


VN AD Van Va Va 2 Va aN - ANA 


ot Pet PL ED, Pee Pet Pee Pre De Eds aS 


a ae 2 


2 
> 
2 
2 
A 
> 


ORS 


ay Dek Dek Peed. 66K WAS 


¥ 
, 
¥ 
* 
- 
> 
h 
, 
> 
¢ 
’ 


e X* 
- 
we 


’ 








CADBURY’S 


COCOA 
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“FUN’S” TIP. -TOPICAL ‘TOUCHES. 

















* Bocnage rea scene. 


(1) This home smashing husband be- 
longs (say accusers) 
To what Burns (J.) calls “ Bibulous, 
Bulbous-eyed boozers.” 


(2) This Yank thought each Londoner 
, hone “. Sane frank is; 


his oun folk, they ve their 






cht all lh e 
were re hones! 




















* D =‘ te e ‘ale ren 


fore we ner Knows he her 










The salmon ane WAS 


Proprielor. Fushin NE him off = hee breyith, wT. 
(3) A nun finding in hiding a burglar , (5) Some conduct rs charge just what ) The salmon are quitting the Tay, 
unsightly, they on our "buses— and, re claiming, 
Soon made him nun est by behaving Through the Law's vagueness this Their’ owners are trying a little 
politely. bad, buss-tling fuss is, fi h-Tay-2 ing. 

| (4) Unintelligent foreigners doubt our | (6) A fierce lodging-letteress fiew at a | (8) A J.P.sct his dog ata“ bike,” being 
girls’ beauty ! boarder, riiden, sat 

So FUN comes to the rescue on And soon the beak bade her for six | But to act more J.P,-eaceably s00n 





champion duty, months keep order. SNtES Se 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 

—THE im left upon us by 
Be (SIE Mr. eawintt partons ormance in The Gold 
\/ ) on Mine was clearly indicated by the 
Yay, friendly feeling which suffused our bosoms 
as we prepared to solemnly adjudicate 
upon the merits of his “ bookmaker,” with 
which he has replaced it. (It may be 
hinted that this feeling was not so general 
as 1 would suggest, and that I “ought to 
speak for myself.” This, alas! I never 
could do; my modesty has consistently 
stood in my way all through life.) Mr. 
Goodwin appears to have a magnetic 
quality of personal attraction which I have 
not yet decided whether to attribute toa 
genial disposition or to the clever subtlety 
of hisacting. Maybe“ both ” is the answer 
to the little riddle, and maybe they are 
one and the same thing. Anyway, he has 
the nepPy faculty of arousing a feeling of 
friendliness in the spectator which must 
be “ pleasant to all parties.” 









y 





My patrictism is not of a sufficiently 
robust nature, I fear, to enable me to 
THE GATETY.—KNOWS assert out-and-out that the English Book- 
His Book. maker is, as a play, superior to the Ameri- 

can Gold Mine. Perhaps as a picture of English life they may 


cry quits. I presume 
The Bookmaker is in- 
tended to give a pic- 
ture of English life. 
On which assumption 
I commend it, for the 
picture is of such an 
unusual character as 
to deserve record, 
Perhaps I am unduly 
severe — perhaps I 
am not, 





THE chief charac- 
ter, however, affords 
Mr. Goodwin ample 
opportunity for the 
display of his quality. 
And a really fine 
quality it is. The 
real force of an in- 
telligent restraint 
was never more 
clearly manifested. A low comedian 
whose chief characteristic is a gentle 
quietude is something of a novelty in 
himself,and one who can touch, ever so ' 
lightly, a true note of pathos in the eee ee NOT ALTOGE- 
midst of ludicrous associations,—with- HAPS, 
out even eliciting the lonely laugh of 
the unreflecting which generally exhibits itself on such occasions 
—reaches a very high 
level of art. Even 
the very successful 
assumption of the 
cockney accent is en- 
tirely unobtrusive — 
probably as much by 
reason of its sustained 
completeness as any- 
thing else. 

















No one who reads 
these articles habi- 
tually (if such an un- 
happy being exists!) 
will accuse me of over- 
rating the abilities of 
the American per- 
formers who come 

among us. (It is no 
How WE Dress ror Ripinc now. “8 for any person to 

(AT LEAST, DO WE?) arise and address the 





THe Gatrery 





chair with “ You couldn't!” because, as, a rule 
I could, easily!) But I have generally, amid 
my severest strictures, hinted a belief that 
Brother Jonathan, with that ’cuteness which 
is his noblest quality, kept the best articles 
for home consumption. The advent of the 
Daly company confirmed me in the opinion 
that there were things in N’York if they 
would only condescend to come out, and Mr. 
Goodwin's arrival makes me pat myself on the 
back, and, laying aside for a mo- 
ment the modesty I have previously 
referred to, proceed to enthusias- 
tically congratulate the readers of 
this journal upon the possession of 
such a deep thinking and far-seeing 
gentleman (he can see as far as 
New York!) to look after theatrical 
matters in their interests, 
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To proceed. The play is acted 
by the “support” excellently as to 
the male parts, and—with the ex- 
ception of Miss Carlotta Leclercq, 
whose part has little importance 
—exec—— (no, I won’t say that) 
weakly—by the ladies. Mr. Wiliam 
Farren’s bonhomie, Mr. Reeves- 
Smith’s incisive earnestness, and 
Mr. Glenny’s genial force are all 
of their usual good effect. Mr. F. 
Wood revenges himself on a small 
part by acomic make-up and an 
eccentric manner, which, not being 
over obtruded, gain a legitimate smile or two. Mr. George Dalziel 
gives an eminently lifelike portrait of a heavy, self satisfied aristocrat ; 
there is a striking air of breeding about it. Miss Mayne’s perform- 
ance is thin and ineffective (but perhaps {she 
will grow out of that), Miss Gunn’s cold and 
unconvincing, and Miss Jenny McNulty, though 
playing with praiseworthy earnestness and care, 
is not adapted by nature for the part of the 
vixen. Someof the circumstances and characters 
of the piece, by the way, were taken as sugges- 
tive of a recent “ celebrated case "—mainly from 
the want of resemblance, I should think, 


Tue GAIRTY.—THE ’AUGHTY NOBLE 
AND THE LADY IN THE MODERN 
“SACK.” 


NODS AND WINKS.—Listen to this sweet little 
poem, I’ve knocked it off at a sitting—which 
only lasted from breakfast to bed-time. I call 
it by the simple title 


UNUSUAL. 
OF all the strange wonders that nature dis- 


plays, 

On the earth, in the air or the sea, 

Sure the likeliest one of them all to amaze 
Is a critic man dancing in glee ! 

The critic man’s normal condition is gloom, 
As he broods o’er the ways of the stage ; 

And he’s constantly thinking of death and the tomb, 
When he isn’t exploding with rage, 


Ghee cy Yet here is a critic man prancing about 
7 With excitement more proper to 





THE GAIETY. —FA- 
MILY PORTRAITS. 


reps, 

Expressing his joy with a laugh and 4 
shout, 

And some very remarkable steps. 

The o“ of his glee isn’t distant to 
seek, 

I'll explain it in less than a minute : 

He’s looked up his theatre lists for the 






week, 
And there isn’t a matinée in it | 





, TALKING of outside things, that new style of 
evening dress I have before referred to seems 
Mis. to be gaining ground and developing. A tennis- 
ing, boating sort of character distinguishes it at present. Pretty 
style, ain't it? NESTOR. 
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THE only man on record who never cracked the mother-in-law joke 
was Adam, 
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MARYANN SPROGGS, 
AN AUTUMNAL IDYL, 





CHAPTER I. 
A BRIGHT autumn afternoon—a woodland glade—a gentle stream 


hastening faster as it nears a wild leap over a rock about seven feet 


in depth, and dashes-with a continuous roar into a circular pool worn 
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: which has 
dashed over the same cliff, The roar, though 
continuous, is not painfully loud—it does not 
dull the notes of the birds which are joyously flitting from tree to 
tree ; nor does it disturb the thoughts of a beautiful girl who reclines 
on asmooth green bank, and leans a lovely head on a singularly 
beautiful hand. As she lies in graceful Janguor, she looks adorable, 
Were she standing erect, it would be observed that she was rather 
taller than most women, and that her frame, without being unfemi- 
nine, had the appearance of being muscular, 

A further acquaintance with the girl would have proved that she 
was muscular. She could swim, row, play cricket and billiards,— 
scorned croquet, needlework, and dress, not actively hating them, but 
treating them with a scornful indifference, She had only two active 
antipathies— 

She hated Man, 

And she disliked her name—Maryann Sproggs. 

Without the former, she could not get rid of the latter, and her 
contempt for the former had been engendered by a belief that man 
only tolerated the name because it was well gilded with many stocks 
and shares, bequeathed to her by the late lamented Sproggs when he 
joined his ancestors, and left his only daughter a helpless orphan 
with only a million or so of well secured money to support her. 

Miss Sproggs had many overtures towards changing her name, but 
as most of the suitors were well aware of the condition of her bank 
account, she gave them their congé, and at length had fled to lonely 
country quarters, where her wealth was unknown, to mourn over 
—e Man, and the misery of being a Sproggs, and a Maryann 
a t. 

She was thinking over both subjects now, and she would have 
thought longer but for the fact that a bee lit on her hand. It is said 
that a bee only sits down hard on a person when it is hungry—this 
bee was evidently not hungry, for it did not sting, but its presence 
made Maryann sit up hurriedly. As she brushed the insect off, she 
glanced across the whirling pool of water at the base of the waterfall, 
and an angry pout curled her lips, for on the opposite bank was 
standing a Man—worse still, he was a Young Man. The only 
redeeming feature about him was that he appeared to be unconscious 
of her presence, 

The Man took a notebook from his pocket, wrote a few words on 4 
leaf, tore the leaf out, and placing it inside his hat, laid his hat on 
the ground. Then he took off his necktie and collar, and laid them 
down. Maryann Sproggs took a long breath, and said to herself, He 
18 going to bathe,” 

The man divested himself of no more clothing, but stepping to the 
edge of the pool, leaped in; the whirling water caught him, and as 
he lay perfectly quiet, he was slowly whirled round on the outer edge 
of the vortex. 

Maryann was interested ; she approached the edge, and as the Man 
passed her she looked at him and remarked, 

“ Do you always bathe with your clothes on?” 

As the Man came round again, he said, “ I am not bathing.” 


/ 


‘ Ye should try something smaller, mon 

















“ Did you fall in?” shouted Maryann. 


“No; I ‘in,” was the reply. 
“ Why don’t you swim out?” as the Man came to the 
surface after having disap for about a second, 


“T can't,” said the Man, “and I don’t want to.” 

“Don’t want to!—can’t swim !—what on earth are you doing in 
there, then ?” said breathlessly. 

“ Committing suicide,” gurgled the Man, as he disappeared for the 
second time under the water. 

“Committing suicide!” shouted M , “the Man is mad,” 
which is very likely the verdict which the coroner's jury would have 
returned when the body was found, but for the fact that they did not 
get a chance to sit on the body that time. 

Maryann Sproggs in a b moment tossed aside an u skirt, 
and making a leap towards a white spot in the water which seemed 
to be the man’s face, she seized hold of the drowning man’s hair, and 
vigorously struck out for the bank of the stream with the other arm. 

If the Man had worn a wigit might have been all up with him; as 
it was, he had not had his hair cut recently, and Maryann contrived 
+ a satisfactory hold. In a couple of minutes she had him 
ashore, 

Then she began vigorous resuscitation measures as directed by the 
Royal Humane Society. 

Presently the Man drew a long breath. Then he opened one eye 
and shut itagain. Then he opened the other and shut it, Then he 
opened both, and remarked, 

“Then I’m not dead?” 

6 No.” 

“T thought you were too damp to bean angel.” 

“Yes, I am wet.” 

“You are pretty enough to be one, though, Did you pull me out?” 

“ Yes; I took the liberty.” 

“According to the story books, I ought to marry my preserver,” 
remarked the Man, 

“ Wouldn’t it be better to get a dry suit of clothes before you adopt 
that only alternative to suicide?” said Maryann. 

“By Jove! you are right, But there ain’t any tailor’s shops round 
here, as far as I know.” 

“Come to the cottage where I live, and something may be done.” 

“Thanks, May I ask the name of my preserver?” 

“ Maryann Sproggs.” 

“Well—I—I know I ought to marry my preserver—but—but it 


would be a wrench—an awful wrench!” remarked the Man. 











(To be continued.) 
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ORACULAR. 
Mc Gamboge,—" Ye should try something bigger, mon!” 
Madda Brown,—“ Oh, hang it? Last time you were here you eaid, 


iL? 


Meo Gamboge.-—" Ay! Ye should hit the happy mejum !” 
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DOING IT TOO SUDDENLY. 


A New York clergyman has been advocating the substitution of meaningless exclamations o 
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ON “BLAOKLEGS.” 


A DEFINITION, 


Our Bill was the leading intellect of our neighbourhood. That’s 
because he had opinions of his own, and objected to anybody's 
differing from ‘em, even 
silently. 

He was a genius too, was 
Our Bill ; he didn’t have 
to meditate over a subject, 
and weigh the ins and 
outs of it, like ordinary 

ple have to, before 

e formed his opinion. 
He was what you may say 
ready with his opinion— 
kind of prompt like, d’ye 
see? Suppose you hap- 
pened to read him about 
some new position of 
affairs out o’ the news- 
paper—some problem, as 
they call it, as puzzled 
the faculty: he didn’t 


care ; almost before you'd got to the full stop at the end of the thing, 
there he'd be ready to come up with his opinion, smiling—and none 
of your uncertainties neither, but a downright thumping, smashing 
sort of opinion as it didn’t do to lightly differ from, for our Bill had 
a loud voice and was brawny and over fifteen stone, d’ye see? 

sill had his opinion about hydrophobia—it differed radically from 
the opinions of doctors and people, for Bill said he never did see such 
a set of downright hopeless idiots as doctore—and about Heligoland, 
and mesmerism, and Home Rule, and all manner. And when I say 
he had his opinion about these things, it’s the same as saying he'd 
= ~ matter, and there was nothing more to be said about it, 
d'ye see 

Bill was a coal-porter, and must have been a genius; because a 
man 48 can earn two or three pounds a day by doing work that a 
half-witted hippopotamus could do in the ordinary way o’ business, 
must have something in him as the generality of people don’t suspect ; 
mustn't he? 

Now, one subject that Bill was great on—perhaps the subject that 
he was greatest on—was “ Blacklegs.” Bill was among the strikers, 
of course, for he considered that he had his wrongs, and was being 
ground down by oligarchs (which is a word signifying employers). 
He said that labour wasn't so badly paid on the whole; but that 
coal-porters ought to have a guinea an hour and free champagne ; 
and when somebody as we didn’t know, and as had dropped into the 

‘ Pickled Salmon” promiscuous, asked why, Bill caught him one with 
his left hand as settled the argument down our way for good and all. 
_ Now, there was a feller in our neighbourhood as Bill warned us to 
fight shy of, because he was a “ Blackleg” ; 80 we fought shy of him, 
and one day we asked Bill what he'd done. 

“Done?” says Bill, indignant, “Done? Why he’s a coal-porter 
as has the baseness to have an opinion of his own, and won’t join the 
Union, He's a blackleg—that's what Ac is.” 

Then we says we wer a coal-porter hadn't any right to have 
an opinion of his own? And Bill was ready with his decision on the 
tubject, “ Certinly not,” says he, “onless his opinion coneysides 
with mine, I'm in favour of everybody belongin’ to the Union : 
therefore them as 
don’t hold with the 
Union are blacklegs ; 
that’s what they are.” 

Then we happened 
to get talking about 
the police. “ Black- 
legs—that’s what they 
are,” says Bill, angrily, 

And then the con- 
versation turned upon 
the mew corner in 
chemicals ; and the 

les as were work- 
ing it. 

Bill's eye glared. 
“They're a gang o’ 
blacklegs — that’s 








Ko we instituted a searching inquiry; and it turned out, when 


thought or acted in any ki » that blacklegs were parties 
y kind of way cont eryy “aay 
ubjects in general. So then we been W sey nap ee 











Well—principally through the persuasive power of his fista—our 
Bill worked his way up to eminence; that is, he became an agitator, 
and a delegate, and Secretary to his Union. 

Bill couldn’t write ; but he paid a clerk ten shillings a week to do 
that for him. You see, Bill considered as writing wasn’t skilled 
labour, like coal portering, and so wasn’t entitled to fair pay. And 
after a bit he started a Trades Union newspaper all of himself, and 
told the writing fellers what they were to write in it. That news. 
paper was difficult reading for those as didn’t understand Bill’s 
niceties of definition ; but you got to read it pretty easily when once 


you had the key. 
There was always a column of reports about strikes, and it ran 


more or less in this style :— 

“ Yesterday a large force of blacklegs (that is, police) were, in 
consequence of representations by the local blacklegs (that is, 
magistrates), drafted into the district where the men are on strike, 
Nothing occurred, except the execution of a few blacklegs (that is, 
non-unionists). In the afternoon, a meeting of blacklegs (that is, 
employers) was held in the Town Hall, when the possibility of 
importing blacklegs (that is, foreign workmen) to carry on the works 
was discussed. Telegrams from several blacklegs (that is, Members 
of Parliament in sympathy with the employers) were read; and 
views were expressed as to the necessity of calling out the blacklegs 
(that is, troops) in case of any further disturbances,” The rest of 


the column treated mostly of blacklegs. 








New Leaves. 


THE magazines of the month are all up to their average state of 

excellence, well suited to their purposes and their supporters, some 
more interesting, some more instructive than others, We have looked 
at all such as have reached our hands and seen that they are 
good, 
In order to remove some misapprehension, a new cover has been 
adopted, and special intimation given that Babyhood is NOT a maga- 
zine for children, but for grown-up people and nurses in the nursery, 
who have care over the health, diet and clothing of children. 

“London, Chatham and Dover Railway Panoramic Guide” (Bem- 
rose and Sons), tells everything worth knowing about every place of 
interest its lines travel through, and more besides, The book should 
be as popular as are its popular places. 
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JACKSON SAYS A WELL-CUT COAT ALWAYS COMMANDS ATTENTION. 


7% 
Zi mitted ¥' 


| Jt was a Sample Coat and the tailor had 
remove the tick t. 
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And through streets and lanes, with 
Such crowds will peregrinate to and 
That the vans and trams may to Hades 


And a “ bonnet” embellish each lady's 


The bells from the Abbey and old St, 
Will join with the General’s trumpet 
For the church will be held in the 


There will be no need of a place 


For celestial joys will to earth be given 
Yet his vision has brought us but 
For, alas! we are filled witha gruesome 


That the KALENDs OF GREECE will 
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When the General’s Dream 


[General Booth indulges, through a contem 


London becoming the New Jerasalem,—of Hyde Park roofed in and 
towered,—of the streets impassable with joyful multitudes,—of 5,000,000 
people joining in thanksgiving at half-past twelve daily,— and ro on, 


ad nauseam.) 


OH! let us pray for the halcyon time 
When the General’s dream comes true : 
For the City of Crime will be freed from crime 


When the General’s dream comes 


And the harrowing wail of the heart grown sore, 
The policeman’s tread, and the drunkard’s roar, 
And the tyrant’s howl will be heard no more 


When the General’s dream comes 


Strong chains will be put on Betlzebub 
When the General’s dream comes true,— 

Strong chains on the door of each London pub, 
When the General’s dream comes true, 

The Whitechapel kids will be clean and neat, 

And the Billingsgate language quite pure and sweet, 


And the gaols and the work’uses obso- 


Comes True. MR. & MRS. SOUGHTAFTER AT HOME. A Doll-esence, 





porary, in a vision of 


true. 


true |! 








Mr, Epson's latest 
—yea, if not his 
greatest— 

Electric idea, FuN 
extols. 

It is, we may men- 
tion, a striking 

Re “can éilled 
talking dolls, 

The great electrician 
shows endless 

| variety ; 

But, though he has 
“ vim,” 
It will baffle e’en 
him 

| To rival some real 

talking “dolls” 
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When the General’s dream comes 
true ! | 


Hyde Park will be turned to a mansion 
rare 
When the General’sdream comes true, 
And its Hiffelesque towers rise grand | 
and fair 
When the General’s dream comes true. 
And, albeit the sceptics may call it 
fudge, 
Yet we who in “ Fleet Street, London,” 
drudge 
Will through “ Fleet Street, New Jeru- 








salem,” trudge, 
When the General’s dream comes | 


true ! | 


At half-past twelve on each joyful 
day 
When the General’s dream comes true, 
Ten million knees will be bent to 
pray,— 
If the General’s dream comes true ! 


their hearts aglow, 
fro 


go 
When the General’s dream comes 
true | 





Kach male will be clad in the coat of 


red 
When the General’s dream comes true, 


head, 
When the General’s dream comes 
true ! 


Paul 
call 
“ Army’s” thrall 


When the General’s dream comes 
true ! 


called Heaven 

When the General’s dream comes 
true ; 

When the General’sdream comes true. 
scanty cheer, 


fear 





a be somewhere near 
"hen the General’s dream comes 


true 


t 


flowers a chance, so it was no compiiment, 


laf 
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“Thunder! Who's this? Ah! Hogsnoat, my desr boy, 
glad to see you! (Aside) Oonfouad the fellow! Why can't 
he look where he's going to?” 





It happened unfortunately that Lady Talkdover, who is 
usually so brilliant, was taken into supper by Gorgson, 
whose powers are of a different kind. Poor thing! She 
hadn't a chance, 





Bat though every one said Rosa Ann looked the best in 
he ball-room, no one asked her to dance but old Mr, Smiler ; 
und everyone knows he reserved himself to give the wall. 





ore Sieee, you oo) 





in Society ! 








And here is Miss Slick, the American millionairess. “How 
do you do, Miss Slick? I hope you mean to dance this 
evening.” “Guess I don’t intend to stagnate,” responded 
the fair Yankee, coolly, 





Aud young Lowboy wonld persist in making those 
awfully vulgar jokes, Well, he won't get asked again, 

















And why was there euch a disgracefal rampas after {t was 
allover? Well, ask James—he kaows, 
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“ Vot you ink of dis?’ 


bman—he vill make ver goot rausage.” 


Bite and Bite About. 
(SEE CARTOON.) 
“On,! give us a bite!” says boy to 
boy, 
When 4 meets a friend in the street 
And sees him nibble, with outward 
joy 
| At something that’s good to eat ; 
| For youthful urchins delight to munch, 
| And are always ready for supper or 
lunch, 


If one of them gets a thumping slice, 
The others will want some, too ; 
| And it matters no jot if what looks 
nice 
Will agree with none or with few. 
They don’t inquire, and they aren't 
afraid 
Of what the morsel may chance to be 
made, 


The child is father unto the man, 
And Africa seems so good, 
That, boy-like, men covet it all they 
can 
As a savoury sort of food. 
Its ingredients mayn’t have a whole- 
some tone, 
But they'll take it on trust as “The 
Great Unknown.” 




























The Englishman having obtained a 
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In der Faderland, 


ANO-AFRICO SAUSAGE COMPANY ewe ™ "te 


The German must have the same ; 
And the Frenchman and Portuguese 
time won’t waste 
In pressing as well their claim. 
All equally suffer from appetite, 
And the constant cry is—‘‘Give us a 
bite!” 


—Sa J. 





To Angler-Saxons. 
8} THE Anglers, in their thousands, are 
iz - combining, it would seem, 
To fight Riparian Dogs-in-the-Manger 
| touching London’s stream : 

. May they never show a-bait-ment in 
this foremost of their fights, 
They would be Angle maniacs if they 

craved not English rights ! 
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The Gentlemanly Group. 

[A Conservative paper gives as the reason why Conservatives so often neglect to 
register their votes, that “They belong to the Gentlemanly Interest—and there- 
fore naturally take matters in a more Gentlemanly way.’'} 

Let us hope that all you Liberals more reverence will show, 

In future for Conservatives and such |! 

That you'll piously regard the great Lord Salisbury and Co., 

Whom you've hitherto respected—well—not much, 

For you'll see by the above they're so extremely comme il faut, 

That they let (they say) their votes e'en vo astray— 

For they represent the Gentlemanly Interest, doncherknow, 

And they do things in a “Gentlemanly Way.” 


Their politics, of course, are of the “ (ientlemanly” kind— 
Perhaps that's why the toiler they disdain | 
Verhaps this is the reason, too, that seldom will you find 
A Tory in a sound reforming vein. 
That's eo why blithe Balfour ancers at all who fain would 
throw 
From Ireland all oppression and foul play, 
For Bs. represents the “ Gentlemanly Int'rest "—doncherknow, 
And coerces—in a “Gentlemanly Way.” 


This accounts, no doubt, for Chaplin's would be aly Protection tricks, — 
For Ritchie's and for Randy's rammy games, 

And baply it accounts for Tories getting in a fix, 
And calling Mr. Gladstone awful names. 

It explains too, why they “wilt” so when Dame Common Sense 

and Co, 
Reprove them for their muddles day by day, 
For they represent the “ Ge ntlemanly Int'rest doncherk now 


KUIE in so-called “ Gentlemanly Way 
; 


Ex Tenebris—Lux. 


FUN has an infallible recipe for happiness: do good for others, 
And one method of doing good which occurs to him to recommend 
to his readers is to contribute a trifle towards the summer excursion 
of the poor blind members of the South London Association for 
Assisting the Blind. This annual outing, this one day among the 
birds and the fragrance of fields and gardens, is a great pleasure to 
these poor atilicted p -ople. 

The gift can ne'er be thrown away 

That brings the blind a holiday! 

Away from alley, court and slum, 

To where birds sing, to where bees hum, 
To fields where flowers their fragrance shed, 
Where green boughs whisper overhead ; 
Oh, what a change! blind girls and boys 
And men and women, far from noise 

Of hot and crowded London streets, 

Learn for one day that life has sweets, 
Denied to them the arching blue 

Above them and the sylvan view ; 

But oh, the fragrance of the rose! 

The breeze that ‘cross the meadow blows! 
The carol of the soaring lark | 

‘Mid these their hearts cease to be dark ; 
Though sealed their eyes in life-long night, 
Their souls are glad with joy and light. 


FUN has only to add that Mr. J. T. Edmonds of Carlton Villa, 


Brixton Road ; the Hon. Sec. to the Association, or its Hon. Treas., 
Mr. ( Millett, La th Brar 
ul ‘ — . 


h, London and Westminster Bank 
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FELT CERTAIN THAT HE WAS A MARRIED MAN,” 


SINGULAR. 
“T was TERRIBLY SHOCKED THIS MORNING, DEAR.” “WHY, WHAT HAPPENED?” “IT 
WITH COLONEL LE GRANGE FOR THE LAST Four DAyYs, AND I NEVER FOUND OUT UNTIL THIS MORNING THAT HE WAS SINGLE, 


HAVE BEEN CARRYING ON A FLIRTATION ‘ 
I 








THE CLANG OF THE CLOCK TOWER. 


A KIND of “No Popery” agitation appears imminent, consequent 
oa the dispatch of Sir Lintorn Simmons, “that booted and spurred 
ecclesiastic,” as Mr. Healy eloquently described the gentleman, to the 
Vatican, The Liberal party seems pretty determined upon one point, 
namely, that the arrangements for the perpetration of matrimony in 
Malta require some (M)alteration. 

After losing that jewel out of the Imperial Crown, Heligoland, to 


it by 4 THE 


1 . | 
Ty A inh 
7 NY a iN 


PAIRING - 








sPPOSE WE MAKE 


‘ermany, Lord Salis- 
bury has plunged into 
darker depths of de- 
pair, and the tricolour 
of the Gallie cock 
floats unchallenged 
Over Madagascar, In 
exchange, the sphere 
of usefulness of the 
oyal Niger Company 
(any relation to Da- 
homey or Bonny 7) 


\Orgas P 
1creased an ! 
ai 


; 
is 4) Ty rT 


a 1 VORRESPONDENTS,—T7he Editor does not bind himsel/ to ackn rn, 
accompanied by a stamped and directed envelope, 


owledge, retur 


that the Niger runs down to,” But it isn’t, it’s the Bight of Benin, 
so the biter was bitten. ) 

More mutiny. So the service is really going to the dogs. Moral— 
don’t tryimuzzling men; private soldiers may have private grievances, 
and these seem likely to grow into public scandals, 

The Directors’ Liability and the Removal of Gates Bills have come 
back from the Lords in such a sorry plight that their own parents in 
the Commons may be pardoned for scarcely recognizing them. 
(uestions have arisen as to who is entitled to compensation for the 
removal of these time dishonoured obstructions, It would be 
interesting to know what compensation the public are to receive for 
the long years of inconvenience they have endured, 

We have heard of the good mamma who told her little daughter 
that it was worse than wicked to say “sha’n’t!"—it was vulgar. 
Dr. Tanner keenly felt and strenuously objected to the application of 
this ne plus ultra in epithets to his interruption of Mr. Matthews, 
but Mr. Courtney was inexorable, and the Doctor having by way of 
retort courteous described the Home Secretary as a “skunk” had to 
make the amende honorable himself. 

Another “ row in the House!” lLabby and the Member for Rye 
get awry. 
a terrified House, but presently Brookfield repudiates any thirst for 
Laboucherian gore. Nothing particular done in the way of work, 
except the voting away of a few millions in a dreary, almost deserted 
House, 

“ Happy pairs” fleeing away from the Clock Tower and its clang 
No affinity of disposition required to make a political pair, in fact 
diversity indispensable. So a Bradlaugh may be appley peared (oh, 
dear! it’s the warm weather) with a Clarke,and some day, perhaps, 
we shall see Tim offering a metaphorical arrum to the natural enemy 
of a Nationalist M.P., Golfour. 
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yr pay for Contribultonsa, in no case wus livy 9 


Visions of pistols, gatlings, swords and pikes float before ‘2 
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HOW THEY MISSED THEIR SEASIDE TRIP. 


(1) Stonebroke and Cheapside always took their holiday together; but 
their joint funds didn't run to a seaside trip. ‘‘ We're only a bob or two 
short,” said Cheapside, ‘ We can tramp the first twenty miles, and pick 
up the ‘excursion’ at Puddleford.” ‘I'm on it,” said Stonebroke. (2) 
‘* This beats your railways, eh!” said Cheapside, as they covered their first 
mile. (3) But later on (after fifteen miles or so) it was almost too “jolly.” 
(4) When they got to Puddleford, they found the stationmaster a raving 








maniac, with fourteen excursion trains on his hands. ‘‘Can you tell 
me,” said Cheapside, ‘‘if this is the excursion train to —?” ‘‘ Room in 
the van! Bounce 'em in, Bill!” (5) And Bill * bounced ‘em.” (0) 
But that van got shunted up a siding and forgotten. (7) And one day 
in the next century, the stationmaster happened to be partially awake and 
found it, and let them out, But they were much too late for the office, 
80 they both got the sack. 











And Highest Award Adelaide, 1587. 


Benger: 


if* |IRCULAR 


~ @old Medal Awarded, Health Exhibition, Londen. | 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 
AMONG THE MUSIC HALLS. 






‘gen44- —To the infrequent visitor, “ the halls” 
vo © (as they are called with as persistence 
equal almost to that with which a 
tribe, kindred to its professors, style 
themselves “the profession ’) present 
all the charm of travel in a foreign 
land. He finds himself in another at- 
mosphere. (I allude here neither to 

smoke nor baccynalian fumes, 
by the way.) The manners and cus- 
toms are different from the use and 
wont of regions where be dwells. Tce 
ge aborigines area curious race to him, 
YA, and their tongue is strange in his ears. 
e “yj Their ways, after the manner of ways 
Mi, which are not one’s own—are ladi- 
crous to him, #0 that he smiles plea- 
santly and joys in his superiority. It 
is with feelings akin to these that 
Nestor always enters the regions of 
the great “ Variety ” land—well know- 
3 ing that there is no variety there, for 
YS. it is ever the same from the seating of 
‘’ _ the band to the rising up thereof. 





Nestor, though his arduous duties in other fields somewhat handi- 
cap him, is not so great 


a stranger in the music ¢ 
hall gates but what he | ; 
is quite prepared for ))-(>, ar 

many thing». Itisno | bal ‘a 3 
surpriseto him tohear 7%) 
the inhabitants of his 7’), 
native land—usually 4... ) he 
referred to as “Ing- ~~ 
lund,” lauded indivi- 

dually and collectively, for all 
the vietaes, but more particularly 
for having “nowbly ficed the 
fow.” aving of arm+, black 
stockings twinkling amid a rustle 
and flatter of white, the slip and 
slide and tip-a-tap of soles and 
heels exhilarate, but do not startle 
with their novelty, He knows = fue Tivo.t.—Tux SwarIxe Reeps. 
that the lady acrcbat on 

slack wire will not lift that handkerchief from 
her shapely toes at the first try, not, in fact, 
until she has made her several sham attempts, 
and taken a rest will she presently nip it off 
triumphantly. These, and other dozens of local 
“tricks of the trade” amuse and delight him, 
so that whenever there is a lull in theatrical 
things he never fails to take advantage of it 
by having “a look in” at the Halls, 







To the theatre goer, the genial countenance 
and ready kindness of that most attentive of 
“gentlemen in front,” Mr. J. F. Potter, breaks 
the matter gently, and it was under his wing I 
commenced my round this week. I found the 
Olympian Quintette attempting to blow the 
oh: roof off the 4 =F) 

handsome 7 


Tux TivoL..—STYLs 
AND (BARAT )TORR. eed pe. 


lately settled iteelf down in the 
classic Strand. There can be no 
question of the ability of this 
combination to “sing out.” The 
songs of the Sisters Reed are the 
songs of silliness, but their danc- 
ing is the dancing of daintiness 
and delight, not new, perhaps, bat 
nice and neat. I've no doubt 
are, as they assert, “the Idols of 
Broadwe-ey,” particularly if the - } 
ag A eel we Tr = ; PUL Pa " Pa Yoru 
lac u voOL.— wre AT o A ToOrRG 
Miss Amy Lyster ro ge he ~ uid eo ee 
on by the refrain of one of her songs, “ Quite richt teaw.’ 









Ay Ben, —THEBE. is always less to be said 
ew for an entertainment that is 

very good than for one which 
is otherwise—consequently few words 
will fit the show at this establishment. I 
note, particularly, that the early and late 
turns are as well looked after here as the 
middle ones. Will Crackles, the three De!- 
venes, and the Sisters Lloyd open the ball, 
James Fawn and the ballet Fanetia, with 
our kittenish favourite, Mdlle. Rosa therein, 
close it—with no disrespect to the famous 
Jacobi Alhambra band, which is 
the A and Zof the whole affair. 
The middle constellation of stars 
includes Nellie L’Estrange (she 
will allow me to call her Nellie?) 
with a song somewhat out of the 
2 beaten track, about “ Poor Weak 
Woman,” which some enthu- 
siasts do not appear to relish. 
Arthur Combes (he'll allow me 


. , A ComI- 
to call him Arthur? ), wko tells CAL Ap- 
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THz ALHAMBRA. — THE 


NoBLE Savacz— is, us about a person whose blood 5 Pano, 
THE SAVAGE NOBLE. ig the “ bleuwest of the bleuw,” wee: 


is a favourite, but he’s been singing that is 


“ Carriage waite, me lord,” a Jong time now ; 
why, J heard it the last time J was ina 
music hall! Marie Loftus (she isa favourite 
of mine,so I shall call her Marie whether 
she permits it or not!) is always welcome. 
She is not without faults indigenous to her / 
profession, but she is a sound comédienne “/ 
with a lot of observation. Bruetand Riviere 
—well, they are a quaint change, and suit 
those they suit very well. They seem to have 
made a Lit here. Then there is Salandra, 
with the nimble and expert Legnani and the 
incomparable Marie to carry it through. 
A strong show. 





THE RoyvaL.—Or the 
better class of music 









hall pureand simple, I 
suppose the Royal— 
“Wes- y 
ton’s” — 
im “= of our THE ALHAMBRA.—THEB 
; cal- NAUGHTY GIPSY. 
Ae low 


adolescence—is a perfect 
sample. All that is necessary 
for comfort is at hand, but 
beyond this there is no strain- 
ing. In the bill I find firsta 
Miss Hughes. She’s a Daisy— 
in saying which I am not Miss 
Hughesing my advantages, be- 
cause she was christened s0. 
Harry Bagge (good enough to 

, do without the sack); the 
Tae RovaL—Tue PeorLe’s SKATERERS. Sisters Batchelor (reasonably 
good spinsters); Arthur Corney (known, I 
suppose, as the Bunyan of the music halls); hit 
Jennie Williams (who had sprained some- “7/47 "> (hh . 
thing and couldn't appear); The Mason(which /// fyg e#@)\)\!"\\ 
is a rattling good show by James Taylorand Ada ///// bit 
Alexandra, and not a person, and which Captain pads e UA te 
Tyler tells me will be played last presently, so /// P el 
that you may take a good impression home with ME de | \\ 
you); Henri Clarke (you know Henri Clarke!) ; Dn 9 |\ 

Spd 4 > | 
\ 
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Jessica, the Queen of the Wire (who confesses 
to nineteen years, I'm told. She may take it 
from me that she couldn't look prettier if she 
werea hundred !). Lucy Clarke must be spoken 
of alone. Nature has given her a pure, rich 
contralto voice, art has given her an excellent 
style, and common sense has given her ability 
to adapt herself to circumstances. Her sing- 
ing is a musical treat. G. W. Hanter is funny ; 
the Fletchers are clever and funny as skaters, 
and the Sisters Jonghmans sing out, even as 
the Olympians sing ont. Never mind. THE RoraL —Ksows 
Excelsior, all of you, and take no offence at 7 (WIR#) Borss. 
your best friend NESTO! 
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MARYANN SPROGGS, 
AN AUTUMNAL IDYL, 


CHAPTER II. 
THE Man's candid admission that he did aes the neue of 
ne an =, = es ees Sproggs 


lady than otherwise. 
She had been unused 
Wik to such candour in 
Bailie the past. She fancied 
ia that most people 
r would dislike the 

; name, and when they 
omitted to comment 


*/ on it, she imagined 


B po Up A ae they were dissembling. 
Bae aD i Faeis|. \ Here wasa Man who 
wee, te, eR, A knew no reason to 


aN 


<a > ~~ a b 
ee SE 
os i : { o\t re) 
4 a“ 
" . Les 
. = 
- x 
"i = =“ —— 
is 
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| AAP dissemble—he knew 
gmays =’ > not of her wealth, 
\*.- and he candidly ad- 
/°.» mitted the name was 
_., distasteful. Had he 
- ) known all the facts, 
| TA ahs i would he have been 
fd ik®~~ equally honest? Who 
A knows? 
Tom Knowlsley— 
4%.  , that is the nameof the 
aa man who wanted to 
A/Y commit suicide—was 
=y an unhappy aristocrat. 
; He had the unspeak- 
: able privilege of being 
the second son of the 
Earl of Upthespont, 
and as a consequence, 
had the undoubted 
right to hang the 
banner of “The Hon.” upon his outer walls, As everyone knows, 
the Earl of Upthespout is conspicuously hard up, and has been 
for the last century. Not that his present lordship is that age, but 
then aristocratic circumstances are so very peculiar that a duke, 
or an earl, or a marquis can be hard up long before he is born, 
and it must be admitted that the present earl has made no very 
vigorous struggle to overcome the misfortunes to which, along with 
the family estates, he succeeded on the death of his father. His main 
ambition has been to get as much money as possible out of the 


. 


ae 
ee WANE 
ARES 





oe 
eae 

- 

t 


== 






A 


~~. ( 
e* 


\ 
‘* 
™ 
. - - 
ee 
gn me 


a 
* 


; fs 
eS 2 
C 





pany had succeeded in clearing away Tom's suicidal mood, and as he 
sa was a mere plebeian girl who never saw or thought 
of contributing to the society papers, he was quite frank about him- 
self and his affairs. 

_ Maryann, on the other hand, was reticent, or, at least, diploma- 
tically truthful. She was an which was true; was staying 
in the country for health and quiet, which was true ; was sympathetic 
with Tom's misfortunes, which was true; hoped he would never 
attempt suicide any more. which was true; and was delightfally 
simple, which was doubtfully true. 

Tom thought Maryann Sproggs a remarkably attractive girl—even 
if her name was ugly ; and began to think Tom a nice com- 
panion, even thcugh he was a Man, in exceptionally moist clothes. 

By the time the two damp drippiag mortals reached the cottage 
they were good friends, could laugh at one another's jokes, and one 
another's appearance. 

But the laugh came dangerously near to being one-sided when they 
did reach the cottage. In to a demand for masculine 
clothes, the appalling reply came that there was no such raiment on 
the premises, for no man had hitherto dwelt there. 

Tom protested he would wait till his clothes dried upon him, but 
as he did so an ominous chatter from his teeth showed that the ordeal 
would be risky. 

Maryann Sproggs thought for a brief moment, then she rushed into 
her bedroom, and came forth bearing an armful of feminine mystery, 
and intimated that the Hon. Tom should proceed toa bedroom, divest 
himself of his moist clothing, and don these. 

The Hon. Tom protested. 

Maryann Sproggs insisted, and the Hon. Tom consented. 

In a quarter of an hour Maryann returned to the parlour looking 
charming, and in a few minutes more the Hon. tom, entered in 
petticoats, looking like a bag of sawdust, till he was pulled straight. 

Maryann laughed till she cried; Tom frowned till he laughed, a 
period considerably hastened by a steaming tumbler of toddy which 

n insisted upon his drinking. 

The landlady sniggered when came into the room, and the 
servant who served tea outraged all the ene by retiring to the 
lobby at intervals, and indulging in a fit of hysterics. 

As Tom became more comfortable, he ignored the laughter, even 
though it was at himself, and much of it was from a pretty girl. It 
was arranged that he could stay all night at the cottage, but an 
appalling thought struck him—what was he to do on the morrow? 
Would his clothes be wearable, even if dry ? 

Maryann solved the trouble by suggesting that he should write to 
his city lodgings for clothes, when they would probably be delivered 
at the cottage next evening. 

Tom wrote. 

Then Tom settled to a quiet talk with Maryann Sproggs, whom he 
decided in his own mind to be quite a nice girl. 


(To be continued.) 





estates, and to maintain the dignity of the family name, as well as 





the Crown and Constitution. The 





eldest son, Lord Knowlsley, of _=§ |{ 
course, had a fairly decent allow- 
ance, and could get more from the 
Jews, at about 50 per cent., on the 
strength of his ultimately becom- 
ing the Earl; but the Hon. Tom 
was ty had an allowance of two | 
hundred a year, had debts to the | 
extent of two thousand, had just | 
failed to pass his army examina- | |= ~ == 
tion, had quarrelled with his | 
Radical aunt, from whom he had | 
mpectniions, and had just received | 
& letter from the Earl of Upthe- | 
Spout, intimating that hemight go | 
to the devil by any road he chose. | 
Tom had taken a train to any- | 
where as a preliminary to thinking 
out what road he should choose, 
and = pon chosen water as 
g as any—perhap3 
better, as water is believed 
place fe whi h the tel Upthe. 
ich the - 
Spout had sent — any 
Pape: factsastowhyshe had had | 
7 Privilege of fishing the Hon. | 
om Knowlsley out of the water | 
pong learned by Maryann Sproggs | 
Q the walk towards the cottage | 
- ere Maryann lived—where it was 
noped 0 would obtain:dry cloth- 
ig. he drenching . 
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TIME’S UP! 





Hie — ‘1 FEEL VERY JOLLY TO-NIGHT—THOROUGHLY WOUND UP, You Know!” 


She (very sleepy). —“I SHOULD HAVE THOUGHT THE CONTRARY, FOR YOU DONT SEEM 70 GO!” 


A Margate Idyl. 


SIxce summer time started, escaping light 
hearted 
From London in search of salubrious sport, 
Vest numbers have daily to Margate come 
gaily 
And made, for the season, their homes on 
the Fort. 
And many a sweet maiden has sought the 
sweet Aidenn, 
But judges of beauty must fully agree 
That for charms fascinating and wit cor- 
uscating, 
The Flower of the Fort is fair Kitty Macree! 
Here blissfully ramble, with frolic and gambol, 
A legion of nymphs on the Lydian shore ; 
Here mashers, reclining, are calmly entwining 
Their arms round the forms of the girls 
they aciore, 
Here beautiful faces, symmetrical graces, 
And nondescript charms, the observer may 





REE | 
But amidst all the fair ones, the rezally rare 
ones. 
The Bs le of the Be ‘ .s my ; tty Macre« ' 





What time I meander, and proudly philander 
With Kitty Macree on the pleasuresome 
ier, 
All the maidens there strolling, with eyes 
wildly rolling, 
Cast envious looks on my damoeel dear. 
And each swell who advances by lingering 
glances 
oor his unspeakable envy of me ; 
For, with smiles so delicious and ways &0 
capricious, 
The Pride of the Pier is my Kitty Macree! 


What time we go dancing and merrily pranc- 


in 
kroondl the fair ballroom of gay Cecil 
Square, 
No heart beats so blithely, no form moves 
so lithely 


As hers mid the myriad enchantresses there. 
Thus my summer vacation brings glad relaxa- 
tion 
Of conjugal serfdom—the captive is free. 
Since the past is unpleasant, I'll live for the 
present ; Macree ! 


a 


of my Heart sha!) 


The 


| 
| 








The bright hope is banished, the gay dream 
has vanished, 
A cloud has obscured the cerulean sky ; 
For my wife has just caught me with Kitty, 
and taught me 
A lesson I ne’er shall forget till I die! 
And by this time to-morrow, in sadness and 
sorrow, 
En route for my home and my doom If 
shall be ; 
And, till death overtakes me or reason forsakes 


me, 
The Bane of my Life will be Kitty Macree! 








Essence of Romance.—No. VII. 
EXPERIENTIA DOCET. 


“* ComE, fly with me,” the rover cried, 
“ My dark is on the shore” ; 

To which the modest maid replied, 
“T fear your dife much more. 


“ A bark once bore me o’er the sea, 
A bite once made me weep ; 

Twice bitten I would fain not be, 
So safe on land will keep.” 
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THE SMOKE-HUNTRESS. 
ui (See letters in the newspapers, from indignant ladies, anent smoking.) 
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“There be is! I have you now, you villain!” she yelled. And she was through the window. “Smoking, ma'am?” mid pocr Mr. Bronn-Kytiss. “Bless 
with one determined bound, my soul, 1 never smoked in my life. It would make me dreadfully sick—I should n ver 
recover!" “Ha!” she murmured, “A man who doesn't smoke! A respectable male at 
ast. Ism yours, genth stranger choose between meand a pipe.” Poor Kytiss turned 
pace, ¢ pipe, please |” he murmured, faintly. 
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THE SPREAD OF MONOMANIA. 


WHAT a beautiful and refreshing thing it is to come across @ person 


with an idea. 

Full of this thought, we set out the other day to mix with our 
fellow creatures and re- 
fresh ourselves by listen- 
ing to, and reflecting 
upon, their ideas. For 
this is especially the age 
of ideas, mostly grand. 
We had not gone far 
before we came upon one 
—the first person we met 
—in whose eye beamed 
that peculiar and fervid 
light which unfailingly 
betokens the presence of 
an idea, We stopped, 
and joyfully allowed our- 
selves to be wedged into 
»  & corner by the possessor 


er = ++ Ao NG of an idea. He lost no 
% 


, - i > “T’ve ; vs) 
say 2 AF - time. ‘I've just been 
a « ’ i") memorializing the 


’ 


(jueen,’ he gabbled 

rapidly, “about thes 
Sunday bands. What a disgraceful, criminal, sinful and awful state 
of things we have arrived at, when our senses are shocked by the 
sight of a British crowd—a Christian crowd—listening to a band 
playing secular music, on a terrace, on the Sabbath! It is the 
crying evil of the age, sir; and must be puta stop to at any cost. 
It is the only topic to be thought about—the one subject which ought 
to occupy the attention of serious and sober minds,” 

He continued thus for three-quarters of an hour, at the end of 
which time he had proved that the sole object of the creation and 
existence of the universe was to put a stop to Sunday bands on 
terraces—the origin of all crime. 

We were much refreshed, of course; but we thought we should like 
to listen to another idea, just for a change. We broke away; and 
when we had gone three steps we were fixed into another corner by 
another party with an identical light in his eye. 

‘ I've just been memorializing the (;overnment about public houses,” 
he eaid, “ What an awful, shameful! and disastrous thing it is that this 
liquor trade is allowed in a (Christian land! Sir, it is the origin of all 
crime. If men would devote their whole minds and souls to this on 
subject, there might be some hope for the world.” After half an hour, 
we broke away once more, to go another three steps and get pinned 
aguinst a lamp-post by a third party with a light io his eye. 

“Sir,” he said, “I have just been memorializing the Home Sec- 
retary about compulsory vaccination. What a barbarous, inhuman, 
degraded thing it is that vaccination should be compulsory! If the 
whole nation could only be persuaded to concentrate its attention 
and its faculties, not to mention its crushing indignation, upon this 
theme—it is the one theme which it behoves every man living——”’ 

We broke away and succeeded in arriving at the corner. Here, 
however, we were pulled up by a fourth idea-laden individual. 

“T've just been memorializing the Home Secretary,” he said, 
“about the muzzling order. Why, sir, ina country which calls iteelf 
advanced and enlightened, what a relic of barbarism it is that my 


dog—my doy '—should be com 





Dew ila eg 


— 
* 


> 


’ 


pelled to wear a muzzle, which he does 
not approve of, just to save a paltry few dozen persons from the risk 
of hydrophobia! I tell you, if everyone among us would only make 
it his sole aim and object to abolish the muzzling order oa 

Ayain we escaped, but only to be caught, the third door away, by 
another of ‘em. ei 

“I've just been memorializing the Secretary for War about the 
desirability of allowing me to go round the yards and destroy all the 
big guns, and ships of war and things. If the whole of humanity 
would simply insist upon a genera! disarmament 7 

We fled again. We were beginning to get uneasy about our brain 
holding out under the strain. With a wild effort we dodged another 
enthusiast, but were caught in the arms of the next. 

“ Sir,” he said, “I have been memorializing the Government about 
Verpetual Pensions. What a crying evil it is that——” 

We bit and scratched wildly and burst away with rent garments. 
We were dodged by another of ‘em. ; 

“I have been memorializing the authorities about the sea serpent,”’ 
he screamed. With a ma: effort we threw ourselves at him, head 
foremost, and broke through. Then we fled, giving our whole soul to 
it. Over hedge and ditch, through copse, shops, churches, rivers, 
oceans, fire and blight we rushed madly and breathless!y on, pursued 
by ten thousand monomaniacs, each with a light in his eve. The air 
was full of ‘em, buzzing and humming about, memoriali ing some 
bo ty avout something 


B+ 





By a circuitous course, hundreds of miles in length, we reached our 
private office and banged to the doors of solid bronze, smashing some 
dozen monomaniacs like flies in the act. Then we threw ourselves, 
exhausted, on a couch and rang the bell. 

“ Bring us,” we sobbed, feebly, “an idiot—a complete, full blown 
idiot from Earlswood, without a single idea on any subject. We 
want to talk with him and be soothed !”’ 








A Short Life (?) and a Merry One. 

SwEAT? Bless you, no! Let the ignorant sweat ; 
As for me, I am proud to declare 

That I’m clever enough a good living to get 
Without turning so much as a hair. 

I ean feast like a prince, I can lounge like a swell 
In luxurious slippers and gown, 

And my heart is as blithe as a gay marriage-bell 
With its Hey-derry, down-derry, down ! 


Though I pose as an exquisite masher all day, 
Yet I mash in the night-time more hard, 
For when visits nocturnal to gentry I pay, 
And go modestly through the back yard, 
And when, haply, some house-dog, low-born and ill-bre, 
On my presence dares darkly to frown— 
Then I mash it to death with a blow on the head 
And a “ Hey, doggie, down, doggie, down !” 


A nice penny I get from bezique and roulette, 
I vo in for écarte. ad Lih.: 

But the game I can play in most masterly way 
Is undoubtedly (cracking a) crib. 

Just “turn up” with your “ flush,” “ makea run,” and the } 
[s all o'er: or perchance if some clown 

Of a slop should ap-* pair,” give him “ one for his nob,’ 
With a * Hey, Bobbie, down, Bobbie, down!” 


Now, harkye, my friend! I will breathe in your ear 
(For I'm pretty well sure you won't lag) 
Why the coast to us Sikesites is always so clear 
For obtaining unlimited swag. 
It’s because the good laws so benign to us are 
As to give their “ limbs” boots so confoun- 
Dedly big, that we hear them distinctly afar 
Crying “ Hey, plank us down, plank us down!” 


By some wonderful chance, in a decade or so, 
Legislators may open their eyes, 
And such soft silent shoes on the slop may bestow 
That the slop can the sinner surprise. 
And if that game be played (though I’m not much afraid) 
Then my halcyon days will be flown, 
And I'll cheerfully drop from the Monument’s top 
With a Hey-derry, down-derry, down ! 





UGLINESS,—The refuse of personal competition. 
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My Sonnet. 


NoT very many years ago 
I wrote a rather clever sonnet, 
And listened, with my cheek aglow, 

To various criticisms on it. 





My friends, less critical than kind, 
Informed me I was born a poet, 
And left all rivals far behind— 
That sonnet was enough to show 
it. 
They owed it to themselves and me 
On such a subject to be candid ; 
The world would very quickly 
see 
That “poet” on my brow was 
branded, 


[| took their kindly meant advice 
And wrote a book for publica- 
tion ; 
‘Twas published at a modest price 
Too small to bring remuneration. 


The critics did not long delay 
To scarify my modest verses ; 
The kindest wrote, “ We cannot 


say 
If style or thought or form the 
worse is,” 
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It cost me over forty pounds 
To learn that I was not a poet ; 
But now, on most substantial 
grounds, 
Without the slightest doubt I 
know it! 








A BOWL AND A RUBBER. 
Mercy (his sister),— Do you know, Fred, what Madge was just saying? That if she couldn't play 
lawn tennis better than you, she wouldn’t play at all.” 
Fred (who knows when he’s nettled).—“ By Jove! did she, though? Well, I’m glad to see—by the 
way she has settled herself in that hammock—that she so well knows the quality or her own playing.” 








THE CLANG OF THE CLOCK TOWER. 


THE appearance of a mermaid at Deerness, and of a controversy in 
the Daily Telegraph, are sure and certain signs that the Session is 
over, 

The net result of legislative work is wofully small. The Directors’ 
Liability Bill would have been a measure creditable to the Session if 
it had not been so ferociously maimed by the Lords, a good many of 
whom are guinea pigs. The hardship of the Statutes for the Distri- 
bution of Intestates’ estates, in cases of the widows of deceased 
persons who left small estates and large families, has been remedied 
by a measure of the Home Secretary's creation, whereby the widows 
will take the whole of estates under £500 in value. The Bedfordian 
locks, bolts and bars Bill is aleo a good measure to have got through, 
only, as in the case of the Local Taxation Bill, the Compensation 
clause has spoiled its beauty, and in this case there was no cutting 
out. Foreign affairs look rosier than they have done for a long time. 
Lord Salisbury has practically scored all round in the negotiations 
with Portugal, France and Germany. As to America, Mr. Blaine, no 
doubt, by this time sees that though bluster towards John Bull may 
be a very good trump card to play in the estimation of a certain Anti- 
Anglian section on his side, it isa card that won't take tricks, or 


honours either, over here, It is to be hoped, however, that that which 
darkened the political horizon in the Behring Sea, has passed over, 
and that the troubled waters are now becalmed, Sir George 
Campbell heads the score so far as speeches go, this being about the 
only respect in which Sir George has scored, 

And now, for a brief space, silence takes the place of the Clang of 
the Clock Tower. The members who have failed to catch the 
Speaker's eye will deliver to their constituents those orations which 
otherwise would have electrified Europe. Those who have voted 
“cross” and those who have not voted either way sufficiently often to 
satisfy the intelligent constituents that have returned them, will be 
compelled to have recourse to that affability and urbanity which, in 
s0 many cases, is put aside like a tourist suit on return to town. 
Ministerial and Opposition benches are empty ; silence reigns supreme 
where late there was Isabel; the chamber wherein the Speaker pre- 
sided is given over to the lady who dusts the seats and shakes the 
mats, and—the country seems to get along as well as ever, 








ABRIDGED JOURNALISM.—The functions of the Press from th« 
Bow Street magistrate’s point of view. 











OUR TRADESMEN’S ADVERTISING COLUMN. 
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DRESS small things, 


"Allo !-Path-os ! 
(Dr. Brudenell Carter has been writing 
rcathing things about Hommopathic prac 
titioners.] 
Dr. BRUDENELL CARTER writes 
quite like a Tartar, 
Re Homeeopathic M.D.s— 
He pooh-poohs their pretensions, 
and (causing dissensions) 
Would not give them fees-ible 
fees, 
In fact, his wild outburst (a sort 
of emetic), 
If 'twere not so extreme 
As mere bragging to seem 
Would by many be fancied quite 
Hom eopath-etic. 
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W Hy are black folks always smil- 
ing?— Kecause they are always 
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Hepzibah, Adolphus and Quirgie. 
Three respectable members of the 


British public. 


fr" 
Sy 
ie 
is “NY 
ys 


Excitement of the Natives. 


“ALAS, POOR YORICK!” 





Their worthy mother, who gave 
them a whole halfpenny, all al once, 
to b ly * weetetuff with. 


Collision and Impact. 


A CAMP OUT, 


IIL.—THeE NIGHT. 


"TWAS the barge line ! 


Dripping with water, taut and trim, it struck Jones on the nape of 
the neck, and down he went, nose forward on Brown's toes. Then 


Brown had it on the head. 


‘Twas not pleasant. Still, it had not proved a spill. 
“Thames hequator,. Crossing of the line, guv'nor!” said the gay 


and cheerful bargee. 


Reader, have you ever sought to gather from the bosom of the 


stream the floating away scull? 

“ Back water, loonatic! Hold on, 
I')] get the boat hook.” 

“ You!” said Jones. Words 
could not have expressed it suffi- 
ciently. 

But when the shades of evening 
gathered round, all things were not 
as 6jcare as they might have been. 

“We'll camp out up the little 
stream at Chertsey, under the trees, 
beyond the little bit of bridge.” 

“T thought you'd want to go 
there. The water's about as good 
as a yard anda half of the Kegent's 
Canal with a dash of asafcuctida in 
it. Just as you like, though. I 
6Uppose you've got a friend in the 
funeral line you want to get a com- 
mission from!” 

They pulled up that charming 
little bit of water. 

The friendly branch swept off 
their caps. The bank butted vio- 
lently on the nose of the fragile 
gig. 

“There'll be about two pound 
n repairs be! re we vi eed the 


Mr. Pygmalion Jones, Socialist and 


member of the Bloodthirsty anti- 


Royalist League, 


Takes his stand, and denounces the 
whole framework of society. 





And excitement of the 3 R.M.B.P. 








“You might just as well have come out ina coffin. It would have 
saved them buying one after I was drowned.” 
Then the friendly midges, disturbed from their calm repose, came 


out and bit them freely. 


And the cheerful toad went slap into the water. 
And sweet was the evening air with the fragrant, decaying dock 


leaf. 
Brown leapt on the bank. 
‘Throw the painter.” 


Jones did, and it struck him gai 


(re) | 





ly on the proboscis. 

“You !” said Brown. 

Then he caught hold of that 
painter. Then he pulled it up so 
sharp that Jones sat sudden like in 
the bottom of the craft. 

“You !”’ said Jones. 

Then they got the things out of 
the boat. Then they set up the 
simple tent. 

Then they got out the simple 
petroleum stove. 

Then Brown swore as Jones 
emptied the stuff over his well 
bleached flannels. Then Jones 
swore as Brown dropped the fuzee 
on his jersey. 

Then was produced the dear old 
sugar cured ham which Jones had 
bought, and was, as he said, boiled 
to a tick. 

“ Boiled toa tick,” quoth Brown. 
“ There's a good deal of tick about, 
or you would never have bought 
that old chunk of tombstone for 
ready money.” 

This caused more words, 

Then a voice was heard : 


mt ha’ sa ; o 7 
YW Dat are you a-doing on here 
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A Burns-ing Question. 
Fun isn’t much given to blushing— 
To blush for compatriots, thatis— oni 
But lately deep blushes came rushing — - 
All over his fine featured phiz. 
And the reason he felt so ashamed was 
That (ah, and it gave him a wrench) 
He read that, although he so famed was, 
John Burns must go back to his bench. 


Man’s not perfect, we know,—and he’s 
In modern political life— {less ro 
But Burns did fine work (all confess so) 
In the Labour v. Capital Strife. 
If ever a man worked sincerely, 
Brave John did, oppression to quench, 
Men appeared then to value him dearly, 
And to pay him the wage of his bench. 


Three pounds weekly was not too 
excersive 
For thousands of men to subscribe 
For one whose strong views s0 pro- 
gressive 
Ennobled the badge of his tribe. 
You workmen professed to respect him, 
For your cause bold John ne'er did 
blench ; 
Yet ungratefully now you neglect him, | 
So he needs must go back to the bench. 


And strong County Councilling duties 
Has he done for the dole you 
allowed. 
He is not of the gang that seek booty— | 
No, with more pluck and truth he’s 
endowed. 
Not all who profess to help workers’ 
sow solittleto Fortune, proudwench, | 
So, if wise, of your “subs” don’t be | 
shirkers, [bench? | 
Why waste honest Burns at the | 
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JUST SO. 


Fond Wife.—“ What causes you to borrow trouble so much, John?” 
John.—* The inability to borrow anything else. 


” 








“THE last time I ventured on taking a pinch of snuff,” said Jones 
who wouldn’t exaggerate to get a silver teapot testimonial, or to be 
elected on the County Council, “I sneezed that hard that the coppers 
struck so violently against the stray silver and bunch of keys in my 
trousers pocket that a sudden galvanic action was set up of such a 
tremendous force that it ran up my spinal vertebrz into my brain, and 
it was two hours, ten minutes and four and a half seconds by a stop 
watch before they could bring me to—that’s the truth, sir!” 











A City Clerk. 


THERE are but few who tread this earth 
In whom is found the combination 
“Po em Of gentle blood and moral 
worth, 
Improved by Oxford’s 
education. 
I’m one of these; but For- 
tune’s frown 
Has made of mea mark 
for pity ; 
From haughty rank I have 
come down 
To being “something in 
the City.” 













“I. am a viscount’s second 
son, 
We've lots of rank, but 
little money, 
And brothers coming one 


by one, 
My prospects by degrees 
- looked funny : 
= And as my noble mother 
still 
= i Fresh pledges to her lord 


keeps giving, 
My income'’s dwindled down to nil, 
5o now I've got to earn my living ! 





Tor ” 


PISCICULTURE.—Fishing for an “ invitation. 


ss | RRESPONDENTS.—The Editor does not bin 
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Proof Positive. 
[A writer in a contemporary says that the beauty of English girls is declining. 
* Bohémienne,” in Woman, denies this, and, as proof to the contrary, refers us to 
“a group of three sisters, with no particular beauty in their faces, but tall and well 
formed.’’} 
YE slanderers, who dare asseverate 
That the beauty of our English girls is waning, 
| Pray come with me, and hear me demonstrate 
That no just cause exists for your complaining. 
Behold yon maiden seated at her desk— 
No trace of handsomeness her face possesses ; i, 
But she is tall and straight and Junoesque, Rie 
Red nosed, red palmed, endowed with 1e4, red tresses. 
So, ignorant detractors, cease your whining, 
The beauty of our girls is NoT declining ! 


Within her sacred bower a damsel stands, 

And really she can claim no special beauty ; 
Yet notice how, beneath her nimble hands, 

The rouge and paste and powder do their duty. 
Then gaze at her again, as forth she goes, 

And hear each masher madly make confession 
(As on her face an amorous glance he throws) 
That she is exquisite beyond expression | 
And stop, base cynics, stop your base maligning— 
The beauty of our girls is NoT declining ! 


Come with me at the witching hour of night, Ne 
When from the “ pubs,” reluctant crowds are crawling, Ps 
And notice how, in fierce and furious fight, 





Two amazons are on the pavement sprawling. if 
You say you see no beauty there? Oh, fie! a ial 
Observe ye, as they ply the vengeful tussle, ‘6 eo 
The blood red lips, the bonnie black, black eye, +< 


The mighty thew and well developed mascle, 
And own that, spite of your insane repining, 
The beauty of our girls is NoT declining ! 








j —= 


A MAN is known by the company he keeps, and when you see him 
in the small hours arm-in-arm with a lamp-post you may be tolerably 
certain that particular gentleman has not been to Exeter Hall to 
spend a happy evening. 
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THE ZEPHYR ON THE SEA. 
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Tory Trippers.—(S£e Carrooyn.) 


TO a part of the Continong 
Where the natives all cry, “ Marchong!” 
Old Mortalitee 
And Lord Salisburee 
Have gaily gone tripping along. 
Then sing we a rollicking song, 
And bang on the gleesome gong, 
Since Salisbury with 
The steady old Smith, 
Now revel ong Continong ! 


Some tell us (but O, how wrong! 

That these two and their muddling throng 
Made Britannia cry, 
“QO, fudge! O, fie! 


(A nd-sfand, e/hen why The aicke res 
, 4 ta ; ait 
sir, where & fancy you could Rid thal more eas:i/—Ohdear me! Gini you say #0 belive 5"! 











They've been pottering here too long!” 
And that finding the public too strong, | 
They quitted their land’s Bon Tong 
And jumped at the chance 
To go mashing La France, 
And so 'scaped (for a time) Bull's thong. 


Just Out.—One Shilling. Post-free, 1/2. 
““‘LOAFING AND LOVING,” 
By the Author of **My NEIGHBOUR NELLIE.” 
unced by the Press to be the Most Entertain- 

ing Shilling’sworth of the day. 

FULLY ILLUSTRATED. 


Pr Td 


If this statement be right or wrong 
Matters not one halfpenny song, 
’Tis enough that their flight 
For a while gives delight, 
So let the bells ring ding-dong ! 
We'd not mind if they'd gone to Hong Kong 
(Anywhere where the distance is long) ; _ 
But they may get the sack 
When they chance to come back 
From their rollick eng Continong. 


ONE PENNY. 
~FUNS” FUNNY SPECIAL 
SUMMER DAYS. 


Over Fifty Humorous Pictures, and lots of 
Amusing Reading. 
OFFICE, 153 FLEET STREET, E.C. 
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SLASHHS AND PUFFS. 


HE Prrece or WALES’—The thea- 
trical world wakes from a long sleep, 


























































—for nearly a fortnight has it been 
snoozing—the insatiate theatre-goer 
(there’s one of him in the initial) 
leaps joyously to his feet and makes for 
his stall, and the critic-man rouseth him- 
self for the fray once more with groans. 
There is no more unhappy man than the 
critic-man in all the world, and discontent 
with his lot is his daily and nightly 
companion. When there are no new 
plays he gnashes his teeth and wails 
aloud, thirsting for occupation, while 
the ink dries at ite fount and the word 
of bitter satire fades from his memory. 
He nearly commits suicide with the 
pruning-knife, which is always within 
reach of his hand to offer to luckleas 
authors. And when histrionics “rule 
lively,” and a drama per evening with a 
triple depth of matinées every afternoon 
is the rule, his soul is yet unhappy, and he groans and grunts more 
loudly than the hissing, creaking and thumping machines amid 
which his toileome days and nights are passed, Such is the critic- 
man—a sketch from life! 






YET the critica—how brown their faces are just now! and how they 
excuse themselves bashfully for negligé costume by confessing, asa 
thing of surprise, that they are doing a little holiday up river, by the 
sca, inland or where not !—assembled faithfully in Coventry Street, 
the other evening, to fearlessly do their duty by Messrs, Burnand & 
Bisson's Captain Thérese. Nestor, ever in the van in doing his duty 
on such occasions, fearlessly asserts that the show is about as bad as 
comic opera usually is on first nights, and badness can’t get very 
much lower than that; and he also asserts, with equal fearlessness 
and hie usual don’t-care-a-hang-what-other-fellowsa-thinkness, that in 
about a week's time (from the start), when, say, half the dialogue has 
been discarded and some of the story is allowed to squeeze through 
into sight, it will be the kind of thing of which it is even betting 
whether the B.?. will “take it on,” as the phrase goes, or “let 
it slide.” The circumstance of its 
opening the autumn season, when 
most theatre-goers have had a little 
rest and come with fresh appetites 
to their favourite fare, is in its 
favour and may perhaps turn the 
scale, 





I'm glad it is no part of my duty 
to tell the story of the piece; it 
could only be got at by treating it 
as an archwological subject, and 
balancing probabilities. Things 





happen, and people come on 
: and off—in fact, I never saw 
more comically innocent con- 
struction, even in a “ boof” 
. (though, perhaps, comicality 
of all sorts is not out of place 
in @ comic opera), but the 
‘ only solid points that I could 
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grasp in the first act were, ~~ a 7] 





time, Hayden Coffin alone seems conscious of possible danger, and 








THE PRINCE OF WALES’.—GOT A COLD! NO 
WONDER, GOING ABOUT OUT-DOORS IN THAT 
SHORT SKIRT AND WITHOUT A HaT! 


seeks to avoid infection 
by burrowing down the 
back of the young lady’s 
collar, and osculating her 
shoulder blades (awful 
disease—osculation of the 
shoulder blade!). Also, 
Mr. Coffin sang a gay 
song with the usual “ go” 
and the usual encore, 
Next thing that struck us 
was an imitation of the 
Convent Song in Favart, 
sung by the new-comer, 
Miss Attallie Claire,witha 
good style,a bad enunci- 
tion, a little nervousness 
and a small, sweet voice, 
obviously Attallie incap- 
able of lasting through a 
long singing part. 


SUDDENLY, this young 
lady appeared in tights— 
and appeared very charm- 
ingly. Tapley’s clothes 
had evidently been sent 
to the wash and shrunk ; 
she had probably appro- 
priated them as of no 
further use to the owner. 
Then came a song, ele- 


gantly entitled ‘“ Transmogrification,” with a central idea much 


better done in 7rial by Jury, in which a 
chanoinesse explains her reasons for also 
adopting tights. My notion is that she was 
struck with the noble figure cut by her com- 
panion in her new costume, and, feminine- 


like, determined to “‘ have one like it.” 


A soRT of duet, in which Mr. Coffin sings 


and Miss Brough- 
ton dances, which 
is good but doesn’t 
deserve a double 
encore, marks 
point one in the 
second act. Next 
comes Ashley in 
something of his 
old form. After 
this, I observe that 
Mr. Coffin must 
be a member of 
some secret 60- 
ciety, as he wears 
alll nen Cie — a huge "i163." 
TE Tere ALRY = his chest, Then 
BER, Miss Broughton 
makes me jump by 
before mentioned, and declaring that she 
must practise her dancing, she thereupon 
obliged us with a thrilling kick-up with a 
military flavour (something after the style 
of Miss Sylvia Grey in Frankenstein) 
which I really think no M.C. would 
permit in a ballroom after the firet two 
seconds. The only other incident of con- 
sequence I noted in this act was that 
Thérése disguised herself in the wrong 
cloak. It now being eleven P.M., and the 
noisy clague of this establishment (being 
laid on a little too heavily this time) 
having provided me with a huge headache, 
I took it home for treatment, and left 
Thérese to struggle on without me. I 
hear she got through before the following 
evening. 





THE company generally being well up 
to known form call for no particular 
comment, 
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OD THE PRINCE OF WALES'’.—THE 


OOOK AND THE OOIN. 


referring toa ball never 





THE PRINCE OF WALES’.— 
Dramatic Critic (log.).—We 
don't come off easily as it 
is, but what would they 
think if we were to write 
exact what toink 
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MARYANN SPROGGS, 
AN AUTUMNAL IDYL. 





CHAPTER III, 





+ Qetse Wa YY DY oe 
WN Sr aX RABE Hox. Tow 
SS SSS ZN \} KNOWLSLEY 
se >” slept, but not 
. gpoundly, 


that night, 


BOs 


fh 
{\ 


A istur y 
he fitful dreams, 
. which made 


him start a- 
wake at inter- 
vals,most of the 
night. Now he 
was tossing in 
the water ofa 
stormy ocean, 
helplessly buf- 
feting amid a 
wasteof waters; 
a mermaid, 
seated on a 
lifebuoy, ap- 
peared, and, as 
she hauled him 
into compara- 
tive safety, she 
softly mur- 
mured that her 
name was 
Sproggs. He 
was at the Der- 
by, and had betted heavily against the favourite, which was making 
all the running; gradually an outsider crept forward, and, as it 
neared the winning post, he caught a glimpse of a bewitching face 
beneath the jockey cap, and an excited yell broke from the multi- 
tude that Sproggs had won. Through all his restless troubles, during 
the night, it was always Sproggs in some form, and always beautiful, 
who befriended and rescued him. “ The image of Maryann Sproggs, 
as she appeared yesterday, was the first thought which flashed across 
his mind when he awoke. 

The Hon. Tom had got over the idea of looking ridiculous in 
feminine raiment. There was a sort of private-theatrical-kind-of- 
look about the proceedings which tickled the Hon. Tom’s fancy. It 
was unlikely that his clothes would be dry, and it was likely, even, if 
they were, that he would look a much more funny object in shrunk 
clothes than he would look in petticoats, Besides, he would probably 
never see Maryann again after that day. 

Tom was determined, if he was compelled to wear feminine clothes, 
to wear them to the best advantage. He was slimly built for a man. 
Maryann was rather more muscular than most women, and it was 
wonderful how nearly the clothes { 
fitted. A touch with a knife let | 
out a stitch here and there, and as 
Tom was finishing his toilet, he 
caught himself blushing in the 
mirror a8 he thought of one or two 
finishing touches he would like to 
have put. He felt feverish a little, 
and stiff from his yesterday's wet- 
ting, but he shook that offas much | 
48 possible, and as he stalked into | 
the breakfast parlour, he might 
have been taken for a somewhat 
gawky, but good looking girl. | 

; morning, Miss Sproggs,” | 
= the on, Tom, oer. al 

. } 
; “Good morning, Mr, Knowls- | 
ey, said Miss Sproggs. | 
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“My friends all call me Tom,” 
e, 


faid h 


“ M f : ” 
the — call me Mary,” was 


“ : 
May we be friends, then?” said 
Tom. 
And Mary smiled. | 
i Lawk a mussy |!’ said the land- 

“cy as she entered the room, “if They 


eV" Gon t look like CWO SISters | Fair Gne.—" What then, 


ion’t have anything & 











Fair One.—“ And so you wish | 


) BIOL 


pray | 


you were a merman / 


And so they did. Both were dark. Tom's hair was comparatively 
short; Maryann’s was worn ina ificent coil. Tom was taller, 
and gawky, but he might have toh go an elderly sister. 

In the course of the forenoon the two made wonderful progress in 
becoming better acquainted. Tom spoke frankly to Maryann as he 
never could have spoken to a fashionable lady, and Maryann was 
equally frank with Tom. 

‘‘ Mary,” said Tom, “ you have done me a great kindness,” 

‘A man with a boathook would have done it as well, but he might 
have hurt you a little with the sharp end,” said Maryann, demurely. 
“T am afraid,” said the Hon. Tom, “ you have hurt me severely.” 

“ Oh, I had to pull your hair, you know.” 

“Tt isn’t my hair that’s hurt—it's my heart.” 

Maryann merely lifted her eyebrows, and shrugged her shoulders. 

“Do you know—you are very pretty?” continued Tom, 

‘“T have been told so before,” said Maryann. 

“Oh,” said Tom, stiffly, “and you believed it?” 

‘‘ Most women do when the information is confirmed by the looking 
glass,” said Mary, blandly, 

Tom was not used to having his compliments received in this 
fashion. He was nonplussed, and tried again. 

“T suppose you have had plenty of lovers?” 

“ Dozens |” was the startling reply. 

‘But one will be more favoured than the others?” insinuated Tom. 

“No; I hate them all.” 

“Including me, I suppose ?” 

“ You are nota lover, so farasI know. You are a ‘lady’ guest.” 

“Why do you hate your lovers?” said Tom, after a pause. 

“ Because men are mercenary wretches!" said Maryann, savagely. 

* Indeed.” 

‘Yes, indeed. They will not marry a poor girl, be she ever so good 
or beautiful, and they would marry an Egyptian mummy of the 
time of Moses if she were rich.” 

“ You are only so far right, Mary. I, too,am mercenary. I would 
marry you to-morrow but I can’t afford the luxury, We would have 
no visible means of support.” 

‘ But the name of Sproggs would bean awful wrench, wouldn't it?” 

“A Sproggs by the name of Knowlsley would be as sweet.” 

* . * * 7. * 

That night a box containing Tom's clothes, arrived, together with a 
letter and a telegram—the former intimating that he had been chosen 
by the Carlton Club to contest the town of Chumpley in the Con- 
servative interest, and the latter urging him to proceed at once to 
Chumpley to prosecute his candidature, as the writ had been issued. 

Tom read both, and resolved to leave next day, as the contest, 
even if he were defeated, which was likely, might reconcile his father 
to clearing off his debts. But Tom did not leave next day, for next 
day Tom was tossing in bed in a wild delirium of fever, the result of 
yesterday's wetting. The name of Maryann Sproggs was ever on his 
lips, but Maryann was not there—she had deserted him, 

(To be continued.) 
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How would you like to live without cigars? 
" Unfair One.—*" Oh, yes, they do! 


of course | 


e under water, you know. 


7 > One.—_“ Sea wer 





—o — 







































































ee ee 


PEO hte ERT 





: 


100 FUN. SEPTEMBER 3, 18950, 





EASILY DECIDED. 


“ Doekers’ Day” at Hyde Park.—“ Here and there the procession bore with itan unconscious satire upon itself, as when a cart with an effigy of a labourer crushed 
to earth by an enormous sackful of something, contained tuen'y-three men, and was dragged ? » poor old horse, while a banner inscribed, ‘Be not like dumb, drivea 
cattle,’ foated in front.”— Newspaper, 
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THE SHOOTING SEASON.—PROPHET AND LOSS. 


furkey— EXCUSE ME, THAT BIRD'S MINE, AND IF YOU DON’T DRO! BEARD OF THE PROPHET ILL 
Salisbury.—‘“ WHAT Turkey.—* LET Y' \EEP IT. 
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“ALL OUT!” 

Lady Caller.—“ Is Mrs. MacNomad at home?” 

The New Footman,—“ No, ma'am.” 

L, C—“ Or Miss MacNomad!” 

The N. F.—“ No, ma'am ; hin fact, hall the fambly's hout exceptin’ 
me an’ cook an’ the hupper ‘ousemaid,” 





The Evolution of the Reverend Mr. Jollydog. 


(Mr. Willard, eating the short speech following his representation of /udah toa 
clerical audience, said it was advisable that the clergy should not keep apart from 
the amusements of the people.— Vide Newspapers.) 
THE Reverend A., in a domicile gay 
Where they'd find you a “ fourpenny doss,” 
May be seen every day in a jovial way 
Playing dominoes, draughts, pitch-and-toss, 
Speculation or banker, or halfpenny nap, 
With some gents of the Billin te - : 
For the Reverend A., like a sensible chap, 
Has to Willard’s advice given heed. 


The Reverend B. you ma uently see © 
In the purlieus of Fm hore Gore, 
Where with pals two or three of the lowest degree 
aun will meek] oat he lore 
— to over “the stump,” 
Then he'll " 
For the 


Bike smoke it as weed ; 

a “regular trump,” 

Has to Willard’s advice given heed. ' 

The Reverend J, the long summer day 
At the “ Hole-in-the-Wall” may be spied, 

Where, while puffing away at a dirty short clay, 
With a pot of four-half by his side, 

He with five or six Knights of the Skeleton Key 
Holds most excellent converse indeed ; 

For the Reverend J., since to Judah went he, 
Has to Willard's advice given heed. 


The Reverend O. has consented to go 
To the pleasuresome Pelican Club 

When the Bermondsey Beau and Conkiferous Joe 
Are appointed each other to drub, 








‘ 
' 


And Lares he has laid _ the Conky will knock 
Into fits his opponent with speed. 

Yes, the Reverend O, for the good of his flock, 

Has to Willard’s advice given heed. 


The Reverend Y. from his lack lustre eye 
And his fiddle long features is free, ; 
Jolly jokes he lets fly, and his laughter rings high, 
As to Rosherville weekly goes he. 
And he dances and flirts with an amorous dame, 
And he quaffs his metheglin and mead— 
Ah! the Reverend Y., with a sacrosanct aim, 
Has to Willard’s advice given heed. 


But the Reverend Z., when the sermon he read 
Which the Reverend Willard had given, 

Hang morosely his head, and dejectedly said 
That his spirit by anguish was riven. 

“T must beg all my brethren cum grano to take 
The suggestion ; for goon of our creed 

The Destroyer of Souls will a laughing-stock make, 
If to Willard’s advice we give heed!” 





~~ 





LITTLE Tommy Browne (he might with perfect propriety be called 
“Tommy Hawk,” he is so sharp) rushed up to his mother, as she was 
dosing yesterday after luncheon, and said, “ Mamma, Noah, you 
know, couldn’t have taken two of every kind of animal with him into 
the Ark, because it wasn’t till he left the Ark, you know, that he came 
upon ere a rat.” (His poor mamma, in the bewilderment of the 
moment, not knowing what else to do, at once gave herself up to a fit 
of hysterics.) 











THE POWER OF CAPITAL 
Ethel.—“T don't see why I mayn’t learn French when you do.” 


Gusie—“ Nonsense! What's the use? 
have no capacity for languages.” 


Ethel,“ Well, why can’t paps 


Mademoiselle says you 
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The Shooting Season. 
(SEE CABTOON.) 


HERE, out in the Moors of the East 
an encroacher— 
Lord Salisbury—seemeth to sniff. 
And the Old Crusted Porte deems 
his ee a mage : ade 
bang! a signs of a 
re vartridge. that’s Egypt - bred 
Salisbury clutches, 
“ Look here,” says the Landlord, 
“ Although you're a grand lord, 
Restore me that bird, Sir—your 
sauce far too much is!” 
“No fear,” says the Peer, 
With self satisfied sneer— 
“]’ll keep it—Z’ve done so for many 
a year; 
And please, bear in mind, before 
growing too warm, 
That J do not mind any Porte 
in a storm !” 


Says the Porte (by-the-by, he’sa 
rum censor morum), 
“Tis time that you kept off this 
Moor.” 
Then says Salisbury, “ Rubbish ! 
my old Cockalorum— 
I don’t bandy words with a boor. 
I don’t mean to give this bird back 
to your clutches 
Until I’m compelled to, 
By common-sense quelled, too— 
Besides, I'll improve it by various 
touches. 
So don’t be upset— 
I’m your best friend, you bet— 
Moreover J’ve said it—so further 
don’t fret ; 
Bear in mind I’m a Jingo, and if 
you retort, 
I may have to swallow you, Crusted 
Old Porte.” 
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The Ladies’ Latest. 


{Ladies are now advertising to take 
situations as “ conversation crammers "— 
for the teaching of fluency in the topics 
of the day.] 

EACH profession and each trade is 
being caught up by the ladies, 

They are swooping down on 

every occupation ; 

They are beating us at college, and 
absorbing all the knowledge, 

And the Arts they swallow up 

with animation. 

They’ve come out as wholesale 
trippers and as couriers and 
skippers, 

And now (perhaps to prove they 


Colonel Buster. 






Yankee Boss, the “ Rib Tickler.” 











are not slammers) 
They profess, with pretty prattle, to teach folks to tittle-tattle, 
And are now announced as “ Conversation-crammers.” 


They all train you (with suggestions) up to several leading questions— 
To include (some say) sage views about the weather. 
Bi athe (with proper polish) how to say “Hope you're tol- 
Ollish |’ 
And to cry, with sweetness, “Pull yourself together.” 
They will coach you up in smatters in a batch of various matters, 
By the aid of pri treatises, and grammars ; 
In fact you'll be a bright ’un—a colloquial culchawed Crichton— 
If you're trained by certain Conversation crammers ! 


If you're going to a party, and would like to seem most hearty 
And to have an easy flow of conversation, 
Tis as well to be provided with fresh topics (shrewdly guided)— 
B In that case seek these C.-C.’s education. 
ut, haply, if you’re shy men, and already bound by Hymen, 
F You will hardly need assistance from these “ slammers ”"— 
or in that case (don’t repeat it) any average wife can meet it— 
Wives are always (bless ’em !) Conversation-crammers | 





SOME CHARACTER SKETCHES. 





James was a bold Lifeguar1. 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


Sane PRInce or WALES’.—Ontting and 
compression having been freely indulged 
in, Captain Thérése ia now a far less 
irritating young person than she was 
on the occasion of our first making her 
acquaintance. It is now possible for 
“friends at a distance” to see her to 
the bitter end without unreasonable risk 
of missing last trains. Why the cutting 
and compression wasn’t done before 
production, instead of after, is one of 
those things no feller can find out—or 
rather, one of those things concerning 
which no feller cares to express an 
opinion, though a very strong one may 

pervade his bosom. With the Savoy 

Nie system before them, managers 

“S| might be expected to feel the 

' double incentive of example and 
competition—not to court disaster in this 
fashion, but they don’t seem to. 





It is really not a bad show if you don’t 
mind seeing and hearing over again things 
which are as familiar on the stage as hose 
and wigs. The music is pretty, if con- 
ventional, uninspired and overweighted 
with military strains, and there is always 
a happy, genial mediocrity about Mr. Bur- 
Tu8 Pauce or WALES'— nand’s work, as a whole, which is exhil- 

Mise A. CLAIRE, BUT No ating in its way, and he occasionally 

A. Clatre-tssment ! obliges with a real sparkle. The orchestra 

is good, the scenery quite good enough, 

the costumes exceptionally rich and intelligently designed (the bulk 
of the credit of these is 
to be laid to the charge 
of M, and Madame Alias, 
I believe), and the com- 
pany very capable. Mirs 
Claire has been more 
favourably reviewed in 
the newspapers than she 
was in the lobbies (and 
I don't say but what there 
are goo! reasons that it 
thou'd be 80), but I'm a 

brutal sort 

Corr of person, 

and always 


(i 3 \ 
jo} 4, Ray exact! 
(2° ¥ 1 











- what I 


‘eo think 
; (whatever 
it may be 
: worth), and 
: in my opin- 
\ ion the 
THE ROYALTY.—Country Plaver.—‘Ah! if 
we could only get to London, we should 





knock ‘em, / bet!” 


young lady, though a pleasing 
singer and actress, is decidedly 
not strong enough to carry a 
whole opera on her shoulders, 
which is what her task in Cap- 
tain Thérese practically amounts 
to, and as for being nervous, she 
was certainly not unduly so after 
the first plunge, and trod the 
stage and acted generally with an 
air of comfort and ease that went 
», far to obviate the tediousness which 
/ Might otherwise have set in. 


I OBSERVE now, too, that Mr. 

aed Tapley sings and acts rather in 

italics,and Miss Florence Darley's 

nice voice and unexaggerated 

Tus AUTUMN SEASON His Now Style were of good effect in several 
COMMENCED, concerted pieces, 





THE ROYALTY.—Thy performance of The Merchant of | 


Yer ; 
. . La] a ist Week Was One t those peless .foirs w 





it is 80 easy to be screamingly funny about, if you have the heart to 





THE STRAND. — “OUR 
FLATTERY —STICK IT 
up i” 500 NIGHTS 
GONE, AND MANY MORE 
TO COME. 


evening, and the actors should receive 


whatever consideration 


to, but there was an “ unrehearsed effect ”’ 


about the whole thing 


so readily excused. Miss Olive Stettith 
made a fairly acceptable Portia, some of 
the passages being very prettily and 
intelligently spoken ; indeed, the ladies— 
Miss Langley as Jessica, and Mrs. Gordon- 
Ascher as Nerissa—were, on the whole, 
fairly acceptable. Mr. Cameron’s Shylock 


make the effort. To me (when the mood ig 
on me) there is nothing so sad as the sight of 
a number of people floundering about the 
lower confines of a profession for which they 
are wholly unfitted by nature, It is the 
irony of fate, I suppose, or the eternal fitness 
of things, that dis- 
concerting acci- 
dents to the 
scenery are more 
prone to visit 
these forlorn 
mortals than any 
other class of 
performers. Such 
accidents were 
certainly not 
wanting on that 
dismal Saturday 


that entitles them 


which is not to be 





NODS AND WINKS.—The Autumn sea- 


* BOOK MAKER,” 


son may now be fairly said to have commenced, Drury Lane (as you 





"GOOD OLD BLAC 


shall fully understand 
from me next week) has 
reopened with A Million 
0f Money, and soon the 
other houses will once 
more bein full flow.—Our 
Flat has reached its 500th 
representation, and will, 
presumably, go on until it 
gets as near to the record 
of Our Boys as fortune 
will permit.—At the Grand 
another Bookmaker has 
appeared upon the scene ; 
Mr. Geo. Barrett, as 
KWOOD!’ likely a person for the 


Ist Playgoer.—* Hollo! here’s somebody saying characteras lam prepared 


Ada ltehan’s Rosalind is al) wrong.” 


Yad Playgoer.—* By Jove! 


Then, I s'pose we *9 Put my finger on. The 


can't have enjoyed it as much as we thought company which of late 


wedid ” 


backed Mr, Goodwin at 
the Gaiety now supports 


Mr. Barrett.—On the 15th inst., Miss Graham’s Company will migrate 
to the Opera Comique ; | 


The Judge goes with them, 
They say it goes very well, 


Little Jack Sheppard 
has come to the Elephant 
and Castle, with Loie 
Fuller as Jack. On Tues- 
day night Loie lost her 
voice, and the manager 
sent a cab to fetch it.— 
New business has been 
introduced into the Wild 
East at West Brompton.— 
Gilbert and Sullivan and 
Carte have been having a 
good time in the Royal 
Courts—and the costs are 


costs in the cause ! 





ae 
FINE weather favoured 
the superfine firework show Manager.—* If I don’t ask for criticism I don't 
at Mr. Brock’s Benefit at *°¢,t®8t you need give it. , 
the Crystal Palace. |] Crittc —* Lor’! How funny you acting people 
he rystal alace, C can be when you like 


was a brilliant display at 
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MARYANN SPROGGS, and they had a game, in which Tom manipulated thé spot stroke in a GEE 
AN AUTUMNAL IDYL. such a brilliant way that he quite won the undecided one’s heart. hed Shad if 
This particular undecided one, being an influential undecided one, led he) Ga 
CHAPTER IV. the other Frome ge - make up their minds that Tom was fit to ee f a 
S1x days before the polling at the Chumpley election, when the represent umpley in Farliament, ; : HF bed |e 
intelligent electors were to declare their unalterable determination to a | ps tag Diy ciceel Petes eamerted that The Tee — La a 
side tg pe a was @ person whom no one in the town knew or ever heard of before ; fag 
; polities, the and the Conservative paper praised him as a heaven-born statesman, ic iP 
Tas T Pigeon who was certain to be an honour to Chumpley and an aid to the nation. Oe 
Tusetele cen Tom began his personal canvass; he won the heart of one woman by HPS tie: | 
rane fittal the tender and careful way in which he lifted a baby from the cradle, Mee} ll 
oy hie bed id and nursed it till the woman, who was baking, had wiped the flour Ape ath 
ay Protege off her hands. If that woman's husband had failed to vote for the PRB art 
held y vidi ear Hon. Tom he wouldn’t have had the life of a dog. Deahs.| tril 
+ y In the field Tom carried everything before him ; on the second Britt 


exertions of the 
landlady and 
the servant; 
and yet on the 
arrival of the 
4.40 P.M. train 
on the evening 
of the fifth day 
before the elec- 
tion, the Hon 
Tom. Knowls- 
ley, looking as 
calm and cool 
as if he had 
never known 
what illness 
was, stepped 
out of \a first 
class carriage 
at Chumpley 
station, and 
was received 
with cheers by 

the influential 
committee, which had been formed (by a firm of solicitors) to further 
the Hon. Tom’s interests. His recovery was certainly a remarkable one. 
As Tom was escorted to the carriages in waiting, a band, secured by the 
solicitors, struck up “See the Conquering Hero Comes”; a crowd, 
led off by the office boy and hall porter of the firm of solicitors, 
burst into a storm of cheering, and the procession moved off towards 
the hotel, which had been selected as the headquarters of the Conser- 
vative candidate. The walls were plaearded with huge posters, printed 
in small type, addressed to the intelligent electors of Chumpley, and 
urging them to remember their duty. These were the work of the 











solicitors, but bore Tom’s name at the bottom of the letterpress. The 


electors of Chumpley were also in- =| 
vited, in the boldest type, to “ Vote 
for the Church and State and 
Knowlsley,” to remember that 
“The Popular Candidate is 
Knowlsley,” and to “Show their 
contempt for the Liberal trickery 
by voting for Knowlsley.” 

The Hon. Tom was to meet his 
committee that evening after 
dinner, as well as a few individuals 
who had not made up their minds, 

The meeting took place in the 
billiard room of the hotel, one of 
the firm of solicitors made a speech 
to those assembled, in course of 


SS seus 








day he was in town he visited the cricket field, where a match was to 
be played between Chumpley and a team from a neighbouring town. 
One of the Chumpley champions was unable to attend, and the Hon. 
Tom, though not a native, was, in view of his being a candidate for 
its representation, invited to play, and played so well that he saved 
the match by carrying out his bat for 38. 

That evening Tom addressed a meeting of the electors, and made 
a tremendous speech, “Give it them hot,” said the firm of solicitors, 
and the Hon. Tom gave it them hot. It was the queerest mixture of 
extreme Radicalism and extreme Toryism which had ever been heard. 
The firm of solicitors pulled Tom's coat tails in vain, he only floun- 
dered the more. Next day the Conservative paper printed the speech 
—carefully sub-edited, and the Liberal paper printed it in full with 
the comment, ‘Is this a trick to catch votes? Is it ignorance? or is 
it drunkenness?” The firm of solicitors looked glum, 

But Tom’s luck was in the ascendant. He had to address an open 
air meeting by the river side. Just as he was about to begin, a little 
boy, accidentally pushed by one of the crowd, tumbled into the river. 
In a moment Tom was off the platform and into the river, and swam 
to the bank with the dripping boy. The firm of solicitors was in 
ecstasies. The Conservative papers came out next day with, “ Heroic 
action by the Conservative candidate.” The firm of solicitors 
thought Tom's silence would be more eloquent than his speech. 

The poll was declared as: follows :— 


THE HON, TOM KNOWLSLEY (C.) - - R94 
Mr, JOSIAH TOMPKINS (L.) - - : R53 
Majority for Knovwwlsleg ° ° ‘i 


The Hon. Tom, wrapped in an enormous overcoat, had to bow his 
acknowledgments from the hotel window, and then retire quickly, as 
he was still supposed to be in delicate health. 

Half an hour afterwards the Hon. Tom was gazing into the mirror 
in the privacy of his own bedroom, and if anyone had been there, they 
might have heard him say, as he shook his head at his own reflection, 

“Maryann Sproggs, you have been a bold, bold thing; but you 
have won the fight. Heigho! I wonder how long it will take my 
hair to grow in?” [ To be continued. 
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which he told them what the can- 
didate was prepared to do for his 
country if returned, and the other 
members of the firm of solicitors 
followed in a lengthy speech, men- 
tioning what he would not do. 
Then the Hon. Tom followed with 
a few commonsense generalities, 
and the firm of solicitors led the 
cheering at places where he was 
hazy in his views, and others led — = 
at places where he was definite. = = = 
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One of the undecided individ- panna, «77 a 110 Wal 
uals wanted, humorously, to know SO MUCH DEPENDS ON CIRCUMSTANCES. ” | A a} 
what the Hon. Tom knew about bil- First Water Nymph.—“ The water's delicious this morning. Are you enjoying it? ~ wee 
liards, and the Hon. Tom offered to Second Water Nymph.—1 hardly know yet; there are some men coming down to the Leac’, bu ‘wi al it 


or one to see who they are. 


So0w him if he would have a game, they are too far off f 7 
rou 4 




















# UN . SEPTEMBER 10, 1890, 


TT 





AN INFLUENTIAL PARTY. 
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Legislative Wisdom was engaged in drafting the details of anew law. There wasa knock at thedoor. “ Pieesir,” said the servitor, “it’s Mr. Patriotism come to 


arek you not to forgit im.” “Pooh!” said Legislative W isdom ; “ what's Ae got to do with the making of laws? Tell him to go away.” 
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There was another knock, “It's Mr. Public Interests,” said the servitor. “I can't be bothered with him now,” replied Legislative Wisdom; “I tell you Im 
making a law.” 









































There was a third knock. “Mr. Fraud, sir,” sail the servitor. “Oh. yes gj isk him to step io,” said L. W 
commands any number of votes. If we didn't consider_Ais interests in the new 


“ Must open the door to Fraud. Most influential person; 
law, it would be bad for us at the next election!” 
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A-Salt-at-Arms. Higher prices would then cause commo- | We Gas So. 
AGAIN the Salt Union's mooted tion— | OF gas in penn'orths now we read 
By certain folks eager for gain, | Salt would be (as the French gay) a eel, (Good biz in economics) 
Tis a thing for mere buyers not suited, In a treble sense, too, when they'd “sold” us, But many r would be, indeed 
So Fun of the scheme doth complain. these quellers More thankful for a soun 1 chea » feed— 
Were t) rreed y Salt Unionist not 1) Wo ild rej 2 ane and then pose (so to sneak) ‘eel a‘ pst - aa - ci = fee P } ad 
I nto ¥ twere not v “0 Speas and at the price mig —— 
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[See Cartoon Verses, p. 116 
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‘THD DIARY OF A MBETEOR-ILLOGIOAL 


PROPHBT. 
SnowIne How A CAPITAL Joxe was Lost. 


Meteor-illogical Office, August 13th. 
Havina nothing particular to do this morning, thought of a 
capital joke, Was always fond of my joke; preeent position gives 
an excellent oppor- 
tunity for one. Will 
pretend to be able to 
guess what sort of 
weather is coming, 
f]| PLACE PENNY and publish my pro- 
PULL OUT phesies in the daily 
Daeawer papers. Editors like 
ANY WEATHER a good joke occasion- 
You KE ally, especially in the 
i “Silly Beason.” It’s 
. the Billy Season now, 
eo just the right time 

to try my joke. . . 
y WEATHER On reflection, have 
FoRETOLS decided that the joke 
} WHILE You is too good to keep all 


























WAIT. to myself; would be 
oiK PENCE selfish to do it, and 
ee my brother meteor- 
——_—— - ——— 


illogicalists might re- 
sent it. Havedecided 
to tell them at our office table d’héte. Communicated my plan 
for joke at table d'héte: great delight of my brother meteor-illogi- 
calists, and yells of laughter. All declared they had never heard a 
better thing in their lives, and “took it on” unanimously. We 
agreed to work together and make quite an official joke of it. Jones, 
who has charge of the November meteors in the Twinkle Little Star 
Department, suggested going carefully into details of scheme, but we 
all agreed that there was no necessity, as it wouldn't. matter what we 
cted—better make it all as wild as possible, __ 

August 14th.—I have been deputed to wait upon the newspaper 
editors and put out feelers, to eee how they liked the joke aie 
far they are prepared to back us up in it, . ° . I have 
really met with —_ unexpected success among the editors: they 
are one and all delighted. 

Editors are quite hand in glove with us. Have undertaken togive 
our Weather Prophecy a prominent place in the paper, and even to 
comment gravely upon itin the columns. All of us in high glee. 

August 15th.—Early morning. Could not sleep all night for 
thinking of our first “ Weather Forecast” (we've decided to call it 
that)—more official eort of word than “ Prophecy” or “ Guess.” 

How late the paper is, to be sune—oh t No, perhaps he isn’t, 
after all, as it’s only just four A.M. yet. 

8 a.m.—Ha! the paper-boy at last! Now let's see—where—ah, 
here it is, in the third page—yes, and actually headed “ Daily News- 
twister Weather Forecast"! Now for a treat :—* South-north gales, 
veering to east-westerly later, with much snow and thunderbolts. 
Temperature probably fifty degrees below freezing point. Later, 
colder and more stormy.” There now—that's rery funny! That isa 

joke! Shall take a walk round and see the public scream with 
ughter. Now, here's a stout, comfortable looking gentleman just 
about to open his Newstwister ; he looks as if he would appreciate a 
7 (tall good joke. There's a 
( A Alii merry twinkle in bis eye, 
and a little curl at the 
corner of his mouth— 
yes, our “ Forecast" has 
caught hiseye. He—eh? 
he doesn't seem amused, 
though! He is reading 
it quite seriously | Good 
beavens! he is looking 
up doubtfully at the 
sky, and shaking his 
head! Why—mercy on 
us! he goes into the hall 
and takes down his 
thickest overcoat, and 
picks up his umbrella, 
and wraps a comforter 
round his throat! Oh! 
surely he can't be serious !—this must be Ais joke! How could he 
believe in such weather in August! 

Eh? why, good heavens! the temperature is falling in an extra- 
ordinary way! Why, if it isn't registering fifty degrees below 
freezing point! which is unusual in August, even in England. 








And—yes, here is the snow! What a very extraordinary coin- 
cidence, to be sure! Why, of course, I never had the slightest 
notion that it would freeze and snow like this—simply wrote the 
wildest thing I could think of, to increase the joke. _ 

Evening.—Have just held a hurried consultation with my brother 
meteor-illogicalists as to how we'd better treat the position of affairs 
now, it being beyond a doubt that the public treat our “ Forecast” 
quite seriously, and are delighted with it. ae 

We agreed unanimously to make a serious thing of it, as it’s just as 
well toavail one’s self of all the credit one can get, deserved or other- 
wise. Of course, we haven’t a jot more idea of the sort of weather 
that’s coming than so many street Arabs—perhaps, on reflection, we 
haven't half as much. Never mind, we've decided to just write down 
on slips of paper all the different sorts of weather we can think of, 
and shake ‘em up in a bag, and draw a few for each day. 

Here’s a whole lot of telegrams arrived from the principal news- 
paper offices. “Weather Forecast quite a success. Keep it up 
seriously. Will writearticlesonit.” . ; ° 

December 15th.—We have just drawn from the lucky bag—“ Tem- 
perature probably at blood-heat; sun will set 10 P.M. Rainbow and 
sunstroke later, veering round to north. Weather very settled, with 
thunderstorms at intervals of ten minutes.” 

H’m! This seems rather a risky forecast for December. Never 
mind ; trust to luck, as usual. ., ° ; 

March 20th.—Luck seems to have deserted us. Haven't been 
anywhere near the truth ina single forecast since middle of December. 
Never mind : Public believe in us more firmly than ever. 

Hooray! Government so favourably impressed with our uninter- 
rupted series of failures, that intend to establish a special ‘“‘ Forecast” 
office, with special jam tarts and all sorts of delicacies. Who'd ha’ 
thought it? Public deeply impressed with- our foresight; say it’s 
quite supernatural. Here's a lark! What fearful fools the Public 
must be! What would Government departments do without them |! 
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A BLIGHTED HOPE. 
Miss Gadaby (beamingly).—“ We only got home yesterday, dear, 
from seeing the Passion Play at Oberammergau, and you are the first 
person I've called on.” 

Miss Coldstone (b'andly).— So kind of you, dear, but we've be- 
come rather tired of hearing about it, The newrpapers, you know, 


ave been making such a dreadful fuss over it. 
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A NEW LAWN MOWER. 
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(1) ‘Ha! ‘A child can work it,’eh! That's the kind for me! I'll just 
ook in and tell em to send one up.”——(2) ‘‘ Um! must be a remarkably 
strong youngster in that picture. Hanged if I can move it! Here's the 
age 8 boy; he must lend a hand.”——(3) ‘‘ Won’t move yet? Here, 
ta) bs, don t stand there grinning like an idiot, come and take hold !”—— 
oa Confound you! can’t you push, you booby? Don't you know thata 
d can work a thing like this?""——(5) ‘Come up, ‘Halbert Victor,’ 
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and see what you can make on it.”—-(6) “ I should take un to pieces and 
take and ‘ammer the insides on it a bit if I was you, sir! ‘It yer thumb, 
‘ave yer? Well I never! Reg’lar took the nail off, ain't yer ?”——{7) ‘‘ Ah! 
she’s goin’ a'ead proper this journey, ain't she!”"——(8) ‘‘ There, sir! we've 
done them rows reg’lar toppin’, I calls it! Now, if you'll be guided by 
me, sir, you'll set a couple o’ rows o’ taturs along ‘ere, for it won't never 
do for a lawn no more, that’s certain.” 














hie. 


si Why not Live in the Country?” | By the way, sheee's oY mper must mention, — A Fearful Doubt. 
‘HY not live j ) - A mere little detail to tell,— bind hair. 
elous | ot eee Whoever has that good intention at Fay ga 7 ssodlga ter Bg Mees to bind, 
p Has anyone heard me object ? Must give me an income as well : When frizzled fronts are all the wear, 
ene a mansion that’s spacious, At peas 2 Se tui wie emis a And all girls’ hair is boys’ behind | 
d of the class that’s select. 
A few hundred acres of “ hediinn,” But insure me these comforts diurnal, The fashion's lovely, but I pale 








A trout-stream meandering through ; 


And joy in the country I'll find, 


With terror at the thought—oh, my | 
nF What if a new fad should prevail, 








And gaily |’ 
l gaily I ll migrate from Tooting, 
And b ithely bid Brixton ad 


INTEMPERANCE.—Stomachic insanity. 


And long hair come in by-and-by? 
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HEARD AT KEMPTON PARK{; 


Lgyptian} Pythoness.—"i\Croes: the poor gipsy’s hand wito a piece of silver, and 


she'll tell you all she knows. There's marriage in this hand.” 





. 
* 


i. 





Mrs. Highflier and Jack Poynty (together).—“ Oh! that's stale news!” 


Egyptian Pythoness,—“ Ah! but there's more besides, Cross the poor gipsy’s hand =| 
’ Gets it and goes off. 


with a piece of silver or she’! te]! you all she doesn't know,” 


ry 
ay 


Those Horrid Eky Signs! 


(There are signs visible on the horizon of public opinion, 
as expreased in the daily papers, that the particular species of 
advertisement known as “sky signs” will net be tolerated in 
this unfortunate metropolis.— Globe.) 

ForsaKInG his funning and punning, 
Old Fun began raving and ranting 
Till office boys wildly came running _ 
To see what “the guv’nor” was wanting. 
“ Remove me,” he vociferated, 
“ These quills which my jokes I indite with, 
And bring me the fire-impregnated ~ 
Steel pen which in anger I wiite with. 
And fiercely, indignantly, madly, 
I'll censure, in virulent verses, 
These sky-signs that grieve us so sadly— 
I'll blight them with venomous curses!” 


The boys, with an agonized inkling 
That Fon had undoubtedly “ got ‘em,” 
Obeyed his command in a twinkling, 
Then vanished, for fear he'd garrot ‘em! 
And he, who is famed through creation 
As being the mildest of fellows, 
First smashed, ia his dire indignation, 
The clock with an old pair of bellows, 
Then into the coal-scuttle lifted 
The cat with his boot and with curses ; 
And, last, from his cranium gifted 
Evolved these belligerent verses : 


“ Ye Britons, give vent to your feelings— 
Down, down with the dance and the pan! 
Let howlings and growlings and squealings 
Pervade the disturbed empyrean | 
How long will ye suffer thus dumbly, 
Like autocrat’s down trodden victim? 
How long in your stupor lie numbly, 
Like cat when his master has kicked him ? 
Arise ye! Up, Britons, and at ’em! 
With gruesome and wild execration 
Pour out on these sky-signs— odrat ‘em !— 
Your stern and severe condemnation ! 


‘ Let your bawling and squalling arise with 
Such madly ferocious persistence, 

That Nature must e’en sympathize with 
Your angry distress, as she listens. 

To give these foul sky-signs a ‘ wigging,’ 
Is every true Londoner’s duty ; 

For don't they prevent us from twigging 
The blue vault of heaven in its beauty ? 

Nay, have they not recently hidden 
St. Paul's from the eye of the tourist, 

And seaside enjoyments forbidden 
Alike to the richest and poorest ? 


“ Then rise, every suffering Briton, 
And howl like a myriad of demons! 
Yell each as if each had been smitten 
With fits of delirium tremens | 
These sky-signs must really be banished ! 
Why, demmit! the ghosts of those fellows 
Who in waters Noachian vanished, 
Could we but behold them, would tell us 
That even the Deluge which drowned them 
| Will soon be eclipsed altogether : 
For the sky-signs I write of—confound them !— 
Are signs of confounded bad weather! ” 
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New Leaves. 


“A PLUNGE into Space,” by Robert Cromie (Frederick Warne & 
€o.). The interest excited by the nature of this story is somewhat 
lessened by remembrance of Jules Verne’s “ Voyage to the Moon” 
(and similar conceptions), to which it bears, in the early part at least, 
a striking resemblance, apart from that it is cleverly done.—“ A Lay of 
the Lovesick,” by W. J. Hodgson (same publishers). The illustra- 
tions to this amusing story remind us strongly of the late Randolph 
Caldecott—though not so strong as he, We cannot, at the 
moment, recall who it is the verse reminds us of, but it 
is on an even level with the drawings. —“ Palaver,” by B. 
(The Leadenhall Press.) The drift of this seems to B. that we 
live in an atmosphere of windy argument or too much talk. We 
fancy that “ B.” treads closely on its confines, but the B. should know 

‘8 own buzziness best.—“ The Author's Hairless Paper Pad and Paper 


Same publishers ror those ts vastiy < 





“usefulnesses,” the writing fraternity are undoubtedly supplied with 
a “long felt want” that fits their requirements to a hair.—“ Suc- 
cessful Advertising,” by T. Smith and J. Osborne (Smith’s Agency, 
132 Fleet Street). One glance at this compact book will show how 
advertising may be carried on successfully. For “Smith” he is a 
mighty man, and he pursues the safest plan, The book can be had 
post-free for two shillings. 








“ L&TTER for you, sir,” said Mr, Progson’sclerk. “‘ From her /” cried 
Mr. Progson, rapturously kissing the envelope before eagerly tearing 
it off. “Tuppence postage to pay, sir,” added Mr. Progson’s clerk. 
“ The engagement's off |" exclaimed Mr. Progson, indignantly adding, 
“T would not give my name to Venus Anadyomena herself, after find- 
ing her to be so reckless in regard to money mattezs,”’ 
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HE WOULD BE A PEACEMAKER. 
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Tce 


Tom and Dick were at it again, and Tum said to Dick, “I don't care, I'm as good 
as you.” ‘ We've got to prove that, mitey,” said Dick, 
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TURF CUTTINGS. 


To THE EDITOR OF “FUN.” 


My Scotch Estate.—Last week. 
Strx,—Ev'ning air is growing 
chill, the morning ditto makes me 
ill—a penetrating air, and raw, 
that makes me chatter in the jaw, 
inducing sniffs and sneezes, groans, 
and rheumatism in the bones. The 
air all day isalsodamp; the harm- 
less, necessary gamp one has to 
carry in one’s fist — poor arm 
against the local mist—and woollen 
socks and underclothes, and com- 
forters across the nose, and other 
matters, such as these, are absolute 
necessities. From which I gather 
autumn drear is getting perilously 
near; and soon I’ll have to give 











“ All this for principle.” 
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It wouldn't have taken a minute to settle, but old Mr. Timothy comes up and 


saya, “ Forbear, my friends, ‘ Let dogs delight to bark and bite—'” 
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“Tuke that for yerself, flat face.” 





Queen's Birthday let other folks 


keep, 

That birthday shall never be 
F ays is awfully d 

or the Prophet is awfully deep, 

And begs Right Away to decline. 

There are some people on the 
turf who have a fancy for St. Serf, 
and other fellows you may see with 
Memoir in their memoree. I do not 
wish to breathe a word to hint 
these fancies are abeurd—in fact, 
| my inclination leans to let them 
back them by all means, and trust 
they'll earn no sad regrets, I shall 
| be pleased to take their bets. 
My sporting friends, who came 
| for grouse, got gers one by one, 
_ the house, and seeking joys that 








you chaps the season’s final han- ee 
dicaps, Meantime, the Leger claims my voice, and in this tip you 
may rejoice, and get much coin within your grip, 80 notice well 


THE LEGER TIP. 


Though Heaume be the favourite now, 
The penner of this pretty pome 

Is ready to cheerfully vow, 
’T will not be the first to get Heaume, 


Surefoot is well favoured and fleet— 
And could, if he would, do a lot ; 

Bat, though he be sure on his feet, 
In temper he’s certainly not. 


Sainfoin is my pet and my pride— 
I think his best days he has seen ; 
But I still want Sainfoin on my side; 
But I don’t want to give up Blue Green. 
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fortune yields from tramping over 
turnip fields; by which it’s clearly evi-denced that partridge 
has commenced. To-morrow night I quit this place. (N.B.—I se 
you seven brace), and seek, with smiles about my mouth, some 
quarters in the sunny South. I must conclude—here comes the "bus, 
Yours always so, TROPHONIUS, 
P.S.—I'll meet you at the Club; we'll have a quiet little rub, 








Hop-eratic. 


Tue Germans declare (ah, now, what do you think ?)— 
Why, that beer is the beverage singers should drink, 
A statement abstainers repeat in a dreary tone, 
There are others who'll fancy the notion is crass, 
To give (let’s suppose) to a tenor some Bass, — 
While they'll think you must then call a baritone, 
“ beery-tone.” 
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accompanied by a stamped and directed envelope. 
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eopps ‘Sg just hack froma holday, buf” 
hang Ta l— he could do anofher ec gy! 


On the War Path. 
(SEE CARTOON,) 
HERE isa pretty quarrel, as it stands, 
Between these two old friends of female 
pen ler, 
Who now are doing aught but shaking hands 
Or breathing accents tender. 


For Madame France, she hasn't liked to see 
How much to Yankee pork her bairns 
resorted, 
And, therefore, has declared it shall not be 
Into her realm imported. 


jut Madame of America, of course, 
Took care to have a telling answer handy, 
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And clapped a heavy duty (sans remorse) 
On Gallic wine and brandy, 


A sharp retort will oft convey a sting 
Most keenly felt— especially where trade is 
Involved ; and that’s the aspect of the thing 
Which vexes these two ladies. 


So, a8 a consequence, their tongues wag fast ; 
And, snapping fingers cor with arms 
a-kimbo, 
Defiance each at th’ other turns to cast, 
And bids her go to—limto, 


Well, let them in this style expend their ire— 
Words break no bone’, though causing 
irritation— 


And then, perhaps, they'll both the sooncr tire 
Of such retaliation. 
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Not Thomas Moore’s. 


(Certain journals complain of the neglect by sports- 
men of Jrish moors } 
No Irish moors do shootists rent, 
Although grand moors abound there ; 
But few go there on pastime bent, 
Although good scope is found there. 
Poor Erin! oft art thou abused, 
Though mostly bright and witty, 
And e’en thy mcors no more are used— 


Folks shun them—moor’s the pity ! 
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An ieirenaniis, i achitat HEA y Ry "A yery doforhinalé 
by Mr Whistler 1p black ¢é blue circumstance! 


(1), To throw loaves at a woman isn't | (3), N.B.—To shoot at cats who caus: ; (5), The duelling craze in France defies , (7), The McWhistler dashing at the 
Litho oh alarm control ; Hawk one night, 
a | they hit the magisterial Need not include the “ peppering ” ‘Tis “darned mounseer™-lous, as | Finding Moore the merrier, was in 
a “next door’s” arm. well as droll. (// awkward plight, 
i + . ‘ . . ‘ | 5 
; e-truck gambling with mere (4). To teach an ape the cursed betting (6). A wild, wild officer, while up the (8). A Bordeaux warrior from sobriety 
: gait Thame strayed 
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AND PUFFS. 
oe ANE.—xo amount of 


g chaff kills the 
melodramatic 
hero! There 
never was such 

4 Up a tough subject. 
4 You chase him 
around with 
your critical 
os net just as @ 
Va schoolboy chases @ 
> butterfly, but with 
very much less success, 
You think you have 
him ever so often, but 
not a bit of it! He 
ejueezes through the 
meshes—or, rather, 
they seem to melt 
away before him—and 
there he is again, fiut- 
tering about in his wholly irrespon- 
sible and not-to-be-calculated-upon 
gyrations. You fling your hat at 
him, you sit on him, you think you 


DuunY LANE —THE BIREN AND have crushed him utterly to death, 
THE BILLY. TAKEN OFF Ulg and proved conclusiv« ly that he 


(LIN )GAKD. could not be. But he doesn’t care. 
Off he goes again at scratch as fresh 
and unconcerned as ever. It’s clear you never had him under your 
hat at all, and haven't hit him once. Fey 
Vide 
AND, who cares? He's lovely fun, and base Wh GY 
ig the slave who would do away with him, me 
Perhaps he’s never so lovely as when he is 
imperronated by Mr. Charles Warner— 
“Charlie Warner,” as he is affectionately 
called by the susceptible nurse girl, the 
enthusiastic office boy, and others. There is 
something about this actor which brings out 
the unrealities in full force. The hero is 
yenerally sucha mixture of guileless ass and 
petty cad, that the jolly geniality and good- 
fellowship which oozes from every pore of 
“Charlie"—the big St. Bernard-like good 
nature of his bearing—make it plain to the 
meanest capacity (which I feel a prescriptive 
right tospesk for) that it is “only his play,” 
and so we don't take him seriously. There 
are many better actors than Mr. Warner, 
but, any way, it would bea serious waste of 
acting to sjuander : ‘th of it on such stuilf 
as Harry Dunstable is made of he “ new 
litary, sporting and espectacular drama,” 


A Million of Money. 
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7 a ne DRURY LANE.—COMBINA- 
WITH a command of humour which I,as ss riox or tHe ComEDIAN 
a writer fora AND “CHARLES, HIS 


comic” FRIEND,” 
paper, am naturally bitterly envious, 
one of the newspapers has remarked 
that “no reasonable expectation was 
lisappointed”’ with this play. This 
statement is absolutely true. And it 
nas come to this! We expecta hero 
with a jelly-fish morality, which coun- 
tenances his commission of the mean- 
est tricks, and allows him to fall a 
victim to the meanest and baldest 
temptations, a heroine pettish and 
unreasonable (or where would we get 
the estrangement that proves itself 
groundless over and over again?), a 
villain, whose palpable tricks even so 
poor a@ creature as the hero might be 
expected to sometimes see thiough, 
the comic sweethearts who always 
juarrel, the comic villain, et hoc genus 


mne—we expect all these, and a 















THERE is an opinion abroad—better founded than the majority of 
opinions, and which I share—that Mr. Pettitt is the best constructor, 
bar none, of a melodrama extant. But he 
wants a collaborator with a sense of character 
—and of the ridiculous, and Mr. Harris is not 
that man. But there, why go further into it on 
this line? Let’s get to the acting and the 
scenery. 





THE acting as a whole is good. Mr. Glenny’s 
performance is, undoubtedly, the most individ- 
ual and intelligent. There isaswing and power 
about it that gives 
even the speech on 
the racecourse, fus- 
Druky Lane.—Tae tian as it is, an 
INJURED HUSBAND appearance of 

strength and force. 
Mr. Warner I really don’t fancy. He 
holds himself so awkwardly when under 
the influence of emotion, and does such 
queer things—rushing off with a drawn 
sword in his hand at the end of Scene 
Three, for instance, Mr. Herbert Standing 
always treats his villains with an off hand 
air that closely approaches jocularity,and 
decidedly fails to invest those somewhat 
unreal personages with any particular air 
of reality. Mr. Harry Nicholls did not 
seem very happy in a part which yielded 
him little scope, and Mr. Shepherd’s is a 
purely uninspired performance. Miss 
Millward’s isa pretty and gentle perform- 
ance, as deep as the character permits, and 
Miss Fanny Brough’s comedy is never at 
fault. Miss Lingard’s handsome presence, 
beautiful voice and excellent acting abili- 
ties eminently fit her for the part of the 
wicked siren with the wonderful basilisk 
eye which has such an effect on Mr. War- 
ner. Rather a buxom siren, perhaps, but Drury LAaNE.—ANOTHER Com- 
that is probably asit should be, Mr,  BINATION, THE © SOUBRETIE 
Quinton playsa small part very well. Sn ee SNe SE CEE. 








THE scenery is as good and elaborate as one expects to see nowa- 
days at a leading house, but it has some glaring faults. ‘ Chambers 
in Piccadilly ” is a scene which seems to have escaped from a panto- 
mime. It is programmed as by Caney—it might have been by Bam- 
boo Caney, from its Chinese aspect! The Italian Exhibition scene is 
excellently done, the introduction into the background of children 
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DRURY LANB.—“ No, I NEVER WILL FORGIVE A MAN 
WHO WEARS HIS SHOULDERS so HIGH.” 


dressed as grown people being a capital dodge 
to give the effect of distance. The race scene, 
however, is dreadfully bad in most of its details, 
and, most of all, in the dreadful arrangement of THE SHEPHERD 
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MARYANN SPROGGS, 
AN AUTUMNAL IDYL, 





CHAPTER V. 


' q | HIRTY-SIX hours 
| i after the declara- 
| . tion of the poll at 
Chumpley, the 
i Hon, Tom Knowl- 
I sley opened his 
NN eyes lazily in the 
i AN ' wi. cottage to which he 
en | had been taken after 
3) his attempt at suicide, 
The Hon. Tom had 
been delirious for 
over a week, and this 
was his first moment 
of consciousness. He 
Ss “xy felt that his head 
SNS _—Ssé eiglhed about half 
~~ SS a ton, and that he 
fe couldn't lift it from 
hs 7. Se the pillow, and even 
HI // his hands were heavy, and when he did 
I//'//' yaiee one it looked thin and white. 
The landlady was moving round the 
room, and when she saw Tom's -eyes fixed upon her, she said, “ You 


are better this morning.” 
“T have been ill, have I?” 
“You have been very ill.” ee 
“ Ah,” said Tom, “I feel that is so. Is—that is—has ‘Miss Sproggs 


been my nurse ?”’ 
“Oh dear no, sir; Miss Sproggs left on the forenoon of tlie very 


day you was took ill.’” : acid 
“Oh, did she? Frightened of infection, or indifferent—I wonder 


which ?” 

“It could not be indifference,” said the landlady, ‘she left all in- 
structions about the doctor's visits, and plenty of money to buy every 
necessary.’ ; aoe 

“Frightened of infection—I thought that girl had more grit. 

“But, sir, she took away your chest of clothes too. 

“My clothes! Ah, the blood of a Sproggs must show itself. She 
was frightened she'd lose her money.” ohne 

“ There's a letter here for you. Would you be able to read it? 

“Tll try. Hand it over.” 

Tom took a glimpse at the ladylike address. The postmark was 
“Chumpley.” This reminded Tom of the election, and before opening 
the letter, he asked the landlady how long he had been ill. 

“ Eight days,” was the answer. 

“Then the Chumpley contest is up a tree,” muttered Tom, con- 
tinuing to open his letter. Inside the letter was another closed enve- 
lope in a lady’s handwriting. This last Tom at once recognized as 
from his Radical aunt who had threatened to 
cut him off with ashilling. On opening it, the 
following brief communication met his 
gaze :— 


“My DEAR ToM,—I forgive you everything 
—even if you are standing in the Conserva- 
live interest. The report of your speech in 
the Chumpley Independent proves that though 
you pretend to be Tory, you are Radical at 
heart. You are atill my own boy, and I have 
ordered my solicitors to settle £500 a year on 
you at once, Come and see me after the elec- 
Hon isover, Your loving aunt, SARAH.” 


“Holy Moses! What does this mean? Am 
I going off my chump again?” 

“Here's a paper, sir, come by post; but I’m 
afraid you are too weak to look at it.” 

Ps Let's see it,’ said Tom. “The Chumpley 
Clarion of yesterday. Well, I'll know what 
they say about Tompkins having a walk over 
in my absence, Eh, oh! what the deuce is 
‘his?!— Return of the Hon. Tom Knowlsley 
majority of forty-one—new member bowed 
acknowledgments from window of hotel— 
still su ffering from results of his heroic rescue 
of a boy from drowning two days ago! ’—it’s 
a. Up with yours truly; send for a man to 
save my head and put a blister on it!” and 

ak Tom allowed his head to fall back 
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calls one day, and betng I-ft temporarily 
Miss Julia Closeboy (aged 8).—“ Oh, Major Robinson, we had such a nice day yesterday — 


—we went to see Grandma. ~ 
Master Closehoy (aged 9).—" Ba— Julia, you mustn't eay that. Papa says we're to say it’s 
y i / >! o Je . 


have been better to have died when he was a baby rather than go 
mad as a grown up person. 

As he lay he heard the sound of carriage wheels stop near the 
cottage, and he heard the voice of the servant girl say, “ Why, here 
is Miss Sproggs.” Then there wasa tap at the door, and Maryann 
Sproggs in a moment stood at Tom's bedside. 

“ Oh, Tom, how ill you must have been,” said Maryann, as she laid 
her hand on Tom’s forehead. 

“Yes, Miss Sproggs; I believe I have been very ill.” 

“ Miss—Sproggs /—I thought it was to be Mary and Tom between 
friends?” 

“Yes, between friends—but it wasn't friendly to desert me here 
when I was laid by the heels, was it?” 

‘ Desert you? Why, I left money to provide every delicacy they 
could get for you.” 

“ Nice thing—money! Would you kindly tell me how much I’m 
in your debt, so that I may redeem my clothes?” 

“ Redeem your clothes?” 

“Yes ; pawned, aren't they /—orsomething like it? You took them 
away, didn’t you?” 

“ Did you think, Mr, Knowlsley, that I took your clothes away to 
pawn them?” 

“No, certainly not ; I thought you took them away asa sort of 
personal security.” 

“Tom Knowlsley, I'm ashamed of you!” 

‘‘ Inasmuch as how?” 

“To think I was so mean.” 

“You took away my clothes?” 

“T did,” 

“ With what intention?” 

“ To wear them.” 

“ Jehoshaphat !—whatd'youcall'ems and all? And your hair cut 
short, too! Mary, have you been doing the female swindler business 
to get money for my support? ” 

“Oh, Tom, Tom! I have been a female swindler, I know, but not 
for money. I took your clothes, got my hair cut short, changed my 
own clothes for yours in London, went down to Chumpley, addressed 
the electors as Tom: Knowlsley, was returned by a majority of forty- 
one. I have been a bold girl, I know, Tom,” Maryann faltered, with 
a sob, “ but it was the landlady’s remark that we were so like each 
other made me do it. And your clothes are all right—except one 
suit that I spoiled by being in the water ' 

“ Heroic rescue?” murmured Tom, 

“Yes; and, oh, will you forgive me?” 

“ Maryann Sproggs, you're a brick !"’ 

“Oh, thank you, Tom.” 

“ And, Mary, your Radical sentiments in that speech have brought 
my aunt to reason, and I now have visible means of support.” 

“T am so glad, Tom.” 

“ And, Maryann Sproggs, I am in love with you—over head anl 
ears, and, hang it! I'll marry you as soon as I can walk to the altar, 
even if your name had been Smith.” 

“Oh, Tom! that would have been too awful!" 

(To be continued.) 
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IF PAPA ONLY HEARD. 


ever heard a word of Closehoy's people, and wondrra whit stock he tan have spring from. He 


alone with the children, ts unerpectedly enlightened.) 





I do like going to see ber. Grandma keeps a shop 
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A LOVER OF FLOWERS. 
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There are those among us whose souls are absorbed bya pure and ennobling But he had a pestilent neighbour, who was for ever peeping over his hedg« 
delight in flowers. Weknewsuchaone. His devotion to the newest named his scheming brain full of unutterable mischief. 
exotic (provided, of course, that it was expensive and difficult to rear) was 
more than human. He hadi reared, at a cost of £1,000 per week, a magnificent specimen, which required the 


constant attention of twelve gardeners night and day, He said it was the loveliest tiower he had ever seen. 





Aud one are n b, bit neighbour purlisned the book w mitained Now, the enthnusfast was expecting an impertant visitor. to whom he pur- 

the entries of that plant's pedigree and the sums which had been expended on posed to show his beautiful plant; so that when he found that his book was gone, 
. fed alte ( ? " o " hie . . . , » & , . . : ° ° es 

t. He also altered the position of the exotic, and placed s common daisy in an he could no longer identify his beautiful plant, his heart went out from him 


‘ roth , , 
the hothoure. in despair, 























HUN sermon 17, 1390 


gig ANN 





e  9°-8 ~ 
— WVRWVVwnoe > 
SSAA AS SS SSE ~S 

A SIAN SAAN SSE ee 

» e322 ~~ sss. *>> 22> > —< 

~~. > eS SS SSE 

es ee — SS 
~ - =~. tart 
+ Sepa 5. SS ee 
a>. _ -.+-s 5 ™ - 
a Ss) SMES SAS SSS SS 
<e% % S % Sweeter eens 5 = = SSS” 
2£N ~ AS = +++" >> 


SS) FORA OS 


ANN 


A \\ 


WW 


A 





_ 
7 + 
ee eS 


*, 
ae ~~ 





THE 3ROTHERS 











Bt ys 
Peers 
ese 
ee 
= 
« 


OR, TOMMY ATKINS AND THE DOCKERS. 
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Britannia to her Sons.— ALAS! 


fo a 
| See Cartoon Verses, Pp. 1 26, 
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WHY LIVH ANYWHERE? 


THE following correspondence will be found to cast a light upon 
the vexed nation of place of habitation ; the reader has merely to 
read the whole of the letters—some thousands in all—and then go 
—~ mad with confusion, throw up 
hav Ve 1st on A Rene) the sponge, and decide not to 

“TI 2 eo live anywhere—in fact, not live 
iat iil at all, 

If the alternative, in fact, were 
the reading another batch of 
similar letters, the decision would 
be a moral certainty. 


To the Editor of Fun. 


DeAR SiR,—It is impossible 
to glance at the series of letters 
in your paper without at once 
ejaculating the obvious question, 
“Why does not everybody live 
at Gunner’s Rye?” 

Although situated within easy 
perambulator stage of London 
Bridge, Gunner's Rye is prac- 
tically a rustic paradise; the air 

: is far fresher than on the top of 
Mont Blanc, while the scenery far surpasses that of the Italian Lakes. 
House rents do not exist at all; all the houses, which are invariably 
built of the very best materials without consideration of cost, being 
let rent free to respectable tenants, while in many cases a large pre- 
miam is paid to the tenant for the favour he confers by living in the 
house. There are no fates, a large dividend, left over from the 
parish expenses, being divided half-yearly among the inhabitants. 
rhere are no poor, no rowdies, no organ grinders, no bad roads, no 
factories, no noise, no perambulators, or go-carta—no anything. 
Here, sitting at my library window, I look up from my letter and 
gaze over a magnificent landscape including Ben and Loch Lomond, 
Monte Rosa, Rosherville Gardens, the Zuyder Zee, the Blue Grotto of 
Capri, and Primrose Hill ; and I may ask with some feeling of satis- 
faction—where will you find a better view? 

In addition to this, | may mention that the tradesmen supply all 
the commodities of life gratis, and are most civil, obliging, and soli- 
citous for the welfare of their customers. There is a free library, 
where wy book desired, including first editions of rare books, and all 
ditions de luxe are given away free on application, 

Although situated in the midst of a Tenatly populated district of 
London, my grounds (of five acres) are refreshed by air of the most 
perfect purity, a speck of soot being a thing absolutely unknown. 

We have twenty-five posts a day; omnibuses pass every door 
every two minutes ; there are not less than three lines of railway direct 
to everywhere, with a train thirty times an hour to that place; we 
have a tennis club of five hundred members, all champions ; boating, 
fishing, shooting, and fancy bazaars. Do come and live next door to 
me, Yours contentedly, FLINGOOBE, 











81n,—Whatever there may be to say for or against other places of 
residence, there is but one thing to say with regard to Gunner's Rye 
— Don't live there ! 
Perhaps a more blight-incrusted dog hole does not exist upon the 
— * face of the earth. I live 
i To Ler! | in a mud hovel of one 
‘ y room, with no roof or 
A ee a windows, and for this I 











shapes pay arent of one hundred 
and fifty pounds per 
annum ; and, in addition 
to this, the rates (equal to 
more than three times the 
rent) bring the sum up to 
nearly seven hundred per 
annum, 

There are no roads, and 
these are infested with 
high wezmem body- 
snatchers, Thugs, ordinary 
murderers, pickpockets, 
members of the County 
Council, and other des- 
peradoes. The streets are 
not lighted; provisions 
(always putrid) are sold 
at famine prices: there are n police; the tax collectors always call 
armed With revolvers; there are no drains. 





Vmnibduses are unknown, and the next train always starts i: 





hours, The most horrible scenes take place in the streets daily—bull 

fights, duels, dissections, and massacres of infants. 
Need I say one word more to warn the unwary against coming to 

Gunner's Rye? Yours faithfully, GARGOYLE, 





DEAR S1z,—Why should anybody think of living anywhere else while 
such a paradise as Gloomswamp exists? There, in the midst of scenes 
of the most enchanting kind, one may while away the sunlit hours 
in a most desirable semi-detached residence, containing two sitting 
rooms, three bedrooms, kitchen, cellar and usual offices; hot and 
cold; no basement, good garden back and front, rent £40. Also 
detached family residence, standing in finely timbered park 100 feet 

5C feet, twelve rooms, conservatory and two stall stable. 

I feel that I should be failing in my duty to my fellow creatures if 
I did not let them know of this happy spot, 

And remain, yours respectfully, 
J. SLACKBRICK, 
(The Local Builder), 





DeAR Str,—Having recently opened a very superior grocery and 
general provision business at Little Mucklow, I feel it to be my 
Christian duty, even at the risk of drawing a crowd here to spoil my | 
quiet rural simplicity, to inform your readers of the desirability of 
taking up their residence in this spot. 

Fresh poultry daily, and new laid eggs; also the most beautiful 
excursions are to be enjoyed by coach twice a week. 

Morning and evening services at St. Stickleback’s ; and mother's 
meetings every Wednesday evening at the town hall. The surround- 
ing country i8 renowned for its salubrity ; also tinned provisions of 
all kinds, and Glewbase’s jams and jellies ; coffee roasted three times 
a week, and the finest tea to be found in Kurope. ll orders 
promptly attended to. Yours to command, OANDID PEEL, 

Grocer and Provision Merchant. 
Families waited on daily. 
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HEARD IN HYDE PARK. ‘ 
Miss Priscilla Piper (to that Sorward girl of the Bownjohns — 
“ My dear, how empty town is, isn't it? I declare, thes’s nota single 
creature anywhere worth looking at.” 
Rut Miss I . 
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SECOND CLASS? 





John.—“ Indeed I won't. I am going to marry my second wife for r.oney.” 


























Tell est la Vie! 


(The Swiss authorities | have ‘forbidden 
the study of the Story of William Tell !) 
WILLIAM TELL, so long a hero of 

the honest-hearted Swiss, 

Is My the local rulers “ ordered 

0 ws 

They regard him and his apple as 

j a fable jv & would miss, 

: And at stories of his courage 

. ) ’ now they scoff. 

Qe -_, —. This is rather rough on William, 

ean who (whether myth or not) 

yn Has helped to raise the Swiss to 
freedom’s throne, 

They think Heaven Alps them 
who Alps themselves, and now 
regard as “rot” 

The story of the patriot who gave 
it Gesler hot ; 

And the only William Tell they'll 

“ | have in their grim glacial spot 

Is (probably) a William Tell- 

ephone! 








Good News! 
PLUMSTEAD’S improving, they say, 
A statement FUN welcomes most 

readily ; 
The news makes him gay 
And he holloas ‘' Hooray!" 








Maud,—“ When I’m dead, you won’t love your second wife so much afy you do me, will you, John?” To find it increasing — Plam- 


ateadily ! 
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The Final Extinction of Gush. 


[A society has been established in New York, whose object is to put a stop to the 
vulgarisms and exaggerated expressions of gushing girls, Mr. FUN has waylaid the 
following letter, addressed by one of its members to a lady friend in the country.) 


THOUGH I’ve scarcely the least little minute to spare, 
Yet, my sweet precious lovely old duck of a dear, 

I must write just to tell you some news which I swear 
You'll be quite too divinely delighted to hear. 


Which myself and my pals have all joined with a rush, 
For its stunning high object is putting the pot 
On unladylike slang and unladylike gush ! 


You know, my sweet pops, how I once was inclined 
In a much too preposterous way to let drop 
Certain phrases by no means polite or refined, 
But which out of my kisser would tumble ker-flop ! 
And I know, you dear.duck, that it often has struck 
Your sweet sensitive heart with a horrible pang 
When you've heard me indulge, like some boozey old buck, 
In unladylike gush and unladylike slang ! 





You remember, you scrumptious, delightful old dove, 
How I used to address you, whenever we met, 
With ridiculous, far-fetched expressions of love 
Which I’m sure must have made you too horribly fret. 
You remember, when into shop windows we peeped, 
I would call the delicious sweet satin or plush 
Vuite the least bit too lovely!!! Great Scott! I was steeped 
In unladylike slang and unladylike gush ! 


Well, a week or two back, an angelic old dame— 

Yes, a much too celestial love of a pet— 
To establish that darling society came, 

And she jolly soon gained our affections, you bet ! 
For she said she would rid us adorably slick— 

Yes, she preciously promised to cure us slap bang— 
Of our just the least thought too detestable trick 

Of unladylike gush and unladylike slang ! 


And I write you these lines, you delicious fond sweet, 
: Just to say she’s succeeded quite awfully well, 
For my speech is now elegant, polished, and neat, 
_And my love for old gab I quite utterly quell. 
Yes, I count my old failing a positive sin, 
And, ’pon honour, garblimey! I painfully blush 
When I happen to hear horrid girls going in 
For unladylike slang and unladylike gush | 








Down our street we've a heavenly society got —_——--—— 








I’m too sure, you dear exquisite pet, you will be 
Just the least little tiniest morsel too glad 

To be told that I’m quite too undoubtedly free 
From a habit so much too confoundedly bad. 

But, by Jove, I must wish you ta-ta, s’elp me Bob | 
For our members are waiting to hear me harangue 

On the too horrid crime of polluting one’s gob 
With unladylike gush and unladylike slang! 
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A SLIGHT DIFFERENCE, 
Annie,—“ You can have the handglass, Madge—Ijhave done with it.” 
Madge.—“ You can keep the handglags—J have done with out it,” 
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THE MAN OF MIGHT. 











SSS 
Now, when Mrs. Mammoth thought fit toreprove him, with tears in her eyes, about 
being dressed so late for dinner, did he so much as give her a word of explanation ? 
Oh, no! he simply smiled feebly. 


You might have thought that Mr. Hercules Mammoth was a—but he juet wasn't, 
though Mre«. Hercules Mammoth (who had been a Mise Thunder) fully justified her 
Lale, 


ee eee eT 














ity M fb i tly out, poor 
At which piece of brutality Mra. Mammoth, of course, very properly went into When they had lifted her up, and carried her drooping form gen 
hysterics, as any lady ought to do under the circumstances. She might bave looked thing! Mr. Hercules Mammoth was extricated from the broken floor, a shattered 
where she went flopping to, though |! ur.ck, He thinks twice before he smiles now, 
A Eong of Savoyards. He declared that poor old D’Oyly to do him did try. 


Then off did Will hie 


With apologies to a Hab Ballad which was originally written for Mn. FuN. 
’ alte ey To a lawyer’s most “ fly,” 


A MIDDLE-AGED person, librettist by trade— And anon came the fight, while most laughed on the sly. 
With his rips and quips 
And his cynical snips— Mora, 

And a couple of partnere—much money he made. Now, all you strange men of the playwriting crew, 
But soon “ side” he — With your upside-down wrench 
(irew a bad tempered blade, And your lexicons French, 

And by carping at contracts confusion he made. Keep your tempers in check—yea, whatever you do— 

Still, the trio were sometimes as a l if you dont you may rue 
nice as could be Ty Legal hullabaloo, 
Pat ’ k ridiculous— 
: Spite of one’s stern style And you may loo 





*‘diculous, too ! 


According to (W)orders. 
THE Prison Warders now vow to 


And his proneness to rile, 

For oft his libretti amused the B.P, 
Bo vast L s. d, 
Was shared by the three— 


















Namely, William, and Arthur, and strike 
iit shy D'Oyly C—. For improving their hours and 
dy Yes ; they prospered amain (though wages. ; t 
rig some failures they had) There _ — ae too, tha 
With their musical jinks, they do not like, 






And their what d'ye thinks? But they'll take these by easy 











ie ' j ) s ; . stages. . 
i And agen de —~Y = Gres They won't tana their wrongs 
‘ } t (C's fac much longer, they say, 


: Made William real mad— 
' At poor Arthur he sneered, and | 
called D’Oyly a cad! | 






now— . z 
“Quod”-erat is this in a qule 


















way : , 
And (between you and me) be So Warder ye think of that now’ 
ney crieg " Vear m “Wat's In A Name? ”—Chafl, 
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THH AFTERMATH |! 


We'vE got a second summer. I don’t know that that’s any more 
icular blessing than if one happens to have a second toothache. 
re has been a little warmer. I’m quite ready to own up to that 
What's the particular use of it, though? The nights are colder. You 
go and get beastly hot in the day, and then get a chill in the evening. 
I’ve heard enough sneezing this week to shake out all the false teeth 
in the world. And then, when you've got red eyes and nose from a 
cold, I don’t see that it makes it any the better because there isa 
strong sunlight on your face. Bah! I say. 

Then people stay longer at the seaside, when there’s a pleasant 
aftermath. Do they! All that means that if they owe you anything, 
you can’t get at them. And if they have any to spend, they spend it 
and come back in debt. Stopping too long at the seaside only means 
that your sons get into the way of loafing at the hotel bars, and your 
daughters of making up with some barber’s apprentice, or someone or 
the other of that sort. 

And the aftermath inland isn’t so very lovely, after all. Supposing 
you do get second crops of good roses—is that as good asa dozen tons 
of coals, or paying your life insurance, or anything really useful? And 
if you get many flowers this time of the year, don't the wasps always 
find them out quite as quickly as youdo? Jseeno particular advantage 
in having my nose stung, because I've got about sixpennyworth of 
blossom in my garden, And it’s the time for fruit, is it? Plums and 
things are dear this year. That’s a good thing; you won't see so 
many of those confounded costers about. We shall get all our plums 
from Germany. They can all go back, as far as I am concerned, and 
the people who grow them, and sometimes come over here with 'em, 
I don’t want any German plum invasion, any more than German 
band and clerk and broker. 

Times of the year are all pretty much about the same to a man 
witha liver like mine. As if I caredarap about sunshine or anything 
else! I’ve been dining rather heavy lately, It’s a difficult thing to 
get pure calomel, so I find, Confound it! 

DIOGENES TUBBS, 








A Startling Discovery. 

[It has been asserted in certain quarters that A Real Conservative Working Man 
has at last been discovered, That wicked Star seems to cast doubt on the assertion, 
Perhaps the following serious statement may help to re-assure some.] 

WALK up, all ye Tories, who gloat over glories 
Like those our brave Balfour earns; 

Walk up, Primrose Leaguers, and other intriguers 
*Gainst terrible ogres like Burns! 

We have here a sensation in great preservation, 
A figure of wondrous worth ; 

A figure most stable, by some deemed a fable— 
The rarest affair on the earth ! 


Yes; at last we have found him, we've found him, 
So, come gather round, gather round him 
But from touching him keep if you can. 
Your attention and coin, then, be giving 
To this only real specimen living— 
This live Tory working man ! 
Then hi, hi, hi! walk up and espy 
The Conservative Working Man ! 


For years have our party, in accents most hearty, 
Referred to this figure renowned ; 

And some called it, in fury, a Lusus Nature, 
And vowed no such thing could be found ! 

They professed to despise it, and we (why disguise it 7) 
Could not a live specimen see ; 

But at last we’re rewarded—kind Fate has accorded 
A real one, and here he is, free ! 


Yes, after around we've long hovered, 

That Rarity we’ve discovered, 
As we searched from Beersheba to Dan. 

So come gather round, gather round him, 

For at last we have found, we have found him— 
A real Tory working man ! 

Then ho, ho, ho! come and see our great s:0w— 
The Conservative Working Man! 





Hz had bought himself half a dozen “new white ties” at an ex- 
penditure of eighteenpence. She upbraided him with “ never deny- 
ing himself any luxury ; while, if she asked him for even so much as 
& new dress to go to a Royal garden party in, he was sure ‘meanly to 
refuse her.” (Her suit in the Divorce Court will probably not be 
neard this term, even the Law paying no heed to the cruelty she is 
permanently enduring at his hands.) 
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Gosh "I believe estruch that-chord this 
hime a 
New Leaves. 


LOOKING over Scribner's, it is with real pleasure, after a breez 
bout with “Uncle Sam's Blue Jackets Afloat,” we saunter throug 
“The Country House,” of which there are so many sterling specimens, 
and then pass over “ The African River and Lake Systems.”—In The 
English Illustrated we learn what the Hon. Maude Stanley has to 
say about “Servants,” we make acquaintance with the “ Potters in 
Rhineland,” and have a peep into “The Beefsteak Room at the 
Lyceum,” thence we pass over “ The Glittering Plain,” reflecting on 
“The Education of the Working Man.”"—Few would care to miss 
seeing, in The British Bookmaker, bow “ Professor Ruskin's printers 
visit Mr. Gladstone,” or the accompanying portraits of these celebri- 
ties.—The “Study of Carnations,” coloured print, given with The 
Art Interchange, is showy and slick, without being artistically as 
good as it might be.—Continental Fashion is a new venture upon 
seemingly safe ground. Such fashions form a considerable point of 
study in the subject that interests the “ better half” of the popula- 
tion almost more than anything else, and is just what this journal 
will let that better half know all about.—In The Leisure Hour will 
be found a page gery pictures round about “ Scheveningen,” by 
Owen Dalziel — Sunday at Home, The Boy's Own Paper, The 
Girl’s Own Paper and Friendly Grectings all contain numberless 
good works, —“ The Battle of the Eggs” and “ The Fighting Instinct,” 
in Longman’s, are articles it is quite nice to have a tussle with— 
one down and the other come on,—There is quite a crowd of good 
varieties in Houschold Words, for all who like being in such a crowd. 


























































- . ot “ ail ghenett 
- Soom amram ng = iad i ae 
dite stepcainclieiepenasdit ania seein dumaeieenaaataea 
y ae 

















ateaagakdiin m= rands 
ws 


pe 
ag na 


wate 





Se se lag 


area 
irate, .checpeibeeiptin el 
— e 


ce gern lSAgen ee ee 


- 





Ses em ree se aos 
Soneyitt nineties 











sisal iinet > - 
~ ~ ane ae . 
ome * Og Me we 
a Ss a ae ° . 
™ 


*% can 
ee cag aon semi 


= aos * 
ee ee a a 


=, Hit aacaiatie ttn, sa097 


Mitre 


AR, MacOS” Rie big Pe OGRA me oe 


RE BER E Hei cag tt: 











alten aie ei ete hed 
Der fete, 
eS ee ee ee ae 


Basi as ‘« 
ate eee Fak 
a a ie 


Se ere ee ate take er a ee eee yi 
+ ee A > one > " ‘- 


















HUN. SEPTEMBER 17, 1890, 


ONLY A SNEEZE! 
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YI 6 NCO! Af hoo" eN~Tshoo lan ill ye be having a pinch rae my box fie noo? . 
The Brothers. With foolish rage, he turn’d to riot— I hope no rude feller, 
(SEE CARTOON.) So Tommy Atkins had to keep him quiet, _ Who's got an umbreller, 

THE times are surely out of joint ‘ Alas!” Britannia well may say, Will offer her homewards to eee | 
And not “according unto Cocker” “Such strife must surely harm my nation, I truly adore her, 

When, with his horrid bay onet's point, For Trade and Wealth will fly away And much shall deplore her 
Brave Tommy Atkins meetsathe Docker : From haunts of Labour agitation, Resentment, that will not soon melt : 
To bid him “come up to the knocker” Have ye no gift of penetration, Ah! would I could tell her 

In this grim style, by no means doth anoint To see how ye are being led astray ? I have no umbreller, 
Our soldier friend with th’ oil of gladness By wrongly kicking o’er the traces, And boots that are weak at the welt | 
K’en though his brother's thereby saved You'll cut your noses off to spite your Oh! were we united, 

from madness. faces!" Her bank-savings sighted, 

The Striking mania’s not yet crush’d ; a My heart fill'd with joy to its roots: 
And nowt id this citainal season, | Essence of Romane. —No. VIII. A happy-made feller, 

To strike once more the Docker’s rush'd, WuHy ARE NOT Love's Skies ALWayYs Fair? I'd buy an umbreller 
But with the feeblest show of reason, | THE moist ocean's roaring, And new pair of waterproof boots | 
Maybe he thought it would be treason The wet rain is pouring, 

To Labour if he dwelt in peace ; and, flush'd Maria is waiting for me: AGE.—The time for tolerating youth. 
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The ; ek — Lively scene in) a board school. 


* % ** eo - ‘ class +} Sporti Lifes they 
Prince) George-ics would (3) A wild man shattered panes of giaas (the + ig Lt. y 
nake Virgil ¢ 


' (6) Big walkingsticks for ladies will in vogue 
_ ‘make Virgil e'c ome pretty quices, 
een turn pale were). ; neon P 
| ontr I I w gi hatt i or twae @ 1a€ll 40 4iFr 
ast one (made in Montreal) proved but But pains now ‘gin to shatter 4 rt , 


4 ¢ 
Thev prefer them to the 4 her—who iz oft 
s Walking * stick. 


ré 


VOL. LII, NO, 1324 




































































rtsn sags AD ener 














FUN. SEPTEMBER 24, 1890, 














ladies particularly. 


SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


Terriss is pretty. 


Be (Riteegtov 
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THE CRITERION.—THE JILTY PAIR, 


— TRUTH, crushed to earth, shall 


rise again,” observes the pro- 
gramme at this establishment. 
“Ha! that’s why they haverevived 
the piece,” I whispered my oer- 
charged heart, “though I wasnt 
aware that it had been crushed to 
earth, either.” Then I clambered 
over some knees to my stall, and 
sank gracefully into it, with an 
elbow in the ribs of the parties on 
each side of me. I had come for 
Truth. 1 felt I had come to the 
right place, because the many 
stairs [ had descended evidently 
led to the bottom of a well. Truth 
was there, right enough, but, as 
usual, it took some time to get at 
it. I had to go through a course 
of Mr. Maltby’s Jilted first. I'd 
never seen it before, so I didn’t 
mind. I got a laugh or two out 
of it, and thought they all “ acted 
werry pretty” init. Messrs. Geo, 
Giddens, F. Emery, and all the 


It’s no business of mine, of course, but Miss 


WHEN I'd gone through that, and the curtain had fallen, I looked 
round with rather a forlorn feeling. It was what I callan “ off night,” 
and I'm accustomed to “on” (otherwise, first) nights. On off nights 
the theatre teems with people I don’t know (on “on” nights it’s the 
other way round), so I felt lonely, and my gaze was sad, until sud- 
denly it met the equally sad gaze of a fellow brave. Our faces lighted 
up, and we smiled gladly upon each other, as compatriots smile when 
they meet unexpectedly in a foreign land and the local language is 


unknown to them. 


Along the line the signal ran for a drink, and we 


stole guiltily forth. That’s how you have to do it on an off night. 
Nearly everyone keeps his seat and stares, and you feel that your 


that ordea! 
missing—in the last act he is admirably good. Mr. Blakeley is in 


h} 


ly 


iD 
qty 


funny “all the time.” 
inevitable com 


ways are the ways of 














shame. It's different 
ona first night. Lvery- 
body goes out then 
' (between the acts, of 
course) ; the bars are 
crammed full of 
people and smokeand 
boisterous conversa- 
tion, and very often 
, you have to come 
- back as thirsty as you 
went, because there's 
¢ about a hundred and 
, fifty people to one 
y, barmaid. It wasn't 
- that way the other 
4 evening. The bar was 
nearly empty, nobody 
was smoking and we 
- had a barmaid all to 
ourselves, 


ALTHOUGH a touch 
now and then reveals 
that Mr. Bronson Howard's 
clever play is not) altogether 
“up to date,” it bears its 
eleven years well, and is as 
good an evening's entertain- 
ment asanyone need wish for. 
A vast amount of the fun is 
purely mechanical—the per- 
formers are continually act- 
ing in rows, for one thing, as 
though they'd been stage- 
managed by a drill sergeant, 


TMs CRITEKION.—A SNARBD PakTaipos, but the touch of an expert is 


manifest in the creation of 


the very truthful John Penrhyn (for instance), and the dialogue is 
Mr. T. G. Warren is at the disadvantage of 


parison with Mr. Wyndham, but he comes through 
very well—a little want of lightness is all that seems 








——, 


his element as a wicked old boy, and is responsible for my losing 
several waistcoat buttons and snapping one trouser buckle. As fora 
lad in an Eton jacket in one of the boxes, I think he killed him, 





THE ORITERION.—THE QUAKER 
THE CRITERION.—TRUTH AND UN- WIFE. (I1’S THB HUSBAND 
TRUTH FOR ONCE ARE EQUAL WHO'S THB REAL “QUAKER,” 
POWERS. THOUGH !) 


Mr. GIDDEN’S pensive humour is telling, too, and there is a boyish 
self-satisfaction about Mr. A. Boucicault which is taking in its way. 
Mies Helen Forsyth is nice, of course, and clever—so is Miss Frances, 
and Misses Terrissand Hardinge are quite equal to the tasks set them, 
but Miss Marie Daly is my mash, She's just the sort of mother-in- 
law I find so awfully funny,'because my mother-in-law isn’t a bit like 
it. My mother-in-law is gentle and innocent, 
and admires me very much (poor soul !), and 
sends me fivers twice a month, and a big 
hamper and an extra fiver on my birthday and 
at Christmas. I know some fellows who have 
a mother-in-law like the one Miss Daly gives 
us—they say they don’t see where the joke 
comes in—Ha ! ha! 


THAT feller ard I went out to see a man 
every time. I 
noticed that we 
got more brazen 

n each occa- 
sion, until at last 
we didn’t care 
THE CRITERION what anybody 


STERRY IN HIS sTER- thought. The 
RIBLE INVOCATION ON 


MOTHERS-IN-LAW, play got funnier 
and funnier 


each act, too. Curious! 





THE OPERA COMIQUE.—Miss Cissy 
Grahame has moved into a new house. 
She’s taken all her old furniture with 
her—The Judge and the people in it— 
and added a few little new articles. 
These will be found arranged in the 
last act mostly. A “mashing” scene 
for Mr. Penley, some goings on of the 
same gentleman among the coals, more 
“stuff” for Mr. Lestocq and Miss 
Chester comprise the lot, I think. I 
haven't altered my opinion of the 
piece (the issue of FUN containing the 
same can be had on application, price 
one penny); it’s funny, and the addi- 
tions strengthen it, without doubt. 
They all know their parts now. 








Nops AND WINKS.—TZhe Struggle 
for Life at the Avenue to-morrow rag CRITERION .— DFA EX 
night—also the struggle for seats— gacnrva—OR, MACNAMARBA- 
The Lyric opens with La Cigale on 
the 9th prox., and the Gaiety with Carmen on the 4th, The fan # 
beginning ! NESTOR. 
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MARYANN SPROGGS., 
AN AUTUMNAL IDYL, 





CHAPTER VI, 


THE EARL OF UPTHESPOUT was indulging in breakfast in a mood 
rather more crusty than the crustiest of the crusty rolls before him. 
He had had annoyances of late. His rents had had to be collected 

Sen. with a considerable re- 
ext sy bate given back. His 
mm Scotch moors had not 

} let for the season in 

’ consequence of rumours 
of serious grouse 
disease. He had lost an 
action ina local 
right - of - way 
case. He had 
quarrelled with 
his son Tom, 
whom he told 
)\ to go to the 
devil, and Tom, 
there were ru- 
mours, had gone 
over to the Rad- 
icals — which 
the genial Harl 
was compli- 










0 Se as See a —CSs«é ment ryencourghn 
ER ron — to consider 

a —eneaves j - 

——, — quite an appro 


<< priate alterna- 
tive. His elder son and he had long since quarrelled and ceased 
to have anything but official communication. 

As he took up letter after letter he poohed and pshawed, till he 
came to one over which he condescended to make a more detailed 
remark. This letter, which was written on thin foreign paper, and in 
villainous English, which made the blow more blunt and brutal, 
contained the intimation that ‘“‘ Milord Knowlsley’ had missed his 
footing when descending from a train at a suburban station near 
Paris, and it was feared he would be unable tosurvive the shock.” The 
grim old Earl, as he finished the letter, remarked, in tones of mitigated 
emotion, “‘ Well, he wouldn’t let me cut down these trees!” Even 
Earls, in moments of great grief, must give way toemotion, Then 
he calmly turned to the Times. 

The Earl considered it to bea religious duty to learn who had 
been married and who had died, and, in pursuance of this custom, he 
settled his pince-nez on his nose and began. At the third paragraph 
his pince-nez fell off, and for about two minutes it looked as if the 
Earl of Upthespout was to be gathered to his forefathers in a fit 
of apoplexy. The crisis hovered, for about sixty seconds, between 
apoplexy and profanity. At length profanity overweighted the 
apoplexy, and for about ten minutes a livid conflagration raged 
round the atmosphere. This was the announcement which had 
produced the eruption :— 

“At Riverside parsonage, on the 17th inst., by the Reverend J. M. 
Pritchley, M.A., the Hon. Thomas Knowlsley, M.P. for Chumpley, to 
Maryann Sproggs, only daughter of the late Mr. Jonas Sproggs, 
London.” 

“ Sproggs!” yelled the Earl, “Sproggs! With his eldest brother 
probably dead by this time he will be heir to the Earldom of 
Upthespout, and yet he marries a Sproggs! Why, he might have 
married one of the best catches in England. Ob, the blank, blankety 
blank, blank fool!” 


* * * . * 


_ Meanwhile the Hon. Tom and Mrs, Knowlsley were remarkably 
indifferent, as well as ignorant, of the anathemas which were being 
hurled at his head. The eleetion for Chumpley having taken place 
during the recess, the Hon. Tom did not require to appear in the 
House of Commons for a month or six weeks. He wrote a note to 
his aunt, thanking her for her allowance, and mentioning that he 
had completed his abjuration of class distinction by marrying 4 
Maryann Sproggs. The aunt replied graciously that she would be 
glad to welcome her new niece after the honeymoon. Then they 
departed for a quiet place on the continent. Crossing to Calais Tom 

(a narrow escape; one of his Chumpley supporters was on board. 
Mrs. Knowlsley had just time to put Tom on his guard, and Tom 
received him effusively. The elector attributed the slight difference 
in Tom's appearance to the effects of the illness produced by the 
heroic rescue. The elector, of course, wrote a letter to the editor of 
the Clarion that he had met the Hon. Tom, M.P., and his beautiful 
wife, and mentioned that the M.P. for Chumpley had begun to grow 
& beard, and on subsequent occasions, when Tom visited Chumpley to 





address his constituents, the beard was accepted as fully accounting 
for the difference between Tom as a candidate and Tom as an M.P. 


* o ” * - ° 

One October evening a cab drew up at a handsome and brilliantly 
lit residence at St. John’s Wood. The Hon. Tom Knowlsley shoved 
his head out of window and shouted to the driver that he was at the 
wrong house, and the voice of Mrs. Keeler was heard saying that 
it was all right. The Hon. Tom descended, and assisted Mrs. 
Knowlsley to descend. As they entered the doorway a pleasant 
looking old lady celebrated a quaint old Scotch custom, by breaking 
a cake over Mrs. Knowlsley's head, and bidding her welcome home. 
The old lady was the Scotch housekee of the late Mr. Sproggs. 
The Hon. Tom looked dazed, and at when he had got his 
tongue into workable condition, he said— 

“What docs all this mean? This isn’t the kind of furnished 
lodgings for five hundred a year, Mary.” 

“No, Tom, it isn’t lodgings at all; it is home—our home.” 

“Our home!” echoed Tom. 

“Yes, it was my father’s, and, of course, it was mine, and now it 
is yours!” 

“‘ Then, you must be awfully wealthy?” 

“My trustees don't grumble though I spend thirty thousand a 
year!” 

“ Why, Mary, I thought you were a poor girl.” 

“So I was, Tom, till I gained your love!” 

And the Scotch housekeeper discreetly turned away her head. 

o - ie o - a 

As everyone knows, poor Lord Knowlsley never recovered the 
effects of the accident near Paris. The Earl of Upthespout was soon 
reconciled to Tom when he heard he had made one of the best matri- 
monial catches of the last two years ; and, as the trustees of the late 
Mr. Sproggs are now busy buying up mortgages on the estates, it is 
likely that the next Earl will enter upon the succession without 
other encumbrances than those which are usually the outcome of 


happy matrimony. THE END. 








A Lowther Arcadia. 


THEY think of throwing out bold “Jimmy ” Lowther 
From Thanet, which that sportsman represents ; 
For though he’s not so bad as many a mouther 
Who on the selfsame side his vagueness vents, 
Still, “Jimmy” is a Tory, and his creed, howe’er they plan it, 
Isn’t good, and so the Liberals there would fain do better Than it, 











IMPUDENCE. 


Hoirdresser.—“ You've a very thick head” 7 
Indignant Customer.—“ What the deuce do you mean ? 
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Alairdresser.—“ —of hair, sir! 
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HIS ViEW AND HERS. 
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Algie (happy beyond any other kind of expression).—‘1 SAY, DABLING, WOULDN'T IT BE AWFULLY JOLLY TO GO ABOUT LIKE 


THIS FOR Ever?” 


- ” 
Maud (the darling).—" AND I NEVER TOKNOW WHAT THEY WERE WEARING ON SHORE? HOW SELFISH MEN ARE IN THEIR LIKINGS ! 





es — 


Fish Fathers. 


[A writer in one of the magazines sets forthwith | 
much detall the tal virtues displayed by certain | 
male members of the fish tribe.) 
No doubt all you humans (or humen) 

Are in virtues domestic most true men— 

Of course, I'm addressing mere males— 
But for ex ge parental devotions, 

For the best of ali fatherly notions, 

Seek those beings who wear fins and tails. 
Of course, you're an excellent parent— 
To doubt such a matter one daren’t— 

Indeed, if one did, you'd cry “ Pish!” 
But it seems for the finest affection 
Displayed in a fam'ly direction, 

e can't be compared to the Fish ! 


Here and there is a noodle or ninny 
In the tribe that is scaly and finny, 

And some fish will often show gall; 
Mr. Fish, though, looks after his youngster 
Ere it can its tail or its tongue stir, 

And will teach it what's right when it’s sma). 
Yea, the male fish will stay in and nurse it, 
And educate, train, or rehearse it, 


Rageominn its ev'ry fond wish ; 
He teach it to gracefully wallow, 
And smaller sized fishes to swallow— 

Are we Pas, then, as fond as these fish? 


Your true fish is temperate, very, 

No champagne, B. and 8., port or sherry 
He takes with his general grub ; 

He's a model young husband and father, 

Who'll stay by his fireside (rather !), 
And never stop late at 


bis clul 





To his fish wife he brings all his wages, 
At a buttonless shirt he ne’er rages— 
Yea, till swallowed or gracing some dish, 
He performs all his duties domestic 
In @ manner serene and majestic— 
Thus, like Grand Old FUN is the Fish! 








The Piteous Plaint of Poor Pussy. 


(Mr. J. W. Townsend, Hon. Sec. of the National Cat 
Club, laments in the Stockkeeper that the classes 
assigned in shows to our feline pets are so poorly fur- 
n'shed, and wishes that every owner of a well m rked 
cat would send ittoashow and let it take its chance 
with the rest.) 

WHILE the patriot’s fiercely trouncing 

His foes for the public weal, 
And the labourer's friend denouncing 
The autocrat’s grinding hee],— 
While philanthropists fain from Berry 
Would rescue vile murderers’ necks, 
And the ladies grow clamorous, very, 
For the rights of the gentler sex,— 
While each member of old St. Stephen’s 
Has his heart and his cranium full 
Of some ghastly and gruesome grievance 
Which he mears to at length annul,— 
Will no knight, from his stupor rousing, 
Attempt to dispel owr at— 
Rabilarious gloom by espousing 
The cause of the well marked cat ? 


It is eorrowful, sad, appalling, 
To find at each baby show 

Quite a number of urchins squalling, 
Like scarecrows perched in a row. 


And t ws fort 


For the prettiest, smartest belle, 
For the biggest li———- no, romancer,— 
Are attended absurdly well. 
Ev'ry dangerous, useless doggie 
Is displayed by a master vain, 
And the horse that is gaunt and groggy 
To the show of the gee-gees ta’en. 
The guinea-pig starts folks gushing, 
And the caudally-brilliant rat ; 
But doomed to the doom of “ blushing 
Unseen ” is the well marked cat ! 


Yet, if any good knight will promise 
To fight for the rights of “ Grim,” 
I declare, as a well marked Thomas, 
That I'll go to the shows with him. 
And I'll take at each demonstration 
The prize : for you ne’er will spy 
Through the length and breadth of creation 
Any better marked cat than I! 
I've been marked with a score of pokers 
By a score of insane galoots : 
I’ve been marked by nocturnal croakers, 
With a legion of bobnailed boots, 
I've been marked with the baleful bangs of 
The truant rapscallion’s clogs : 
I've been marked by the fiendish fangs of 
Those maleficent pests called dogs. _ 
I've been marked by huge chimneys falling 
Kerwhop in the angry squall, 
And by broom-wielding Amazons bawling 
Most infernally marked of all. 

And the man would growrich who'd bear me 
To the pussy-cat shows—that’s flat! 

For the judges must needs declareme _ 
\N EXCEEDINGLY WELL MARKED CAT 
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“AT THE BEND OF THE RIVER.” 





Mur. Shikee MacGickerums had promised to take his 
beloved for a boating trip to Richmond on Saturday 
afternoon. They met, but alas!—hbis hated temper. 
* Why did yer come in that blooming ’at, yer hass?” 


' 
\) 

















Now was his opportunity. The rescue was 
energetic, but rather rash, 





“Get into the boat, can't yer?” he shrieked, nudging her. 


te 


said Shikee. ~ > 
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Prodigies of desperate valour performed during 
the excitement of the moment, 


XK —(The Season's Latest.) 
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When they got on shore, juct did she not give him 
a bit of her mind, PS.— After that 4 was OFP, 
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A REGAL POETESS, 


I AM getting rather sick of all this talk about bards and queens 
and wreaths of bays, and all that sort of nonsense. A parcel of 
foolery, wreaths and bays!—a string of sausages is of far more value 
in these days. Sausages are always now worth having, or why should 
the clown steal them in the pantomime? What is the good of a 
wreath of bays unless to stick on the top of a statue's head ina tea 
garden? I hate such foolery. I was in a German beer garden the 
= day, and they stuck a wreath of bays of laurels, or cabbage 
oy for what I know—very likely cabbage leaves, for they have a 
=o deal of them in their penny cigars—and they call that crowning 
ie poet! I didn’t look at what the poet’s name was on the pedestal, 
nha er have been just as interesting to me if it had been Colman’s 
in 8 or Aspinall’s enamel, or “ Fish is cheap to-day.” I never 
i ife knew a man who wrote verses to come to any good. All 
po men that ever I knew that wrote verses took to gin and water, 
pon up every month to borrow half-crowns that they solemnly 
rr pay back again that next Tuesday week at twenty-five 
writin past twelve in the morning. I can’t make out a queen 
peer, verses, I should as soon think of Her Majesty painting 
sileads a for Reckitt’s blue, and reading them to the evening 
ore c : at a workman’s college. Not exactly! Our Queen does 
never ind aes a little, including £400,000 a year, but she has 
Flan ged in that nonsense yet. If she did, I would go and joina 
oer. oe at once. It is positively hateful to me to hear of this 
she w se. They used to pitch into the Empress of the French because 
imp = aes an intellectual woman. I have often envied the late 
““peror, although he was knocked out of time at Sedan. Despite 








all his troubles he never had a wife who wanted to \read poetry to 
him, and to bore him with a lot of second-rate high school cleverness 
and nonsense. That was a great mistake Rider Haggard made with 
his “She” in making her so infernally clever. He should have made 
her pretty, and all that sort of thing, with no nonsense about doing 
chemistry and such like foolery, Who cares about clever women? 
Carmen Sylva! Of course, I respect the lady, but poets seldom have 
any silver to rattle in their trousers’ pockets. I don't mean any puns 
or nonsense of that sort; I am not a comic writer. I have always 
paid my debts, and I never cared about polishing my boots on the 
taproom sawdust, When I want a drink I drink at home, and if 
it’s not good, take it out in using bad language at the wine man. 
There is no poetry about me! Why, when I was twelve years old, I 
have had four on each hand and six over the back because I couldn't 
recite Gray’s Elegy. Elegy in a country churchyard, indeed! Alll 
bad to do with country churchyards was to swarm up the trees to try 
and get at the rooks, and never get them, and nearly break my neck, 
and then I was caned afterwards—and quite right too. I too 
much sense to go writing a lot of jingle about country churchyards. 
If I were a queen—I mean a king—I would let the Ban | go to the 
advertisers, you wouldn’t catch me making a fool myself in that 
way. My liver may be bad enough, but I've gota Jittle common 


sense left still, A parcel of tomfoolery. DioGEeNges TUBBS, 








Did they? How long ago? 
Messrs. Dagonet and Buchanan 
” out of an Adelphi 


“THe English Rose,” indeed ! 
Possibly owing to the recent strikes, 
consider they are entitled to take an “Irish Kise 


audience. 
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THE AWFUL DRUNKARD. 
A TALE OF CLUB IDIO3YNCRASY. 


There's an odd little eccentricity characteristic o 


} 








They were all fellow-members, slightly acquainted with each other. “ You 
know Brown? * said Jones to Robinson. ‘* Terrible thing abont Brown: I hear 
he’s an AWFUL DRUNKARD. Sucha good fellowtoo! Very sad!’ And 
Jones and Robinson shook their heads and shed a compassienate tear. 


“Yon kaow Rohinson ?” said Jones to Browa. “ Very sad —they tell me he's 
HAKULY £VER SOBER, Rains ali lis priepects, you know!" And they 
mourue i, 














nd they all met again when the’ 
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enda hf een one . , — 
7 they might warn each other of the dangers of drink. And then each learned, 


{ Professional and Bohemian Clubs; we will call it the Harrowinog-Rumour Eccentricity. 





\y 


“You know Jones?” said Brown to Robinson. “ Poor fellow—I am told he 
DRINKS FRIGHTFULLY. Dreadful pity, isn't it?” And Brown and Robin- 
son sighed deeply. 





And when those three met next time, each gazed at the other: witha dampand 


pityiag eye, and thought,“ Poor fellow! I -uppose it wouldnt do to speak to 
himaboutit?’ And they went on weeping for each other. 
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THE MASTER OF THE SITUATION; 
OR, WHAT WE'RE COMING TO. 


Employer—“WORK? NOT AT ALL. IF YOU OBJECT TO FAIR WAGE FOR FAIR W IRK, JUST KINDLY SIT DOWN 





I'LL DO THE WORt MYSELF.” 
[See Cartoon Verses, p. 138. 





AND SMOKE YOUR PIPE AND ALLOW ME OCCASIONALLY TO RAISE YOUR WAGES. 
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THE PREVALENT “LITERATURE.” 


Mopgew Iwsoeust. I have an hour's leisure, and I feel that I 
cannot do better than utilize the period in learning the news of the 
day from one of our ex- 
cellent London news- 
papers. Now, let me see, 
which paper of them all 
to choose from so rich an 
array 

GesiIvs OF HISTORY 
(with a black eye and a 
broken nose, and armed 
with a bludgeon). No 
doubt I can as-ist you in 
the matter. Come with 
me to the  bookstall 
There—you might begin 
by casting your eye over 
this, the Carrion Crow. 
What manner of news do 
you seek? 

M. I. Oh! I am not 
particular — political, ar- 











of contemporary history. 


, 


G.of H. Ah! proceed then. You will 
columns. 

M. I. Toit, then. Here, I perceive, are some columns of letters to 
the editor, doubtless on some interesting topic. (Reads) :— 

“Dear Str,—I trust you will allow me to correct the impression, 


find all you seek in those 


? 


which may be created by the letter of that lying thief, Puggles. 
When Puggles declares that he kicked me downstairs and sat on me 
he simply li-s; on the contrary, it was I who threw Puggles clean 
over my head into the gutter, where he came down, head first, intoa 
mound of mud. It is altogether beneath me to write to you to con- 
travert the disgusting and degraded twaddle of such a creature as 
Puggles—and that is why I do it. I am a person worthy of the 
highest admiration in every way, while Puggles is a low cad, whom I 
would not debase myself by kicking. Yours truly, MUGGLES.” 

Well, but, Mr. Genius, this effair doesn't appear to me to be of 
imperial interest. In fact, 2s far as /'m concerned—— 

G. of H. Bless my soul, you surprise me! Why, this throws fresh 
light upon a most important incident—the fight between the editor of 
a periodical of blasphemous tendencies, and somebody whom he has 
been libelling—or hasn't been libelling. Hadn't you better proceed ? 
You will become awfully absorbed. 

M. I, Oh, no, thank you! Fact is, I'm not altogether wildly in- 
terested in the row between Puyyviles and Muggles; and I think I'll 
try another newspaper. Here’san article (Heads) :— 

“In an exhaustive letter in our issue of to«lay, Mr. Pugg Nayshus 
discusses, in his well known robust manner,a question which we have 
not quite succeeded in identifying——” 

Ah! perhaps that letter may be of interest. I'l try it (Reads) :-— 


To THe EpITorR OF THE Dodderer. 


“Sin.— How long is the raucous and ghastly asceticism of an age 
soaked with degraded truckling to the iconoclastic Behemoth to rear 
its grisly mask above the bloodless cenotaph of sickly and effete 
hyperboreanism? The 
recent brutal attempt to 
anestheticise the pnysico 
immaterialistic canons of 
our present morbid and 
puerile hyper-vitality is 
but a stepping-stone to 
the reeking Golgotha of 
that latter-day and un- 
spiritual neo-fetishism 
which is slowly, but 
surely, eating like a 
cursed canker at the 
vitals of our post-diluvial 
manhood — post-diluvial 
in the tense which is, 
of all senses, the most 
exoteric and inept; the 
sense of an _ eternal 
pseudo-atrophy, debasing 


and murderous alike in 





ite tence neies, its characteristice, and ita princ ples. How long 
are we to sit still under the groaning terror of this holocaust of 
buman incoagulability, our nerves uns‘ rung t the rheat tension 
by the knowledge that it is sur y draggi: - wi to the 
langerous vortex of B gTOV r 4 rmit : rather 





a 


exchange the shekel of deliberate nepotism for the unutterable 
talent of a matured and highly vitalized alterity ; and then, and not 
till then, shall this incubus of white-livered prudishness sink into the 
abyss that is waiting for it—then, and not till then, shall we all be 
able to obtain as much improper literature as we wish for, without 
fear of prosecution by the police. Yours, PUGG NAYSHUs.” 

G. of H. Magnificent writing, isn’t it? 

M.I. Eh! Ah, I suppose it must be. But I'm afraid I’m not 
interested even in that. Can you recommend anything else? 

G. of H. Ob, dear, yes! lots. All the newspapers reek with inter 
est of the same sort. Heres a reply to that letter you've just rea 
by somebody who doesn’t understand it, but wants to kick Pug 
Nayshus for something or other. Then here’s a long correspondence— 
consisting mainly of blasphemy and blackguardism—about the row 
between Poey Tasster and his enemy, Lowtung; and here’sa letter 


UQ bev 
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and critics are all filthy and loathsome vampires 
M. J. But it seems to me that modern journalism corsists main] 
of the efforts of objectionable and offensive tenth-rate journalists to 


advertise themselves and slang each other. 
G. of H It does. 
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A Striking Invention! 
[A recent bride and bridegroom rode off from Church in a specially invent 
Loneymoon van. _ 
WE read of a new fangled honeymoon van 
Affected by young wedded pairs, whose urbanity 
Fills with derision the mind of a man 
Who hasn’t (as yet) suffered love’s wild insanity. 
This new vehicle, doubtless, suits all Hymen’s clan 
(Who are e’er made the butts of all single humanity) ; 
But some, we opine, will declare (if they can) 
That husbands and wives, 
In their first wedded lives, 
Are sufficiently slaves to mere honeymoon van-ity. 








“T SHOULD think she was a fairly good servant, wasn’t she?” “0h, 
yes.” “ Did she shed tears when she left you?” “Oh, yes! perfectly 
sobbed when I opened her box and took away my pocket-haniker- 
chief, and things that she'd put there. She was very indignant, 
and said that what I thought were my initials were her own in 
‘Irish.’ Ingenious girl that. Ready wit—would make her fortun 
in the new African colonies.” 
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Sage—Without Onions, shales 
ADVERSITY.—A “spill ” on the road of life. e | eee 
YouTH.—The time for tolerating ot RH 
CREDULITY.—A safe with its door left open. Gr ies! 
£ PARLIAMENT.—An assembly of talkers, in which the Speaker talks met eihs E 
| least. ae 
DISHONOURED.—Found out. ft Seal 
HoNESTY.—The least praiseworthy, because the most obligatory, SE} ip 
of all our actions. 4 See 
LITIGATION.—Right and Wrong doing each its worst to get the ge i aR 
better of the other. ad: 
Pears’ HopE—is to be continually increasing the sale of his sapona- ea) 
ceous ware. Bilt 
Frocs’ SPAWN—(as everybody knows); bat was anybody ever ard 
acquainted with a frogs’ pawnbroker ? 
A New SHAKSPEARIAN COMMENTARY.—Why ought Shylock and i ' 
Antonio to have been equally satisfied /—Because justice was meted 
out to them pro-Portia-nately. 
Fun's Appeal ; 


FOR THE COUNTRY HOLIDAY FUND. 





For the hopeless, for the fun- 
less, 

Sick and sorrowful and sunless 

Little children of the City’s 


Let me sing a song pathetic, 
Let me touch the harp mag- 
netic, 
Strike the strings of human 
hearts till music comes. 


Do ye know, ye men of plea- 
sure, 
What a blessing without mea- 
sure 
Tis to gain for just one moment 
sweet relief 
From the life, so grim and 
dreary, 
That is making children 
weary— 
Little children born and bred in 
scenes of grief? 


Go and thread the City’s 
mazes, 
Where the furnace ever raises 
Inky smoke that taints the soul 
of London air; 





THE PLAIN UNVARNISHED. 
Gushing Acquaintance.— Which do you like best to kiss, me or 
doliy?” 
Cherub.— Well, dolly’s red cheeks don’t come off on my clean 
pinafore, like yours and mumsey’s do, so I s’pose I'd rather kiss | 
dolly.” 


Gaze ye on the tiny faces, 
See of future ill the traces— 
Sin and sickness looming darkly 
ev ry where. 
Bear their burdens, feel their 
sorrows, 
Bitter days and sad to-morrows, 
Nought to joy for, nought to 
hope for, life a wrong ; 
Could you feel this, could you 
know it, 
Needless then were word of 
poet, 
Needless then to tell the tale in 
prose or song. 
Of your goodness, of your 
duty, 
Let them see for once the 
beauty 
Of the meadow, of the woodland, 
of the sea ; 
Tear their cloud of grief 
asunder, 
For one fortnight let them 
wander, 
Let them taste the life a child's 
should always be. 








Pauper Piety. 

(Mach controversy has lately arisen in cer- 
tain Workhouses concerning the meatlers 
state of the “meat pies” supplied to the in- 
mates. 

THESE wicked folk—the pauper class— 

So brutal, base, so cruel and crass, 

Again have dared to grumble. Why? 

We'lltell you,—'tis through Pauper Pie! 

(Not pies that are of paupers made, 

Though that were, p'r'sps, a paying 
trade ; 

To feed the beasts—'twere well to try 

U pon themselves—on Pauper Pie !) 

No; quite another pie affair 

Is this, concerning which they dare 

To cast a vile, malicious eye, 

And sniff at it as “ Pauper Pie!” 

It seems they actually treat 

hese pies (which really havesome meat, 
As frauds—and so, for “ puzzles ”’ try : 
To find the meat in the Pauper Pie. 
a matter only proves again 
on paupers always will complain— 
Ma though the Poor Ratesaresohigh 

ust they have meat in their meat pie? 
Perish the thought! And perish too 





OUR TRADESMEN’S ADVERTISING COLUMN. 
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iIDIFFERENT VIEWS. 


Maud,—‘ This is a capital box. We can see all over the house.” 
Mabel,—"“ I don't think so. All the house can’t see us.” 


WRINKLES FROM THE RANK, the 4.30!" an’ wen I lands ‘im in at the station with a bit in ’and,’e 


]1.—PHIL FLYWHIP HAS A Day IN THE Law Courts. Ansom, sir? Yas, sir—jumpin. Tchk! 


LAW? ah, yus! The law's a splendid institution— 
to get a livin’ at; but, look at ‘ere, if you ‘as a hargu- 
ment with a party, an’ there’s no way o’' settlin’ things 
by the good ole game of “'Ands up,” an’ there's any 
talk of goin’ to law about it, jes’ you take a mug’s tip 
—you call to the other cove's pieces, or let 'im call to 
yours, an’ settle it that way. On'y one of yer'll lose 
that ‘ere way ; but you go to law with the joker, an’ it's 
odds you'll both leave orf stone broke, and the six-an’- 
eight gent an’ his pal with the coachman’s wig’'ll scoop 
in all the mopuses, 

Did I ever go to law? Not me! But I was oncet 
mixed up in a case asa witness, Me an’ Bill Bantam 
was @' ‘avin’ jest a bit of a barney one day a-comin’ 
down the Strand. Bill was a-tryin’ to shut me in, 
playful like, an’ we both whipped ‘em up for a ‘underd 
yards or so, wen Bill, who was jest a-turnin’ round in 
his perch to say somethink perlite in answer to my 
remark as if I ‘ad a face like ‘is I'd pawn it for the 
price of a pint an’ lose the ticket, when wallop goes ‘is 

off wheel into the near side of a toff's carriage as was 
-crawlin’ along, landin’ it on the curb on the top of the 
coachman and gardener, an’ sendin’ a ole = inside 
into ‘ighsterricks. 

Well, that ole gal was so hupset she brought a haction 
against Bill's boss. So Bill arsks me if as'ow I'd go up 


as a hindependent witness, jest to say as ‘ow he wasn't 


a doin’ nothing at all, an’ the ole gal’s coichman an’ 
gardener was a-tearin’ along like a fire-engine, an’ in 
‘course I goes, Bill's governor's lawyer takes us down 
to the court when the trial comes on—an’ of all the 
‘dark ‘oles as them ‘ere Law Courts is—well, | sappose 
Justice, bein’ blind,can see just as we!) in the dark. like 
‘the owls and catse—an’, talkin’ about owls. « t 





ol2 geezers in the white wigs looks more like owls an’ 'awks than any 
I’ve ever seed outside the Zoo. 


I was a-goin’ into the fust court as I came to, when Bill’ boss's 
lawyer ses, “ Not there, my man, that’s the Divorce Court—you ought 
to have know’d that by the crowd o’ females tryin’ to kid the door. 
keeper to let ‘em in.” The next court we come to was Chancery, go 
Bill an’ me edged orf from that pretty quick. 


Well, I never was ia such a fluster in my life as when they stuck 
me up in the box, and Bill’s boss’s counsel began to arsk me questions, 
but I soon tumbled to ‘is bein’ all right, an’ I sees in arf a jiffey as’e 
was on'y a-puttin’ me through a canter jest for me to get into my 
stride like. But when ’e sets down and the other joker gits up and 
begins ‘itchin’ up ’is gown with ‘is left ‘and, and waggin’ his finger at 
me with ‘is right, I ses to myself, “Steady! this ’ere bit 0’ road’s 
greasy.” ‘“ Now,” ’e ses to me, “be careful,” and I ses to ’im, “I 
shouldn’t ha’ kep’ my licence clean if I wasn’t, sir,” an’ he goes on, 
‘‘ Was the defendant’s driver racin’ with you?” “Wot?” I ses, “’im 
race with me /—no fear !—’e couldn’t ’old me for a yard.” I sees Bil] 
down at the table turn werry red,an’ lookin’ as if ’e was goin’ to orfer 
to take me on for all the brass in my kick, but he restrains ‘isself, an’ 
the counsel arsks me next, was I a-racin’ with ’im? “No,” I ses, “if 
l’ad been, we should have been at different ends of the Strand in 
two ticks.” Then the counsel arsks me if I’d ever seed Bill a-drivin’ 
fast, and I ses, “ Never; in fact, he always went so slow I thought ‘im 
more cut out for a lawyer than a cab-driver,” an’ the old judge gave 
a bit of a grin an’ looked hextry solemn direckly arterwards, and the 
counsel looked as if ’e was goin’ to bust a blood-wessel, an’ I hears 

sill say, ‘ wait till I get ’im outside,” and the usher ‘avin’ ’ad a good 
larf to ‘isself, yells out, “‘Ssssh ! ” 

Then ole frizzle wig arsks me “ Was Bill a-goin’ fast or slow?” an’ 
I ses, ‘‘ It depends,” I ses, “when you're a-crossin’ a road, thinkin’ ‘ow 
you're goin’ to bustle somebody, you'll think the cab you're tryin’ to 
crawl under is goin’ fast, but if you're inside you'll squeak through 
the butterfly that you ain’t ‘ired the show for a funeral.” “Ow 
many miles a ‘our was ’e a-goin’?” ’e ses, an’ I[ ses “I can't say— 
I'll leave it to you.” “No,” ’e ses, with a grin, “ you mustn’t leave it 
to me this time, cabby!” Then the ole fizgig on the bench arsks me 
if Bill was a sober man. I ses, “ Yas, my lord,—’e’s like you an’ me, 
an’ all of us,—’e likes a glass in reason now an’ then.” This time 
the judge turns pickle-cabbage colour, an’ it was the counsel as larfs. 
Then ’e ses, “‘ My lord, I don’t think I need arsk the witness anythink 
else.” And the judge ses, “ Certingly, I think you’d better not. 

Bill soon got ‘is ’air agen wen ‘is lawyer told ’im as ’ow I'd won the 
case for em, and the next time I sees that judge as ‘ad so much to 
say about the sin and danger of fast drivin’, I was on the rank, an 
’e calls me an’ ses, “ Cabby, drive like fury to Waterloo—I must catch 





gives me arf adollar over my fare, an’ ’e ses, “ Cabby, you're a flyer!” 
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PUTTING IT DELICATELY. 

Miss E-questrienne,—“ She carried me capitally, but the string halt you ward 
me of is a serious objection.” 

The Lender of the 


¢ the T wa and n't ier w wi at v re ta cing 


: srat 
Mount.—“"Sh! The man I'm going to sell her to 18 jus” 
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THE LITTLE ENTOMOLOGISTS. 


1)’ Pres a lar Billy: A bloomin’ ornetS nest 2s (2) And’eres 2 pore ole 
right on the feck path se ft <> bloke our o' work evi. 
Lets take a snooze Lets take 


an' stir 
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ornet trap, aint it? The ole cave ll ave some fun had ake at Te Ab ' 
with thisere, you ll see * Pe | 
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5) “Seo ef 
I dont learn 


- 
yer manners -/ 


Lil make 
yer laugh o 
Thunder 
Fire !! “Ha'Ha! Ha! He! He'He' 
Do leave orf, guvnor - Oh 


Copper! : ae 
Murder!!! 2 ~ 2\\ lor! Talk about step darn- 
a a yt. 


But Swift ED 


and sudden retribution 


followed ' Then those boys 
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A Tea-sing Tea-fight. | é, ranked Gb” Tb 
“uw . P > R . ” ' A MAN of our acquaintanc?, Watching some iciiers felling trees, 
ao rena An agitation in the tea trade! fell over a hatchet cad knocked out two front teeth. “I am so 
TY grocers, in a Hy-son-orous tone. sorry,” said the proprietor of the hatchet, ‘‘ I couldn't help it.” “ No,’ 


“eq s . . . 
Fe it be the savoury mixture in which we trade, | gsid the sufferer; “I know it was quite ax-idental,” and he passed 
a8 recently some strong emotion shown ? on $0 the seus show 


Tis some Peck-o’ trouble caused by that vile Free Trade. 

- Yes, we'll be bound 'tis that /” (80 some make moan.) “ Experiencia dorset,” as the butterman remarked when he opened 
Ob, will our trade now dwindle to a wee trade? a new tub labelled “ Warranted Aylesbury.” 
Or why on tea-men is this tea-dium thrown?”’ 

And consumers likewise (though they never d 
Find, through this tea-fizht, they are over tea-tray'd. 





trade) “SucH a thing never entered my head before,” as Goliah observed 
when David slung the stone into him. 
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Dainties in 
Endless 
Variety 


The Choicest Dis a the Richest Custard 


WwW? t Poor 














Blue | 


See that you get it! 
As bad bie are ae sold 
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- MMs ae and Ms @/ had Ja fe. words eAnd now Fey riever speak as They pass y 
The Master of the Situation. And he bosses the show, or he thinks that he And, unless he be careful of what he is at, 
(Sex CARTOON.) can, : man. He may soon do their work and just pay 
. Does this new-style Progressive, industrious them for that / 
WHAT are we coming to? What, indeed! 
With his Eight Hours’ Movement and rhe employer is willing to vive a good wage ' 
labour strikes If he only can get good work in return, A Pretty Pickle! 
And his Union, with a Committee to lead, And e’en your Progressive he'd gladly engage OF poisonous pickles we read, 
The workman believes he can do as he likes, At fully as much as the latter would earn ; If in doubt overhaul the brave Lancet ;s 
He will idle all day, But it seems unto me, Then, consumers, arise and give heed, 
In a masterly way, Somehow, that he Win a victory—anyhow, chance it ! 
So long as he finds he can do it for pay ; Is a little inclined to be weak in the knee; Fight and upset these makers of wrong, 
For he doesn't much fret He employs them, though when Bring their poisonous plans down t 
About fairness, you bet, They are chafing, why, then, zeTO ; 
As his motto is, “ Take every cent you can He will act as they please to keep nice And, if for a war song you long, 
get"; with his men, Sing a new Picca Lilli-buallero. 
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COCOA 


ABSOLUTELY PURE THEREFORE BEST 
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“FUN’S” TIP-TOPICAL TOUCHES. 
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(1.) McAuliffe and Slavin last week were arrested ; 
But they fought after that, and McAuliffe was bested. 


(2.) The Thames is just now odoriferous ; _ 
"Tis a sweet scent, but don’t save a whiff for us. 


T (3.) This youngster a juvenile Turpin was ; 
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. 
¢.) Poor womar 
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The rights of the ‘‘ road” he usurpin’ was. 


| Fate did ck at ber 
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(5.) Gay gunnists, intent on life's pleasantries, 
Begin now to blaze in the Pheasantries. 


(6.) This drunkard, whose brain-pow’r defective was, 
Pretended that he a detective was, 


(7.) This passenger, jaunting so ‘‘ jammily,” ; 
Thought the “‘ ticket” was meant for the “ family. 


(8.) The scoundrel, who fierce altercation caused, 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 
fre LYCEUM.—The light and 





ee ‘ 


lively ‘“noticer”  occa- 
sionally finds himself at 
a disadvantage. It is, of 
—_ course, his duty to regard 
things — theatrical things 
—with an airy amused 
tolerance, to be sarcastic, 
jocular and generally flip- 
nt. But now and again 
. finds himself slipping 
into interested attention, actually 
becomes absorbed in some well- 
thought-out and harmonious 
effect, absolutely feels the in- 
fluence of delicately beautiful 
scenery, well fitted music and 
earnest acting, until, waking with 
a start, as it were, he gives him- 
self a shake, rubs his eyes, and 
looks around with all his lovely 
native scorn, as one who would 
} say, “ Why, you're not actually 
taken in with this sort of thing, 
| areyou? J’mnot. NotZ/ Pooh!” 
. Tie new Lyceum play is one of 
those which afflict him in this 
fashion ! 








Me Ravenswood is a beautiful 
oo.” 4 ' dreamy, poetical play—a play 
Wen. which has numerous weak spots, 

“POG but which is a satisfying success, 
because it has fallen into sympathetic hands, and is guarded at every 
point with alert skill and steady care. One merit I see in the piece 
is the effective way in which the in- 
tiexibility of the fate which hangs 
over the doomed man is steadily con- 

veyed throughout. Another merit I 
find —two or three merits, indeed— 
in the dialogue, Amid, truly, some 
queerly written things and some / 
prosaic things, there are several pretty / / 
and even deep thoughts—and that is /, 
something more than you ought to | 
expect from a modern poct. 


~~ 





Mr. IRVING is seen to i: as 
great advantage as the ill- HAs! 
fated Master of Ravenswood, / ETB ek tei 
a weird, impressive part, ad- ar 
mirably suited to him in his 
highest moods. There is one 
scene—as old to the stage, 
probably, as the drama iteelf 
—where the lover returns to 
find his promised wife the 
newly wedded bride of 
another man—in which he is 
thoroughly new, and, what is Very 
more, thoroughly true. Mies (@ | : 
Ellen Terry's charm of gentle- “A Daly GIL 
ness and depth of insight Rta 
were never more happily dis- st, ‘ 
played, and Mr. Terriss, me 
albeit playing with that 
touch of self-consciousness he has made all his own, gave us a really 

clever and consistent portrait of the unstable 

- Bucklaw. As for Mr. Mackintosh, the play 

»\\ slay _in his hands at one point of special 

/ >») difficulty, and, thanks to a magnificent dis- 

/7 play of power on his part, we hadn't even 
a time to tremble for its safety, 








' No te \; THUS far in sober earncst. Now prepare 
‘ “At a we our flagon of hot flippancy and our barrel 
\ of small wit. The first things I propose to 

\ sit upon are Mr. Irving’s spurs—at least— 
Beyihi ‘ *) well, you know what I mean. The way those 
1 oN ¥\ spurs rattle and clank all through the piece 

' is suggestive of nothing so much as that 


'y ’ . r wearer a : ry nata 














before) with a remarkably fine representation of the character 
of “Jingle.” Shooting the celebrated bull through the window, too, is 
is such a_ thoroughly 
4 comical incident, that 

| I should think it will 

> + ae be modified in some 
manner by this time— 

wPG } only I don’t see how 
nee h they are to do it. This 
\ treatment of the in- 
yz,\ || cident so obviously 

| te | takes the element of 
L personal bravery out 
sue *} of Edgar’s rescue, and 
ial We '| so destroys its force, 
| that I prodigiously 
wonder how Mr. 
Melivale and (most 
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of all) Mr. Irving 
could dream of let- 
ting it stand so. 
Better “imagine” 
the thing as occur- 
ing “between the 
acts”! 


I SHOULD think 
this play might take 
the prize gold pancake 
for the conspicuously we 
fragmentary nature of « Skee sea side 
ite charactas — even & Bueklaw inpediiaent — Se 
the heroine is far from - 
escaping scatheless. With the exceptions of the Master, Bucklaw, 
and the intrusive old lady who is so given to unpleasant recitations 
(most cleverly and judiciously played by Miss Marriott), there isn’t a 
whole character in the piece—they are all chips. Mr. Bishop is a 
trifle weak as Sir William Ashton, but, on the whole, the play is 
wonderfully cleverly cast, Mr. Macklin’s breezy Marquis of Athole 
being particularly attractive in ites freshness. Mr. Gordon Craig's 
boyish Henry Ashton is equally attractive in its way. It’s a beauti- 
f . production, and I don’t think I have been so very flippant, after 
all, 

Nops AND WINK8.—So many things have been going on at once 
this week that I have only space for just a note or two here this 
time, with hope to say more of them on another occasion. These include 
a wonderful benefactor of his species at the Pavilion, who changes a 
mere man thing into a lovely little lady. Then there is Sandow, who 
is stronger than the strongest man on earth, has just introduced a 
stronger man than himself at the Royal, while the 
Moore and Burgess Minstrels have celebrated a 
jubilee of twenty-five years (which I should call a 
demi-jubilee myself), at St. James’ Hall, and the 
Mohawks held the Strand Theatre (and crowded 
audience) for a couple of matinées, Kveryone of 

: these shows is first class, 

COrede.—The Struggle for 

Life, produced at the 

Avenue on the 25th ult., 
. was at its conclusion 

treated to such “ manifes- 

tations of dissatisfaction” 
as lead to the impression 
that it may soon cease to 
exist—but “more of this 
anon.”—The Bailiff’s and 
other people's daughters 
at Islington had a good 
time last week comparing 
their charms with those of 
the Venus of the Law 
Courts—Lady Dunlo—in Augustus Druriolanus’ burlesque of the 
same name, Venus—not Dunlo. Enough silver was taken at the doors 
to make a complete set of armour for the Sheriff elect, and furnish 
the lessee with sufficient loose change until the frost sets in. Whether 
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OUINTHA,. 
A WEEDERIAN ROMANCE IN FOUR CHAPTERS, 


“ Morality, heavenly link ! 
To you I eternally drink | 
I'm awfully fond 
Of that heavenly bond— 
Morality, heavenly link |” 
—SIR BARNABY BAMPTON Boo, 


CHAPTER I, 


THE COUNTESS OF ARDUP sat in her boudoir. Why she did so 
was obvious—she had nowhere elss to sit. For, alas! the tall, stately, 
sol & aks : and, it must be confessed, dilapi- 
Ao = RS 1 | dated mansion in the Euston Road, 
un, EEN ss) had, by the process of time and an 
ee ye} || impoverished exchequer, become 
er) AY transformed into a lodging-house ; 
ee | 
| 





A ad ‘a! =< 


and the fair countess disdained not 
to take in boarders—principally 
unencumbered members of the 
sterner sex—and “do” for them 
in the most approved fashion, 
Such being the existing state of 
affairs in the Ardupian ménage, 
and every other chamber in the 
house being occupied, it could 
scarcely in itself be regarded asa 
| surprising fact that her ladyehip 

| gat where she did. 

/ Suddenly the door was thrown 
violently open, and a tall, shapely 
girl,exquisitely attired, with the 
traces of poignant grief plainly 

‘visible even amid the coating of 
pearl powder that adorned her 
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wondrous face, rushed frantically 

S | | into the apartment. 

OS | “He has gone!” she ex- 
BY = claimed, wildly, throwing 

kos) TANG her arms around the coun- 

Lyn NON tess’ neck, and imprinting a 
ye “QQ! tearful kiss upon her as- 

~ i . 

Lie SMOQY’\ tonished cheek. “ He has 
TTT, QO \ gone, and I am alone!” and 


falling heavily into a chair 
(which quivered beneath 
her weight, either from silent sympathy or through structural weak- 
ness), and burying her face in her begemmed hands, she sobbed 
aloud ; heedless of the evident ravages grief was making with her 
complexion. 

“Compose yourself, Ouintha,” murmured the countess, gently, at 
the same time taking out her handkerchief and wiping from her cheek 
the faint rosy mark which lingered softly there, the corporeal echo of 
the kiss she had received ; “compose yourself—and where on earth 
do you purchase your rouge, child? It is disgracefully bad.” And 
she glanced at her handkerchief. 

‘No matter, no matter,” sobbed Ouintha, without raising her head. 
“ Life contains no attraction for me now. He has gone!” 

“ Where?” testily interrupted the countess, ‘ Where on earth has 
he gone? and for why?” 

“Oh, ask me not! To—to Brokersland, to make railways and— 
and—things!” was the vague response, 

“Ah!” ejaculated her ladyship, thoughtfully, “and so the 
electrical engineer has at length accepted the mysterious foreign 
appointment. Well, why not? Say he’s absent for three years e 

“ Three years!” almost shrieked Ouintha. “Three years! Never! 
I should go mad—the separation would kill me!” And her heart- 
ae emotion almost drowned the sound of a knock at the 

oor. 

“ What, again?” said the countess, angrily. 
& moment’s peace? Come in.” ; 

The door opened, and a tall, slight, graceful figure, shabbily 
attired, with an unkempt profusion of long dark hair overshadowing 
the perfect contour of a face that should rightly have belonged to 
some classical divinity of the Prehistoric Era, lounged carelessly in 
the threshold. He was accompanied by a pungent odour of burnt 
paper ; the smoke from an expiring cigarette wreathing itself in faint 
blue clouds around his god-like head. 

“ Madam,” he began; then, seeing Ouintha, paused. — et 

Ouintha glanced haughtily at him. The fire of genius was in his 
eye, but his boots were in the last stage of decrepitude—particularly 
about the uppers. 1 

“Who is this cad?” she murmured, disdainfully, glancing inter- 
rogatively at the countess, 
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‘Am I never to have 


replied her ladyship, in the same tone—" an 


prc st a » 





artist. Well, sir,” turning towards the intruder, “to what am I 
indebted for the honour of this visit?” 

“ Madam,” he replied, a faint smile curling his eyelashes, while the 
liquid accents of his flute-like voice rolled softly from floor to ceiling, 
“TI have been the fortunate occupier of your fifth floor for the past 
four months, Will it be deemed an impertinence if I venture to 
inquire whether there is any remote probability of my bed-linen 
undergoing what appears to me to be a somewhat necessary change ? 
Frankly—if coarsely—when am I to have clean sheets?" 

The countess rose—an awful embodiment of majestic wrath. 
Long years ago, Society had trembled and turned pale at the same 
tempest of withering scorn which now burst full upon the bared 
head of this impious canvas-spoiler. 

“Sir!” she thundered, with true Johnsonian emphasis, “ there 
exists an annual custom in my establishment, which decrees that 
every bed shall be supplied with clean sheets—whether requisite or 
not—as the clock strikes six on each 24th December. A period of 
time slightly exceeding three months has yet to elapse before that 
epoch will arrive.” 

Then, turning loftily upon her heel, she added, with cold dignity, 
“ Your dinner is served in the kitchen.” [To be continued, 
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Eelf-Described, 
A Lyric IN LEAGUE-AL LANGUAGE. 
[At a recent grand Primrose League demonstration at the Dake of Norfolk's 





Sheftield residence, the chairman, a local commoner, after misreading the pro 
gramme of speakers several times, at length threw it down, and exclaimed, fiercely, 
“Why, the whole d——d thing is w rong!" Cries of “Hush!” and * Fie!” arose 


from the Primrose Dames present. ] 

THE Primrose League (with their mild intrigue 
’Gainst those terrible Liberal views), 

Although still alive, doesn’t seem to thrive, 
To judge from reports we peruse. 

The above little case at proud Norfolk's place— 
When the members went “ hammer and tong "'"— 

Is worthy of note, for (their own words to «uote) 
‘The whole d-——d thing is wrong!” 

Now, the great P. L. (80 swagger and swell) 
Would like to convert the earth 

To the strange beliefs of their haughty chiefs, 
And to prove only Tories have worth. 

So they meet in state, and they proudly prate ; 
But, to tell you the short and long, 

’Tis a foolish craze, for, to use their own phrase, 
“ The whole d d thing is wrong !”’ 


For since this band, with their manners grand, 
On Gladstone vented their wrath, 
Our principles spread, and still fewer tread 
The downward Primrose path, 
You can't expect common-sense to be checked 
By this gilt edged mountebank throng, 
For, to give them their dues, and their own phrase to use, 
“The whole d——d thing is wrong!” 
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THE RUBICON. 

Ineffable Youth (with a cold in his head, to another ineffable 
youth).—“ Friendship has ite libits, you kdow, old chappie. orge 
by dabe—but dod't copy the dot of by decktie.” 
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THE DUTY OF THE PURCHASER. 
By Mrs, IRBIE SPONSIBLE, 
(See Letters to the Newspapers about the “ Immorality of Lheapness.”) 


‘ ery | 
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iO THE LoiltTon Oo} I ‘. 

i When the purchaser (the Consuming lublic) Lt us say that what the purchaser needs is boots, but that the sale of Spanish onions is dull, 
las @ penny or two, it isnot hia duty to ask himself what [he purchaser's duty is plain: let him go without boots, and spend all he has in Spanish onions 
necesraries be is in need of; hia duty is to viance at the (which he vever cats) to benefit the Icc il grocer. Should he find that the onions. when delivered, sre 
hewrpal os snd find out what branch of trad: tauds mo:t bad, he should present the tradesman with an extra five -p yund note to encourage him. 


in need of help, 
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uppose that the tailoring trade ia not in Leed. but the 
ret.il fish interest is, the self respecting purchaser s meourag 
’ erpectil purchaser should and « ncourage the local ishmonger by cheerfully paying seven and six per pound for high bloaters. 
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And. shou! t ao) ’ 
»8houl | it so happen that the al aAulte , 
° ilterated ticles r , 
the tradesman w ; “I the articles  eeeeaeldne ae make 7 1 send at on for a doctor, but for a solicitor, to draw up his will in favour of 
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OF BEING 
[See Cartoon Verses, p. 147. 
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A RHAL TRIUMPH. 


OLD FATHER T1ME laid down his hour-glass and scythe for a few 
moments, stretched himself, and murmured, “ Think I'll just go and 
see how my daughter Civilization is going on; she must have done 
some wonders by this time.” 

Off he went, and came 
upon Civilization congratu- 
lating herself heartily. Now, 
this was not the first 
daughter of that name that 
Old Father Time had 
possessed : on the contrary, 
he had had many of them 
in his days. One had lived 
in Egypt, one in Ancient 
Japan, @ third in Central 
America, but they were all 
dead now, save this one— 
far younger than the others. 
She lived in the Western 
Hemisphere, and thought 
| she knew more than al) the 
2 others put together; but, 

, inasmuch as she had not the 
faintest idea how much the 
others had known, or what it had consisted of, perhaps she was not a 
very good judge of the matter, lsut, anyhow, she felt very satisfied, 
and when her old father came upon her, she was in the act of con- 
giatulating herself heartily. 

“ How now, Civ.?” said the parent; “ you appear to be well con- 
tent with yourself ; no doubt you’ve been doing wonders!” and all 
unperceived by his child, the old gentleman winked a great compre- 
hensive wink at the Universe, and the Universe returned it, and 
rumbled with amusement. 

“ Wonders, indeed!" eaid Civilization, comfortably ; “you'll 
have to go a long way before you find another as clever as J am, I 
can tell you! / know how to deal with a tramp, you let me alone 
for that!” 

“A tramp?” eaid Time, 

“Ah!” replied Civvy; “a tramp! He thought he had out- 
witted me, but I was one too many for him. lead this in the 
newepaper—I')] read it to you, as no doubt your eyesight is not 
so good as it ured to be:—‘A regular snuggery has been dis- 
covered under the band stand in one of the parks, where a tramp 
has been in the habit of sleeping for some time. The discovery 
having been made quite by accident, the straw and rags which the 
lodger had collected for a bed were promptly removed, and the 
tramp must have experienced considerable disappointment on 
finding himeelf shut out.” There! There's a triumph of civiliza- 
tion! Low persons can't sleep in unauthorized places nowadays, 

I can tell you.” 

“Hum!” eaid Father Time; “is that all, my dear?” 

“ All, papa?” 

“Why, yea—al!,” said Time. “Haven't you anything else to 
show me—any more triumphant kind of triumph than that?” 

“ Dear me!" said Civvy, pouting; “ what more could you want? 
That's the kind of thing to which I devote most of my atten- 
tion—that, and the number of public houses, and puerile attempts 
to forecast the weather, and the comfort of criminals (especially 
murderers), and so forth,” 








a 





“Hum! Then you don't 
bother so much about the 
comfort of those who are nt 
criminals /” 

“Oh,dearno! Any person 
who is not a criminal may be 
annoyed by his neighbour 
until he goes mad, or kept 
hanging about law courts by 
the month at a time, under 
the pretence that he may be 
wanted on a jury, or driven 
to suicide by the Salvation 
Army, or swindled by the 
Water Companies, or the 
School Board, or killed by the 
speculative builder, or poison- 
ed by the adulterator, J don't 
care; that’s not among the 
affairs that Civilization 
troubles herself about; but 
wien it comes to outwitting a etarving tramp, then——”’ 


Ww very cer said her governor. ~ Fe eer | yy el 


y queer 





W about abolishing rrors of war 















































“Eh?” said Civvy. “Oh, I haven’t gone in for that very much 4 
Of course it would be a very desirable thing, and all that, but I'ye 
devoted most of my attention in that line to magnifying the horrors. 
inventing new instruments of destruction, and so forth. You see, | 
don’t particularly trouble myself about the sufferings of soldiers, as 8 
they’re not criminals; but I’ve subjugated that tramp.” t 
“Ah!—yes; quite so,” said Time. ‘And about Government a 
jobbery,and Municipal jobbery, and general jobbery—have you-—)” 0 
‘Well, no; they still flourish, of course.” 0 
“ And crime and insanity ?” 
‘Oh, I haven’t bothered much about them,” x 
“ And strike-tyranny and mob-rule?” | 
‘Oh, why—they go on, you know.” U 
“ And blasphemy, and burglary, and limited companies?” f 
“Oh, they’re much the same as ever—perhaps a little more so.” 1 
“ Hum! Well, to put it plainly, it seems to me that you—hang it! P 
what have you accomplished Civvy, my girl?” y 
‘“ Accomplished ?” sobbed Civilization, in hysterical indignation. 7 
“ Accompl—— ? Why, haven’t I turned out that tramp?” 
d 
Need for Pen-rhynovation. d 
LORD PENRHYN has been “ werry nathty ”’ of late, t] 
The last Welsh Est—thingamy worried his pate. a 
On Liberal people he vented his spleen, e 
And patronized, too, the Chief Son of the Queen |! 
Because Gladstone was asked in that festival week A 
To come near the spot (which was Wrexham) to speak, V 
Lord P. nearly fainted—it shocked him, poor saint |— n 
Tliat the meeting was marred by “ political taint.” i 
He felt for the Prince, too (most genial of souls), W 
For which H. R. Nibs called Lord P. o’er the coals ; D 
Thus, re Wrexham, Lord P. speaks for Tories, and checks ‘em, 
‘or, as to their chances, it seems that he wrecks ’em. - 
t 
Fl 
ta 
te 
€ 
la 
| 
} 
. 
ww \lSe — (ae ee 
AT THE LAST MATCH OF THE SEASON. ly 
Tommy Tadpole—‘ Hallo, you girls, only just arrived? Youve ** f 
all the fun. I ran up a big score and then got stumped.” - 


The Younger Miss Edge Sharp.—We heard it was the other ws) 
round, Our Jack said you got stumped, and then ran up a big score. 

T. T.—“ When! Where?” 
The Y. M. FE. 8—‘‘ At your lodgings, to be sure, Isn’t that wa! 
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WIFH BHATING | 


[ NEVER read so many cases of wife beating in my life before. 
Somebody says it’s all owing to beerand gin. Isit? Formy part I 
think men are getting more of a proper idea as to what women really 
are. Of course the working men beat their wives. What's the good 
of wives to them, I should like to know ? Instead of cooking their bit 
of meat properly, they go and buy tinned stuff and a lot of beastly 
pickles. Of course they beat their wives, and a good jobtoo! If I 
were a working man and had a wife, I should do the same thing myself. 

The fact is, there’s a great deal too much talk about wives, and all 
the rest of it, nowadays. There won't be sO many marriages in the 
future. The type-writing girls will take the place of the clerks. 
Thank goodness we sha’n’t hear so much about the foolery in the daily 
papers to take the place of the sea serpents and big gooseberries. 
What the deuce do I care about other people’s poverty? I’m always 
short enough myself, without bothering about what other people are. 
It's perfectly sickening, I say! 

And the magistrates are always sympathizing with the wives, I 
detest all the nonsense and sentiment and that sort of thing, that I 
do! But I suppose people will go on meandering about something or 
the other to the end of all time. The man that could be such a brute 
asto strike a woman! Well, he might strike a fusee or a woman, 
either one or the other, and I suppose the world would wag on very 
much the same for all that. The best women, too, you ever come 
across are always naggers. It is the natural course of things, I say! 
Why, my landlady even can’t let the kitchen wench alone for five 
minutes together. She must needs stand over her and worry her, even 
if she’s only trying to drown acockroach ina gallipot. It’s the way 
with all of ’em, confound ’em! Women, indeed! Beat ’em! All the 
better ! 

What amuses me is this everlasting cackle about men’s brutality. 
It isn’t brutality, I say. It’s only a true sense of the fitness of things, 
The women deserve to be beaten. So they are beaten, and a good job 
too, Isay. And asif education would ever make any difference in 
euch matters, All the arithmetic in the world won't stop a man from 
taking up the poker if he’s so disposed. I don’t think that if they do 

teach the piano in the Board Schools, there will be any fewer black 
eyes about. As to wife beating, it will last just as long as the world 
lasts and wives last. 


I'm sick of the whole business ! DIOGENES TUBBS, 








Told with A-Plumb. 


*T WOULD, indeed, be most becoming 
To hear lecturers on plumbing, 
With their pipes all made of lead, lead, lead ; 
Of their mallets and their braziers 
We should make (as Pat says) “ saizures,” 
And thus do our own plumbing work instead, stead, stead ! 
And the reason of this thusness 
Is the Demon Plumber’s cus-ness ; 
He has driven the poor householder off his head, head, head ! 
So, let us hope these lectures 
Will help (as FUN conjectures) 
Folks to drive the Plumber, if he'll not be led, led, led. 





By our own Pig-asus ! 
(Mr, Gladstone is writing an article as to the pros and cons. of pork-eating.] 

O, YE who on pork 
Love to try knife and fork, 

Or, if for its taste, like a stork, you pine! 
Wait, wait, till you’ve read 
What the G.O.M.'s said— 

He'll make you sit up like a porcupine. 


The pig, as we know 
Isn't quite comme il faut ; 
Love of various filth his chief feature is,— 
His conduct and coat 
' Both tend to denote 
That the piggy a very por(k) creature is ! 





Snips and Snaps. 


“TYno 
dane ee! Some men have all downs and no ups; are 
Gsllvenin. pt and never bankers, gays Glumsby, in his usual tone 
gravely, ia F conversation. “‘ My dear boy,” replies Lombard Street, 

7) 8 banker's is the most chequered of all careers.” 

; Poe sey made up his mind to marry at last! What does that 
~aims Gulper, feverishly, ‘That at last his fiancee’s 
“ given over by her doctors,” replies Snorker, who is 









PRIVATE THEATRICALS. 





WILLIAM TELL. 


Young Smithson, who rows stroke to his College eight... . has consented to 
act the part of William Tell in the private theatricals.... While his respected 
father performs that of the tyrant Gessler, 





The parts of the minor patriots are taken by various domestics attached to the 
Smithson household. 
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INTELLIGENCE, 


Swell (at door ef commercial hotel, to Boots) —“ Who are thoee 
reepectably dreseed light porter men with parcels going in and out?” 

Boots,—“ Them, sir, is commercial gentlemen,” 

Swell,—‘ Deah, deah! What, may I ask, are their peculiarities?” 

Bovts.— Well, sir, they never leaves the hotel without paying their 
bill, and they allus REMEMBERS THE BOOTS,” 


WRINKLES FROM THE RANK. 


II—PHIL FLYWHIP ON “ Torrs,” 


THERE'S werry few warieties of a wariety as there's much more 
wariety about than “toffs.” There's lots o' folks as thinks theirselves 
‘toffs’ as ain't no better than you an’ me, an: there’s lots more as 
don’t think no more o’ theirselves than you and me does as is “ toffs”’ 
all over, 

I knows ‘em. W’'en I ears a 
bloke about half a street orf sayin’ 
to his pal, “ Look heah, old fellah ! 
let’s have a hansom,” with the 
haccent on the ‘ansom, and then 
call out to me as if ‘e was a Field- 
Marshal Volunteer Colonel at a 
tham fight, “Hi, cabby! Ah! 
drayve us to Piccadilly,” an’ I sees 
‘em through the butterfly a-makin’ 
up a bob between ‘em, withatizzy | 
and a fruppenny and three brown | 

i 





‘uns, an’ they gets down outside a 
big ‘otel or restaurong, where they 
can get served with a glass of bitter, 
and they swaggers orf shoutin’ to 
hevery body as speaks to’em, “ Ah! 
we've -_ just dashed down in a 
hansom, don'tcherknow,” I knows 
as they ain't toffs, and nobody 
thinks ‘em toffs, on'y the funniest 
part of the deal is, that they are 
sich bad judges of toffs, they kids 
to theirsel ves as every body is struck 


7 
| 
| 
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is all gorn, when I sees em later on padding the ’oof to Balls Pond 
Road or Camberwell, and in the mornin’ they'll kid to their pals what 
a night they ’ad, and that they painted the West End red and played 
up Kinahan’s double and Tommy Upton, And they'll be certain sure 
to perface the narrative with, “ We just jumped into a hansom, don't. 
cherknow.” Blimey! when I takes a lot like that on, some of the ole 
pals passin’ says, Jeer, Phil! Wottyer got inside?” An’ I chi-ikes 
out, “ Cashier! eleven three fardens out o’ one!” An’ when the fare 
gits down, I takes their nibs an’ ses, “ Jest wait while I count it, my 
lord.” An’ then I adds, a-touchin’ my ’at, ‘“ What will yer ma say to 
yer when she finds as ow you've bust yer money box an’ took out all 
yer ’’a’pence?” Toffs? Oh, corks! 

An’ p’r’aps the werry next fare as I cops will be a quiet ole chapas 
ll look as if ’e couldn't say bo toa goose. An’ ’e’ll say, “ Cabman, 
drive me down to the House, please,” an’ knowin’ the real article, I 
ses, ‘Right, my lord,” an’ away ’e goes like greased lightnin’; an’ 
then ’e gets out werry quiet, an’ if it’s rainin’, werry likely shets the 
doors arter ‘im, an’ ’ands me my fare with a bit chucked in; an’ all 
the coppers touches their ’ats, and orf ’e goes to take ’is seat on the 
Government Bench. 

Once there was a toff—a real ’un—as I used to shadder; that is, 'e 
hired me an’ my ’orse an’ cab by the week, an’ I used to take him from 
club to theatre, or chambers or supper rooms, an’ wait about for ‘im, 
except when ’e didn’t want me fora ’our or two, when ’e used to 
give me the orfice to pick up a bob or two in snap fare for myself. 
Well, arter a time I lost sight of ‘im, an’ ’e seemed to ’ave died out; 
an’ one night, a year arterwards, I was a-goin’ orf to stables, seein’ it 
was a-rainin’ cats an’ dorgs—an’ I ’ad ‘ad one or two good fares—when 
I sees a poor chap a-shufilin’ along the shiny pavements without a bit 
o’ humbereller or overcoat, an’ the water goin’ “squash, squash!” in 
‘is boots every step. As I passes ‘im I looks round, curious like, an’ 
there, in the light of my lamps, I sees the face of—great Scott !—the 
Capting! Well, I nearly fell orf my perch. Then I ses, quiet like, 
‘ Jumpin, Capting ! Where d'yer want tergo?’ ’E looks up through 
the streamin’ rain and ses, “ I don’t want a cab, thank you. Why, it’s 
—Phil! No, Phil, no cab to-night. Good night, Phil.” So I ses, 
‘“ Jump in, sir. Where d’yer want ter go?” An’ ’e ses, “ It won't run 
to cabs now, Phil; good night.” I ses, ‘‘ Capting, I always drove you 
straight, an’ never did you a wrong turn.” “Straight as a die and as 
fast as a fire engine—and you always were straight and honest as your 
course.” ‘Then, Capting,” ses I, “what yer want to insult me for? 
Jump in,” I ses, “or else I shall feel ’urt.” ‘ Well, I don’t like to give 
the address,” ’e ses, but ’e tells me to drive to a East End street, 
where there was a lot of lodgin’ ’ouses. I drove ‘im to the street 
corner, an’ ’eses, “ Thanks, Phil; it'sall I can give you now—thanks, ' 
an’ ’e ’olds out ‘is’and. Ah! ’e was stone broke—but ’e was a toff 
still every inch. Well, I bunches my reins an’ my whip in one’and, 
an’ I takes my glove orf the other, an’ after a second I ‘olds it out an’ 
shakes ‘is, ‘Good-bye, Capting,” I ses, an’ leavin’ go ‘is ‘and, I gives 

the mare a flick, an’ she bein’ surprised, starts orf as if she was goin 
to make the pace for the Oaks, “ Phil!” hecallsafter me. “ Damme! 
take this back.” Then ’e slips the ’arf quid in ’is 
pocket, an’’e shouts as I turns the corner, “God =———— 
bless you, Phil!” 

Ah! there’s toffs an’ toffs; but a real toff’s ' I’ 
a gentleman, an’ the Capting was a real ’un. ‘ 
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Gracée.— 
Grace, 


—' MY DEAR!—ONLY ONE STYLE OF 


NOT corre vine 


“ AWFOLLY TIRING IT MUST BE TO BE A BISHOP,” 


DRESS ALL HIS LIFE!” 


Ida,—"‘ THINK 80? 
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The Doleful Lament of 
Mr. Grogblossom. 


[Acabman, who was charged before Mr, Kennedy 


with drunkenness,'protested that he had been sober 
enough + it that a policeman had locked him up merely 


because he had a red nose, 
dj bh! 


In spite of this very cre- 
ible story, Mr. Kennedy actually fined the poor fellow 


nine shilling 8] 


I MEAN, Sir Beak, about this case 
To blow you up confoundedly, 
For plain it is as nose on face 
That you have erred unboundedly. 
Pash blank it, sir! would you suppose 
That pe ople who afHicted be 
With over-ripeness of the nose 
Must needs to drink addicted be? 
Though I'm T,T., Sir Beak, my beak 
(I say it with profundity 
Of grief) can boast a rich, unique, 
An { changeless rubicundity. 
But if, because my nose shines bright, 
You got from blue-garbed men a de- 
Position that they'd found me tight, 
“ay, Would you tine me, Kennedy ? 


“o weak a stomach, sir, is mine 

That every rich comestible 
On which I sup or lunch or dine 

Proves highly indigestible. 

nd on my suffering system preys 

This weakness so infernally 
That my colossal nose displays 
7 A bl ‘ood- red bloom eternally. 
And all in vain upon that beak 

I ve spent full many a guinea,—yes, 
iin I've one in vain I seek 
turn it albugineous, 

\l deep draughts of wormwood tea 
And si ‘ke ening salts and senna di- 
Ms _ é that bloom. Then must I be 
claimed a drunkar 1, 


Kennedy 


r) 


To 


Nor Wi 


On hearing of this horrid case 
I homeward rushed excited'y 
And hid my all-too-blushing face 
Within my den affrightedly. 
And since that time I have not dared 
To mingle with society 
For fear that I might be declared 
A slave to inebriety. 
And here, Sir Beak, I mean to sit 
And howl against you deucedly, 
Until the question I submit 
You deign to answer lucidly, 
Ani make the troublous doubt vamooze 
Which breeds this troublous threnody : 
Must red-nosed men who never booze 
Be fined for boozing, —* 


The Magic of True Love. 

SODDENED and low spirited, he reached 
the trysting-place, which afforded no shelter 
from the relentless rain, A emer of an 
hour after the time appointed, she arrived, 
wearing a dainty waterproof, and her gos- 
gamer hat safeguarded by a new umbrella. 
She found him glum; hut she called him 
her rain-beau, and he forgot all else in the 
world, even that his boots were turned into 
miniature watertanks. 


On the Sponge. 
SPONGE fishers this year made a great success, 
But spongers ne’er are scarce in these 
dominions, 
\ stroll along the Strand will prove, we guess, 
That we've a solid ground for these opinions. 
We (fel low sufferers) may not wish to lunge 
‘em, 
But, O, Jimini! don’t 
sponge ‘em! 


we wish we could ex- 





““Goosey, Goosey, Gander.” 
(SEK CARTOON.) 
“ YoOuNG Goosey, (io08ey Gobble, 
‘rom seeing how you wobble, 
I rather fear 
You're falling «queer, 
()r else are in a hobble. 
Pray let me know what ails you, sir— 
Trouble or indigestion— 
That is, unless you would prefer 
To ‘move the previous question, 
“Old Goosey, Goosey, Gander, 
If I may speak with candour, 
Those Irish knots 
Of patriots 
Have greatly roused my dander ; 
So, just to scare the whole cabal 
As brave as any lion, 
Alas! I've swallow'd several, 
With Dillon and O'Brien,” 
Ah, Geesey, Geesey (iooseys, 
You bipeds have your uses: 
It comes to })188 
That Michaelmas 
Whets hungry toosey-tooscys ; 
Some cackling birds, whilst growing fat, 
Have grown vain too and boasted 
Until Fate intervened—and that 
Means they were truss’d and roasted !' 


OO _—__—— —— 


ab] 


TO GENTLEWOMEN.—A word in their eara. 
The first autumn fashion number, a double 
one, with thirteen full-page fashion plates 
and an art supplement, of the new ladies’ 
paper, The Gentlewoman, was issued on the 
If you have not had it, go for 


25th ultimo. 
it at once ; “ you will never be happy till you 
cre? t "9 
» ab. 
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(1). Fourteen wives in North London apply to the magistrate. 
44 > . . . 
l'would seem Hymen seldom finds that his badge is straight. 


ow. / 7 aes 
ler?) pci brie Brie, Slealing lhe Wedding ving 


(5). Pretending to be in a fit (an old begging dodge), 
Sent one to the ‘‘ mill,” where he'll study the ‘‘ legging” dodge, 


The cook ana her yo 


1 y ‘ 217 e . . . wa ° . 9 ‘ 
“) In a cupboard two men were locked up in security— (6). This cook was courageous (so saith the Law's chronicle) ; 
ie cook put them there as a kind of a surety. When “‘ rowing,” her method was most fire-iron-ical. 
” os 
vies steal a whole sheep is now called “ petty larceny 9 (7). Callous parents would allow a ten-year-old daughter to 
"uch thieves, if acquitted, would willingly ‘‘sarce” any. Dive from the Bridge—and into such water, too! 
re blackberry-scrumping, beware in each latitude (8). A bridegroom-elect, who had wished the old love was ‘* off,” 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


—Dr. Bill has retired, and 
, one “ Polla- 





~_ aa ee 
— mw 4 styay” (a8 
= “4 they call him), 
A W/ sham scientist 
eae and exploiter 
-_s 4, / 





of aq uack 





nostrum called The g bs 
Struggle for Life, has ee oF 
taken up the business vv 
at this establishment. That “the successor 
to Brown” will succeed in any other sense 
I don't feel called upon to determine, but Ee: 
I don't honestly think he ought to! It is _ Se —- 
rather pitiful work for good talent to be THe AVENUE.—ALEXANDER'’S 
wasted upon, I can’t help thinking. It CON QUESTS 

is really, in spite of its seeming pre- 

tence to be an instructive picture of life, or a moral lesson or some- 
thing, nothing but a rather coarse-textured melo- 
drama, and a rather unsatisfactory melodrama at 
that, with its muddle of unpleasant and miserably 
unfortunate people, and with little or no humour 
to lighten the gloom of their depressing personali- 
ties, 





THERE is a dreamy, old-world pleasantness not 
unsuggestive of the London Journal tales of our 
youth in the picture of all the luck and coli- 
heartedness being with the rich, while the poor 
have all the virtues and misfortunes, So the “ good 
girl” falls an easy victim to the “ betrayer,” and 
the “good young man”’ finishes up cheerfully as a 
murderer. Mvoral—Where's the use of being good ? 


Ne Why is anything thus? Moreover, what's it all 
4 ‘p> about’ and where's my cab? 


ANALYTICAL: Mk, ALEXANDER'S is a clever, painstaking, and 
impressive performance, Unfortunately, he has to 

be impressive about nothing in particular, It’s all humbug for 
Pollastyay to pretend he is some- 
body new, just because he gasses 
about the survival of the fittest 
(meaning himself!) We know 
him quite well, We've known 
him for years. He is nobody 
more nor less than our dear old 
friend “ the villain of the piece.” 
He used to reside “over the 
water” mostly, but he has risen 
in life lately, and ‘come west.” 
: Nevertheless, Mr, Alexander's per- 
formance is first-rate—there might 
be a little more agua fortis in it, 
perhaps, more “bite,” but I found 
t very interesting asit was. Very 
interesting was it, too, in the re- 
alistically conducted dressing 
room scene, when Pollastyay 
went discreetly outside to change 
shirt Gf I may be allowed 











Miss WARD'S is a very clever performance, too, every step care- 
fully studied and cautiously, though decidedly, taken. It is pathetic 
and sad, though, rather than strong, and 
does not ‘carry one away "—seems to lack 
something. Perhaps the fact that Madame 
is rather a silly old lady handicaps the act- 
ress. Miss Alma Stanley scarcely gets to 
the bottom of the character of Esther— 
more particularly she misses the point, I 
think, of the scene with Lydie. It is no 
faultof Miss Kate Phillips that the humour 
of her part is somewhat grim. She is very 
funny in oe of it, and everybody 
(including H. B. Conway, Esq.) has a 
chance of seeing what a pretty widow she 
would make, Miss Laura Graves plays Lydie 
witha charming delicacy and truth—the 
performance is one of the most acceptable 
items in the piece. Mr, Nutcombe Gould, 
curiously, gives a bad performance. He is 
getting into ill habits of false emphasis and  eprpy's.—“JusTa LITTLE 
abruptness. Mr. F. Kerr’s is an uncom- DROP LEFT IN THE Sweet 
monly successful rendering of a very difficult Lavender BOTTLE, CLEM, 
part. Mr. Chevalier, however, gives us an atl ae & SCTE 
old fashioned caricature, The stage adorn- 
ment is sumptuous and tasteful in every department, 





Mr. TERRY has returned to his own again. He doesn’t change his 
bill just yet, believing (seemingly) that 
there is still a little left in the Swect 
Lavender bottle, which he hopes will 
run. There is an almost entirely new 
cast—an excellent one, too—and people 
with lots of time on their hands, and 
lots of money in their pockets cannot 
do better than drop in and compare the 
New Lamps with the Old, 


Nops AND WINKS.—The notoriety 
to be obtained by journalists “ and 
sich” by the simple process of being 
severely chastised with a wisp of straw 
or laying about them with the appro- 
priate crush hat (in order to calm an 
exasperated person, we now use the 
expression “ keep your Hatt on,” by the 
way, instead of “ keep your hair on”’)a 
feverish and unhealthy desire has been 
awakened in the breasts of the con- 
fraternity for persons to kick, insult 
| , . or otherwise illtreat them. It is quite 
msappoiited Journalist (ambitious painful to witness the way they all go 

HOWEVERITRY: 1 pur Tug bout watchfully inviting aggression 

New Hat ON ON Pcurrose— and (mostly) getting none. The tear of 

MADE SURE SOMELODY'D gympathy comes to my eye often, and 

ERGs 52 oe POR ee would come oftener if I wasn’t in the 

same box myself. I put a new hat on 
the other evening, but nothing has come of it yet—except the bill.— 
The Royal Victoria Coffee Hall has reopened its doors for the season, 
and—what with ballad and “ operatic tableau ” concerts on alternate 
Thursdays, smoking con- 
certs on Mondays and 
Wednesdays, science lec- 
tures, “followed by an 
entertainment,” on Tues- 
days, and “ grand variety 
entertainments” on Sat- 
urdays—may be said to 
be once more in full 
swing. 



























RICHARD HENRY’'S 
burlesque of Jane Shore 
will put in its appear- 
ance ata matinee at the 
Gaiety somewhere about 45. 
the centre of November. LH 
The cast, if present ba 
negotiations turn out = yieronta HaLi.— “HI! JOE, CORFEE SHOP'S 
well, will be an uncom- OPEN AG’IN—COME ALONG |” 
monly strong one, and a 
feast of fun may be anticipated. NESTOR. 
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OUINTHA. 
A WEEDERIAN ROMANCE IN FOUR CHAPTERS, 


“ Morality, heavenly link ! 
To you I eternally drink |! 
I'm awfully fond 
Of that heavenly bond— 
Morality, heavenly link!” 
—SIR BARNABY BAMPTON Boo, 


CHAPTER II, 


A NEAPOLITAN CELT by birth, whose ancestors traced their un- 
tarnished descent back to the mystic magnificence of the Stone Age, 
Garlico Dauberini sat 
in the dimly lighted 
kitchen serenely seek- 
ing an oasis of cold 
meat, which, hidden 
somewhere amid the 
desert of bone facing 
him, stonily defied his 
efforts of exploration. 

There was an in- 
born grace, an innate 
kingliness about the 
man no sordid sur- 
roundings could de- 
stroy. A coat pur- 
chased in “ The Lane” 
for fifteen pence 
would hang about his 
limbs in the regal 
folds of an imperial 
purple draping the 
personality of some 
Olympian Jove. His 
most insignificant 
actions, scorning the 
attributes of a studied 
pose, betrayed a 
wealth of artistic 
luxuriousness perfect- 
ly §unapproachable, 
and positively unob- 
tainable elsewhere— 
at the price. He could banquet off a saveloy with the air ofa Roman 
emperor augustly discussing a dish of nightingales’ tongues; or toy 
with a bloater in a manner that a Cleopatra might vainly have 
striven to imitate. 

Barmaids at railway refreshment rooms would stand mutely 
clustered in groups of transfixed admiration, as he worked his way 
through a sausage roll of doubtful parentage and uncertain age ; while 
as he absorbed rather than drank the necessary glass of bitter (be- 
tween which and a sausage roll there exists an unexplainable affinity) 
it seemed as though Apollo himself had deigned once more to quaff 
the nectar of earth, arrayed in mortal guise. 

Women of every rank, age and station, who crossed his path, pros- 
trated themselves before him, It wasauniversal = =~ 
tribute of feminine homage, spontaneously 
offered and calmly received. Crowds formed in 
the streets if he paused to look in a shop window. | 
It might have been his striking beauty or the | 
state of his boots—either commanded attention. eae: 

But over all this superb perfection of super- | 
human superiority, there lay an impregnable net- 
work of cold, stern, passionless morality. He 
had but one passion —acknowledged but one 
mistress—Art, 

In the fervid poetry of his glowing soul, this 
worshipped mistress dominated the ethereal par- 
ticles of his moral essence. All art wasaliketo | 
him—from the first crude attemptsof primeval | 
man, down to the last Whistlerian outrage. | 
_ Once, in a crowded thoroughfare, he reveren- | 
tially bared his head before a pavement artist | 
who had just completed the drawing of a | 
mackerel; and as he fruitlessly searched his 
pockets for a humble “ brown,” he murmured 
in awe-stricken admiration, “ Continental gal- 
leries contain nothing like this!” 

_He breakfasted off the old masters in the | 
National Gallery, lunched off the modern exhi- | 
bits in South Kensington Museum, supped off 
the Griffin in Fleet Street. Dinner he had none, 
6ave On rare occasions, 

Once at midnight, whilst devouring the classic 
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‘ Gentleman.—" Here, waiter, take away this soup; it6 © is 

ht (No answer.) “ Do you hear, man! what joint is there to follow? 
Scotch Waiter.—“ What's the gu i 

or it might be sirloin? Just wait, mon, 


——~ ~ _— 


simplicity of a cast-iron door knocker in the neighbourhood of 
Russell Square (and leaning against the adjacent area railings to 
obtain a better view) he was locked up by a vulgar-souled policeman, 
and charged, the following morning, with being drunk and disorderly. 
He pleaded guilty to being intoxicated—with admiration ; and even 
the callous cold-blooded magistrate bowed his formal head in token 
of sympathy with such supreme devotion to Art, andastrange tremor 
was observable in his voice as he brokenly whispered, “ Forty 
shillings or a month.” 

Such was Garlico Dauberini; and as he sat absorbed in his abortive 
attacks upon the impregnable joint, Ouintha glided through the half 
open door, and, noiseleasly advancing towards the table, paused almost 
behind his chair, an unseen witness of the unequal struggle. A more 
than usually furious and determined onslaught having resulted in 
the retreat of the mutton 
bone to the floor, he let -———~—__ 


fall his battered knife ( 
and fork, and, as though | C)( ) PAWNED WITH 
G. ATTENBORO, 


apostrophising some in- 
half aloud, “Thou arta 
STRAND, W.C. 


glorious mistress, yet po- 
verty repays thy wor- 
shippers !”’ 

Then, drawing a small 
square of pasteboard from 
his pocket, he gazed at it 
almost with an expression 
of sadness. Still unob- 
served, Ouintha, glancing 
over his shoulder, read this 
ticket :— 


visible deity, murmured, 


ON bichout ey Jf 


(To be continued.) 





A G.O.M.inent “M’-Rule. 
(Mr. Gladstone has been describing the value of “‘M" as a symbol, especially 
astronomical calculations, ] 
THE symbol known as “ M " is not a letter to condemn— 
So says Gladstone, touching matters astronomical, 
If a tail to it’s appended, its value’s something splendid, 
For then it means a Million, which is comical ! 
When it had a circle round it, he a startling symbol found it, 
For then a thousand millions it denoted |! 
Indeed, a caution “ M” is—it a regular reck’ning gem is— 
As is proved by the examples herein quoted, 
Then keep your optics open, and be sure to make a mem. 
Of this strange and startling thing—the G.O.M,’s new G.O.M, 


House-Maidenly. 
'T1s said the housemaids in the House of |’eers 
Are presently to have their wages raised, 
This is a piece of news that doubtless cheers 
Though several at the statement are amazed. 


Each Upper House-maid is their Lordships’ debtor— 
We wish to see the Upper House-made better. 





“AW MIGHT BE WRANG. 
- it's only kettle broth ; and what's the 


id of me telling ye it’s roast beef when it might be ribs 








MUCH MORE EFFECTUAL. 
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Aurora,” 
Miss Jessie. —" You; ign't it dreadful? 
sixty guineas for her,” 


SOMETHING GOwE WRONG. 
Our Poct.— Well, you are an early bird, Miss Jessie ; quite a race with 





She is a ‘roarer,’ and pa gave 






































The Big, Big D! 
(SEE CARTOON.) 


Tue Zimes has been sorely aggrieved with 
Morley, 
Because he uttered a word profane ; 
And was not too chary re Tipperary, 

Where Balfour's batons were at it again. 
So, the Zimes, that bigot, so proud of Pigott, 
Declares that Morley maliciously swore ; 
And that journal haughty, cried, “ Naughty, 

Naughty !"’ 
And said—like the 
yore— 
“QO! he’s been and used a big, big D! 
We never— 
Though clever— 
Yes, never— 
Well scarcely ever 
Heard such a rery big, big D! 
Mr. Morley at Coercion dlisgracefully swore, 
O! we never, never knew such a sin afore!” 


Morley (mostly good hnmoured) declared, 
‘tis rumoured, 

That A. J, Balfour's new batoning spree— 
And his Member-captures (which cause him 

raptures)— 

Were as “ damnable " deeds as well could be ! 
Then the Stiggins journal felt woes internal, 
And piously rolled its lack-lustre eyes ; 
For it losthas naughty phrasese—but not the 

mazes 

Of perjurers, forgers and framers of lies 

And at Morley that sheet was as shocked 
as 1 De 


Pinafore skipper of 


eve 


TURF CUTTINGS. 


To THE EDITOR oF “FUN.” 


S1rk,—Once again it is my fate my notions to communicate, 
and do my level best to trace the winner of a coming race, 
The task is pleasant to my views, for all who carefully peruse 
the words I write from time to time (in more or less defective 
rhyme) must have observed, with keen delight, that all my 
tips are always right. At least (if you're inclined to chaff) 
suppose we put it down as half. Eh? what? my words you 
still condemn! Well, dash it all! say some of them. I s’pose 
there isn’t any flat in all the land objects to that—unless it is 
myself, of course, concerning which there’s no remorse, 

Well, let who wills it “queer my pitch,” here goes for 


THE CESAREWITCH,. 


FROM the palace to the shanty 
There is love for Alicante, 

As the favourite it figures in the list ; 
Though Gonsalvo chains the fancy 
With a sort of necromancy 

Lots of people find it useless to resist. 


Many others are admirant 
(Please excuse me!) of the Tyrant 
(I consider him of very great account), 
While a many, vicey vercy, 
Up and cry aloud for Mercy, 
And will back her to a fabulous amount. 


Doubt and hesitation mingle 
Round Peacebearer and Lord Fingall, 
And I haven't much to say for Papyrus, 
And the Fates will scarce enlist us 
Into favouring Vasistws, 
While for Silver Spur I do not care a “ cuss,” 


That tip, I trust, is plain enough to anyone who's not a 

muff, and, if it isn’t, I must say, that people have a rummy 

way of utterly mistaking those concerns which flaunt beneath 
the nose, and underneath the very eye of ev’ry blessed passer- 
by. But take my tip, ye knowing ones, and snap your fingers 
at yourduns, And, when you're landing all you can, do not 
forget the aged man, but forward any overplus to your old | 
pal, TROPHONIUS. 


“]T LIKE your cheek!” as the young man whispered to the 





maiden after a prolonged osculatory interlude. 








We ever— 


Well, not often, ever 
Heard such a horrid big, big D, 
Concerning even Balfour and his batons he 


swore, 


The Lay of the Likeness-Taker. 


[Much excitement is now ruling in ladies’ news- 
papers, etc., owing to the recently promulgated state- 
ment that photographers are much exercised becaus? 
“sitters” seldom arrive with clean faces. ] 


O! we never, never knew such asin afore!” | OH! ye who'd have your photo taken 


Overheard in our casual 
writing room.—Tidy Little Wife (holding up 
her hands in horror as she gazes at pens, 
ink, pape r, MSS. books, si copy 7 notes, letters, 
etc., scattered in “admired disorder” all over 
the place ).—‘ Oh, Harry! no wonder they call 
yours a litter-y profession |" 


Knock, Knock, Knock. 


( I] ith abject apologies fo the Lau reaty ) 


lh NOCK, knock, knock 


At my hard street door, O dun ; 
But oh for a purse to pay you, 
And receipts from everyone. 
‘Tis well for the rich man’s son, 
As he shouts with his sister at play: 
‘Tis well for my neighbour's lad, » 
As he screams next my room all day. | 


When ye seek an artist’s place, 
To save his reputation’s bacon, 
Wash your face! 


How can artists take your photo, 
When town-dirt hath left its trace 
On your chivey and your throat? Oh! 

Wash your face! 


contributor's 


When you come, you've various smudges 
Which we cannot well erase ; 
If so, you'd think we bore you grudges— 
Wash your face ! 


For when you've got yourselves up neatly 
(That is, you're neat, in many a case), 
You'd feel annoyed if we said sweetly, 
‘“ Wash your face ! 
Yet, if we take you, anxious creatures, 
“ Just as y’are” (like the ninepenny case), 
Then out come specks upon your features, 
And blot your face! 


So, since we have in vain been striving 


For their butcher's carts go by, ” . set's di > 
And their bakers leave their bread To “take” you without dirt’s disgrace, 
Al ir bakers leave their bread : , ivi 

But O for the touch of a vanish j xy We mean to make you, on arriving, 

rUuL ad ail ) ‘ hisner m)Y 


And the joy of a cre 
Knock, knock, knock 
And ring at my bell, O 
& 


To th ; 


] os . > 
Tene Y DAY ¢ 
if 
7 


lit that’s fled. 


‘ | 
’ | 


Wash your face ! 


. ; n . chop 
THE difference between a certain —— 

; and a popular drink is ;—that one 1s mei’. 
y bills “Sodor and Man,” while the other 18 
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ON Lacks 4 


A SCRAP OF FIVE O'CLOCK TEA CONVERSATION. 
Hostess.— GOOD GRACIOUS | THEN YoU REFUSED THE TITLE OF COUNTESS?” 
Veiled Visitor— “NO, DEAR—ONLY THE MAN WHO WANTED TO GIVE IT TO ME,” 





WRINKLES FROM THE RANK. | Well, one night we three ‘appene to be a toolin’ our machines 


down Parliament Strect, when who should ‘ail 
‘gineapiaiacegeitn =i —————_ Tommy but the Right Honourable Mr. Buncombe, 
‘ARRY AT THE BaiTISY MUSEUM.| an’ 'e sez, “'’Ansom, drive me to the Carlton,” 
Tommy shakes 'is ‘ead, an’ sez, ‘Not me! I con- 
sidera you a henemy to the workin’ classes.” An’, 
as luck would have it, the other joker, Kiddem, 'ails 
Charlie, an’ sez, ‘“ Jeer, drop me at the Reform.” 
An’ Charlie sez, “ You wouldn't be safe in my keb, 
sir. My ‘oss ‘as got such a ‘orror o’ Radicals, that 
if ’e thought there was one be’ind ‘im ‘e'd knock the 
splash board in.” 

Well, the two Hem P.s stares at Tommy an’ Charlie. 
Then they catches sight o' each other, an’ both sez at 
once, ‘* Woddyer think that cabby ‘ad the himpidence 
to say tome?” Then one sez to the other, “ Look 
‘ere, ole feller, lets both engage this feller, an’ I'll 
drop you at the Reform,” 80 they gets inter my keb, 
an’ I ‘ad the butterfly open all the way, an’, corks! 
yer oughter ‘ave ‘eard ‘ow they was a slangin’ their 
supporters. An’, as they shakes ‘ands outside the 
Reform, Buncombe sez to Kiddem, “ We couldn't ‘ave 
a better illustration o’ the stupidity o’ our followers 
than that little hepisode with those two fools o’ cab- 
men. Ta ta, old chap! I suppose if their wasn't 
no fools there’d be no openin’ ie talent.” 

Tommy an’ Charlie aske me in the yard that night 
wot their two champions ‘ad been a-sayin’ of, an’ 
when I told ‘em, Charlie sez, ‘Oh, corks! no more 


III.—PHIL FLYWHIP ON POLITICS, 


Wot’s my politics? Not me; I ain’t takin’ any, 
thank yer. I’m dead orf of ’em. I looks on an’ lets 
the other jokers shuffle the cards, an’ there’s a lot o’ 
shufilin’ to be done in that little emag. 

_Twoo my mateys was once werry sweet on politics. 
Charlie Cheesit called ’isself a Tory—kidded to ’isself 
a8 ‘OW if a cove’s father ’eld the ribbins, it was that 
cove's father’s son’s place to ’old the ribbins. ’E sez, 
“ Providence ’as made some jokers drivers an’ others 
fares, an’ I’m a driver. Now, if my old man ’ad bin 
4 duke when ’e chucked in ‘is checks, in course, I 
thould a bin in the duke line o’ business arter ‘im.” 

Now, Tommy Twister’s tip was as if a cove's 
bandcestors ‘ad bin a rulin’ the show for a ‘undred 
years or so, that cove orter do a bit o’ cab drivin’ 
* chimney sweepin’; but if as-’ow they'd bin a 
‘artin’ coals ever since they come outer the ark, 
Wy, Wicey werser, So Charlie an’ Tommy couldn't 
it it no'ow, 

, bag, there was two coves in Parliament at that 
side a all the road to theirselves, one on each 
Kidde ne was named Buncombe an’ the other 
Pea envi an’, Buncombe bein’ a Tory, used to say 
ot everythink that Kiddem, as was a Radical, sez 

O€$ Was ruination to the nation; and Kiddem 











used to 'j ‘ow 1? " \ joins i i 
Was aene as ‘ow ‘is on’y doubt about Buncombe H boomin’ politics for me.” And Tommy joins in with, 
both wid 7 wee > Pages oF ° fool; but they was | A “ Politics is orf for me now, Charlie. Let's goan’ ‘ave 
huts on . are Charlie an’ Tommy was dead : ie a drink with ole Phil.” Now then with that barrer, 
pane Porto <n as a dorg on rats on the other, Se igher up ! 
or twice werry nearly got to a ecrappin’ 7 a ee ee ee : 
rry yg Ppp “That the: a bloomin’ goc | 5 UBNIEGSIVENESS,—The daneanet of ArrogAnot, 


matc} =» ; — ns 
2 over 'em, kinder statue, ain't it, Bill? 
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HOMELY 
First S:hoolboy —“ My mamma is At Home every Thursday.” 
Second Schocit y.- “Tor ! what day cces the go out to work?” 


THE COLLOQUIES OF STRABISMUS, 
No, 45.—THE PHILOSOPHER AND POACHER. 
S, Philos phe rand So gq: , 


SOULINTILIUS STRABISMI VENATUS 


fh RELONIUS, a Poaching Rascal, 
Strabismus, Odds fiying shadows and falling leaves! Odds 
olive-gilt foliage and burnt-brown stubble! Odds panting field 
engine a and creaking p ougnhes., In Arcadia Cc", and with at 


venveance, Methinks I could wield the billhook, or guide the course 
o' the harrow, or ply the pitchfork with any son of Stubbs. There is 
turnip-blood in my veins, or beetroot juice; should you but ecratch 
the philosopher ‘twill be to find the ruminating yokel underneath 
his hide, Cdde dumplings and rind! Tcould pull my fore- 
lock to a squire or parson, that is, did I meet either, and were I not 
held o’ the forepart. Whirr, whirr! A covey's seven, on t’other side 


t 


o the hedge 


bacon 


A Gun, Bang—bang ! 
Stra, Odds sulphur and saltpetre! Sport is toward! Lord o’ the 
r or ewayyering swell from town, (dds tan boots and corduroy 
twig ‘em boys, with bay at back, and a emirking keeper behind un 
to pot partrid lder,and pouch a fat fivepunnote at the 
the day. Yet, and neither, but an old (iiles in drabbitt 
leggings an i musty velveteens sunning a’s rheumatism i’ the hedye, 
and sharing a crust with a mangycur. So ho! lid ye hear the 
in hereabouts, by now, mine oldster 


« 


man 


rex over a's shou 


end O SeKIN 


sound of ay 


VENATUS FELONIUS, Why summat like, ‘twere that; be dumb, 
the ears like, since Yule last. 
SrraA. Hadst a vociferous hearing before? 


and lost it through catching cold in a fire. 
have taken a sunstroke in a snowstorm 


VEN. Ay, morbid ; 

STRA. O, brave! Xk’ 
before now, I trow. 

VEN. Why, as to that, cover your teeth. As to my manner of 
taking cold, it was asthus. A hayrick belonging toa man agin whom 
I howed a grudge happening to hignite a’ sent me up ladder at the 
blunderbuss end to beat out the sparks wi’a pole. When as I were 
straddlin’ on the ridge, up comes the perish ingine, an doggarnedly 
begins to play on me, so that I were scorched o' the under-side, with 
reverence, an’ drownded with pond-water at same time, Soul, that 
were a memorable event. To loge my character and the seat of 
my pantaloons as well, for between us, the piece were clean burned 
Out, 

STRA. O genus hominum ! 

VEN. Nay indeed, your honour's are as whole as the Squire's, But 
I ha’ gone with a crutch since, by reason of the lumbagy. 

StRA, Ho, ho! Indeed, the crutch on which you lean bag carried 














$$$ 


many an honest joskin over the road that leads to the gallows, Odds 
brown metal and chipped walnut, with a rivet i’ the breech, Now 
I know the reason of your deafness. Never a poacher yet could hear 
the report of his own gun. But another complaint have ye—~a 
swelling in the pocket. Out, Puss! Why now, a hare-brained hare 
was that to get hanged in a wire. . 

VEN. Be that a wire? Well, if my own soul said not as much, | 
was a-dowdling over field pathway when I came on her, and what jg 
a man with a heart in ’s stomach to do, but pick up a poor thing that 
looks at him so piteous-like! May be ‘twill come round in my 
pocket, says I, and with that,—— 

Stra. Y’ clapped this plamp brace o’ partridges in to 
company. Indeed, y’ are a Christian old blackguard., 

VEN. Now, how them conld ha’ got there beats me, Throw ay 
away behind that clump o’ hedgerow, and be consarned to ’em fo; 
tryin’ to get a poor ancient old body into trouble, and him as innocent 
as a hand-fed calf. 

STRA. Go your ways, hoary sinner. Cannot a gentleman stroll his 
stubbles, say I, without witnessing transgressions of the Game Act 
under his very nose ? 

VEN. Shootin’ beiint yours, but Squire’s. 

Stra. And how know you that I do not rent it. 
you shall go before the Bench for this. Jn flagrante delicto—red. 
handed, and with the spoil upon ye! Come to judgment, I say. 

VEN. Gawdsake let en go, my lord, for wunst, ‘Tis the sin of 
Adam, and mortal poor creatures du fall into’t by times. Take hare, 
acd birds, and another brace or two you'll vind ahind that fuzz. 
brake and let en go, your grace, I say. 

STRA. Away with ye then, lest I repent my clemency! Odds 
gaiters! the varlet hath left ’s lumbago behind, ‘“ My lord,” quoted, 
and “Your grace,” forsooth! Blood shows, and dignity asserts 
iteelf, though the soul look through crooked windows, and the pillars 
o’ the body be clad i’ the rusty small clothesof philosophy. For these 
furred and feathered trophies, lawful captives of: my sword and my 
spear, they shall wend with me to town by third return, and that 
presently. What sayeth the prophet’ “The fingers of the focl are 
slippery, but advantage sticketh like glue to the hands of the wise 
man.” Soho! To the station. 


keep it 


By my Jackins, 








THE best compensation for the Duke of Bedford would be to make 
him a handsome present of the kars an1 gates themselves, 





CONDITIONAL. _ 

Fledgling (who has a rich and elderly wife),— Do you think hes 

juiet enough for my wife to drive?” — ae 

Me Dealer (sotto voce).—“Ttat depends whether your wife's 
ife is insured.” 
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Choice Readings from Mr. Fun’s 
Edition of the Classics. 
No. L—H. W, LONGFELLOW,. 


YOUR last new cook may skilful be, 
. Take care ! 
But she gives your grub to a big P.C., 
a Beware! beware | 
She can cook with any chef in town, 
; Take care ! 
But, alas! she uses Kendal Brown,— 
Beware! beware! 
“LAST night the moon had a golden ring, 
And to-night no moon we see.” 
The skipper he laughed: “ Wal, I s'pose she’s | 
_ gone, | 
For to pawn that ring!” said he. 
THERE is no pin (if cleverly you bend it 
_ And fix it in a chair) 
W hich will not make the fellow feel offended | 
Who plants his body there ! | 


_F ROM his fasting at the seaside, 
Fierce and brave, came Hiawatha, 
Saying, “I will try conclusions 
With the Very Strong Man, K wasind.” 
From the seaside, stout and stately, 

In the prime of life came K wasind, 


aying, J] will mal 
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At the Club of Gloves, the Ormonde, 
Of the Strong Man, Hiawatha.” 

Then the gay and lordly masher, 
Kaynanbuttonaul, the masher, 
And the white goose, Wawbewawa, 
Gazed upon the Strong Man Kwasind 
And the stalwart Hiawatha. 
Gazed, and cried in admiration, 
‘We will pay no end of money, 
Pay prodigious heaps of money, 
To behold so close a contest. 
Truly, we shall have the value 
Of our blunt in blows and bloodshed. 
Fifteen rounds will scarce decide it!” 

But, what time the fight was over 
At the Club of Gloves, the Ormonde, 
Kaynanbuttonaul the masher, 
To the white goose, Wawbewawa, 
Murmured, weeping, “ We are swindled, 
Swindled of no end of money, 
Basely swindled of our money ! 
Scarce a sound of groans has reached us, 
Scarce a smell of blood has reached us, 
Ere the measly fight is finished, 
The demnition fight is finished!” 
To hear a tiger's molars cranch, 
To fall with falling avalanche, 
Ne’er gave me half 80 much affright 
As when I heard Miss Jones recite 

“ Excelsior” ! 


IN the dark days of the Dismal Damp, 
As to biz. we make our way 
And feel in our limbs the hideous cramp 
And the ribs in our eyes of some odious gamp, 
Oh, what venomous words we say | 


['NDER a spreading chestnut tree: 
The village smithy stands ; 

The smith is fixing a flighty gee- 
Gee's shoe with sinewy hands ; 

But anon the hoof’s withdrawn and raised, 
And he through the window lands! ..~, 


THE Photographic Society has opened its 
Exhibition at 5a Pall Mall E., and although 
there is an absence of such remarkable 
exhibits as have been shown in former years, 
the collection is full of beautiful aad highly 
interesting works, amongst which we would 
point to 305,“ Home Studies” (all direct and 
untouched) which shows how much better 
untouched is than the great mass of that 
which is stippled to death to the loss of 
character and all the finer and subtler grada- 
tions, done doubtless to please a vulgar and 
uneducated taste. Time will doubtless get 
rid of this “ artistic ” treatment which is the 
ruin of much that would otherwise have a 
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A TREACHEROUS ALLY. 





(1) Mick Rooney: : 
"“Och' Fatsy, ould gerscon' 

Come ih a, f Shure 
Oi hear ks 


an ile : 
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Oive 2 ye for ye thatll _ Ry make yer forrtune- 


Mick:- - 

“Och! Houly Fope' Och 
Whirrooo " Divil floy 
away wid ve! Lave off! 
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own Listen here now '" 
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(for the Proprietors) by W. Lay, at 153 Fleet Street, 5.0. 
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A begsar child with a bank-boo 


(1) A ludy whose purse had been stolen, gave chase,— 
And that purse-onal thief was soon put in his place, 


(2) A wild, drunken coachman ran over some folks, 
Including ajbobby, who frowned on such jokes. 


(3) A Highlander twin into prison was cast ; 
se-twin him and the culprit the likeness was vast. 


(4) A new exit, by which our playactors may flit, 
Is now in their dressing rooms—Typhoid, to wit, 
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“FUN’S” TIP-TOPICAL TOUCHES. 
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Stamping oul Mormonism. 
(5) To Nottingham Goose Fair two peelers dashed off, 
( Where the drink-propa-gander made men at them scoff. 


(6) A miser, aged ten, on the mendicant rank, 
Only did it to put what he earned ia the bank, 

(7) ‘Cause this girl didn't join in the sweetstuffers’ atrikes, 
She was terribly bashed by a vile Sheffield ‘' Sikes. 

(8) No polygamy now do the Mormons revere, 
Which style Salt Lake-onic is good_news to hear. 
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lar parts” here on 

. the re-opening 
BP, night, and they 
Po were £0 obliging, 
ve ladies and gentle- 

men, as to greet 
your representa- 
tive with 
a a salvo of 
|| applause 
5 immedi- 
ately upon 
his putting 
in an ap- 
earance, 
They were 





mas very 
Wal “friendly, 
\\ and seem- 
ed anxious 
\\ to make 
—~ me quite 
be aN L at home, 
Tae GAIBTY.—A “SQUARE” IN SEVILLE.—THE OIGARETTE thought- 
GIRL ON THE “MILL” WITH ALL THE REST TO-Bacca, fully re- 
questing 
me to remove my hat and take a seat. They appeared quite 
to wish me to stay, so I thought I would, and did. They behaved just 
as pleasantly to the other press fellers, and, altogether, made them- 
selves very jolly. They wouldn't allow anybody 
to hiss, though, and that limited things a little 
now and then. 


te, 


But they gave the Gaiety Company (No. 2) a 
rousing reception on their return from America 
(the Gaiety Company is contracting quite a 
habit of returning from America!), and really 
appeared to derive a great deal of satisfaction 
from the effort. 





As for the new burlesque, well, it’s a jolly 
good burlesque, and would be a jolly better one 
if it were not so reminiscent, in its business, of 
Faust Upto Date. As is the reputable custom 
with Messrs. Sims and Pettitt in these efforts, 
there is something burlesqued, the subject is 
- always kept in view, and the whole thing has 
Tuk GAIRTY,—VALEN- dramatic coherence. For the rest, there are 

TINK Repiytyus, ®2me really funny lines, many good songs, and 
one which—as wr teas has told you by this 
' time—for a sort of inexp icably quaint, wailing, 
eerie humour, is one of the most remarkable things I have heard this 
many along day. It is no business of mine to guess which of the 
authors conceived and wrote it, but it seemed to me parlous like the 
outcome of one of those dyspeptic moods one of the twain is known 
to be acquainted with. At one of 
those agonizing moments of liver 
martyrs, when sounds of crowing 
cocks and throbbing engines fill the 
air, such weird fancies cross the 
brain, and, mingling with the cries 
of banshees and reminiscences of 
niggerdom, result in “bogie men” 
and happy laughter for countless 
thousands, So is the dyspeptic a 
benefactor to his race. 








THERE is another good song of the 
ordinary kind in the first act (which, 
the act, not the song, is musically 
dull, by-the-way) which seemed to 
take the Abernethy till the “ Bogie 
Man” came along and collared every- 
thing. Mr. Lonnen, as a comic Don 
José, is sufficiently amusing, but I 








Tue GAIETY—ANOTHER WAY OP 


trust he intends to avail himself of “weaning THAT CLOAK. AS8UG- 
his opportunities more lateron, Mr.  esTion. flit 
Arthur Williams distinguishes him- 

self with his usual readiness and spontaneous humour. Miss St. John 
sings several songs in her unapproachable style, and Miss Maria 














ee 


Jones gives us a remembrance of Martha—just a flavour of it—and is 
altogether there, 


Miss LETTY LIND in- 
dulges in a couple of 
well executed (if not 
marvellously striking) 
dances; but her worst 
enemy will not accuse her 
of being able to do satis- 
factory justice to that 
farm-yard song! I am 
under the impression that 
Miss Jenny Dawson ap- 
peared at rather short 
notice, so that it would 
be scarcely fair to criti- THe Galery. — Nick 
cise a performance so ANP PLUMP; bur 
evidently unready forthe 0 nen ann tne 
operation. Mr, Minshull’s samx. ” 
style commands attention, 
even in a small part; and Miss Kate Barry, 
besides being pleasantly “ perky,” speaks her 
lines in noticeably good form. 








Or course, “the Four” are—if I may so 
express it—‘“on the job” in a new Pas de 
(Juatre, These ladies—are their names not 
Florence Levey, Eva Greville, Alice Gilbert, 
Tie dons Seas _ and Maude Wilmot, and their kicks high in 
Te the land? — are exceedingly limber, and well 

TENOR-RATE. endowed withthegracefulspirit of dancing, but 

they are overdoing the muscularity. These 
athletics, the “ground and lofty” style, as it were, are the reverse 
to pretty, and the finale to the new Pas is more ludicrously inelegant 
than anything you can think of—even if you are clever that way ! 


THE play is beautifully “ put on,” of course—the first scene of the 
g second act being 
especially pic- 
turesque and 
beautiful—and 
Mr. Percy Ander- 
son has, in the 
matter of cos- 
tumes, struggled 
very successfully 
with some trying 
difficulties of 
colour (though 
some of the dresses 






























THE GAIETY.—A I~ 
HINT FOR THE ——S? 
NEXT pas de es 
quatre, Mra 
if 
decidedly err 
on the side of 
“simplicity ” of 
design !). The 
staging (done 
by Mr. T. W. 
Charles) is, by- 
the- way, de- 
cidedly good, 
There is no 
question of the 
success of the 
piece, which, 
with all its 
shortcomings, 
is a genuinely 
enjoyable one, 
and will be more so as time progresses, 














SOMETHING FROM AMERICA. 


THE SHAFTESBURY.—I'm just able to squeeze in-here a reference 
to Miss Wallis’ new production, and get my fingers out of the way; 
before the press closes with a snap. I don’t think The Sixth Cvm- 
mandment is the kind of play to achieve a popular success, although 
the acting all round is of the very first rate order. NESTOR. 
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OUINTHA. 
A WEEDERIAN ROMANCE IN FOUR CHAPTERS, 


“ Morality, heavenly link! 
To you I eternally drink |! 
I’m awfully fond 
Of that heavenly bond— 
Morality, heavenly link |” 
—SIR BARNABY BAMPTON Boo, 
CHAPTER I1.—Continued, 

STILL steadfastly gazing at the tell-tale pasteboard, Garlico became 
suddenly conscious of the close proximity of a faint perfume of 
musk, indescribably 
blended with the riper 
fragrance of pickled 
onions, and, turning in his 
chair, encountered the 
star-like gaze of Ouintha. 

“T saw you upstairs,” 
she said, softly, laying her 
jewelled fingers upon his 
shoulder, “and, though 
we have not been formally 
introduced, I was unable 
to resist the wild longing 
to—to——” 

“Let me spare you the 
trouble of concluding 
your sentence,” he inter- 
rupted, calmly, “I know 
what you are desirous of 
saying.” 

“ Youdo?” shereturned, 
imperceptibly raising her 
pencilled eyebrows. 





“Yes! You wish to 
say you love me.” 
She slowly shook her 


head, while the gentle 
pity in her eye assumed 
the appearance of holding 
a licence for the sale of 
liquid refreshment. 

“No, it was not that; 
I was curious to learn why 
you wore no waistcoat—I now understand,” and she pointed towards 
the accusing pawnticket still quivering in his nervous grasp. 

Garlico was more than amazed—he was petrified. 

A woman !|—and not love him! Impossible ! 

“You do not love me?” he at length murmured, in the painfully 
low, though perfectly distinct tone of one who is interviewing a night- 
mare, “You do not love me? Can it be possible that the immortal 
bard foresaw this fact when penning the line, ‘There’s something 
rotten in the state of Denmark’?” 

“T never heard it called by that name before,” she replied, sweetly, 
“T always thought waistcoat was the correct term. However, waist- 
coat or Denmark——” and here again she slightly stammered, “if the 
loan of, say,a coup!'e of shillings——” ' 

With a haughty gesture he drew back, and, rising to his feet, stood 
proudly facing her. 

“ Madam,” he said, icily, all at once recovering his sang froid,“ you 
are in error. It is, of course, impossible that you should know how 
constantly I am pestered with offers of a like nature ; but——”’ and, 
without unfixiog his coldly magnetic eye from her superb counte- 
nance, he drew from an inner pocket several crumpled, dirty-looking 
letters, Selecting two, he handed them towards her, uttering, as he 
did so, the monosyllable, ‘ Read!” 

Mechanically Ouintha stretched forth her hand, and glancing at 
the first one, read :— 





“ Ditchwater House, W. 

“The Duchess of Ditchwater is grieved to observe the persistent 
coldness with which M. Dauberini continues to regard her. Is it that 
he believes these chilly latitudes are incapable of producing a heart 
whose burning pulsations may hope to rival the lava-like throbbings 
of more southern climes? If so, he is wrong. The D. of D. likewise 
incloses postal order for five shillings, in case the idol of her thoughts 
may—casting his pride to the winds—be desirous of renovating his 
wardrobe before attending her five o'clock tea on Thureday week. 


The second one, delicately impregnated with an odour of garlic, and 
written in bold, passion-stricken characters, ran :— 


“ Royal Italian Opera, Dimanche. 
“GARLICO, cara mia cher bien aimé, darling oldchappie,— When will 
melt your proud heart? Ah, /fripon/ You scorn from your Camille 
Vamour of her ame, By the knife of my sister’s uncle, I will not no 





longer stand it! Tremble, volewr! What right have you to take 
from me the heart of myself? Are you short del'argent? Mais 
owt! I send you, vilain,a note of your Bank of England for ten 
thousand of pounds, and vingt milles of baisers! Adieu, scélérat, 

“ Camille L' Esterre Squarre.” 


As Ouintha finished reading this epistle, the dilapidated remains of 
what had once been a housemaid, entered the kitchen, gingerly 
holding an envelope between her thumb and forefinger ; the latter 
being (possibly on the score of cleanliness) carefully enveloped in the 
folds of her apron. 

With an amorous leer, and a “ Lor’, Marster Dawbreeny, ‘ere's 
another on 'em!” she withdrew; and as Garlico imperturbably tore 
open the missive and scanned its contents,a flimsy inclosure fluttered 
to the floor, 

Ouintha, stooping, picked it up. It wasa bank note for a thousand 
pounds, As she placed it upon the table, Garlico, still silent, handed 
her the letter. She read :— 


“One who has long and secretly loved the divine Garlico, begs to 
offer him a small, though practical tribute of her affection, and prays 
him to meet her this evening at 8 o’clock in the private bar of the 
‘Cupid and Toothbrush,’ Unknown will wear decanter shaped ear- 
rings, and a sunflower on her left shoulder, 

“ P.S.—The password will be, ‘ Glasses only in this compartment.’ ” 


“This,” said Garlico, loftily, as she stood in mute wonderment, 
“ this is the sort of thing that goes on morning, noon and night.” 

“But,” and her left eyelid slowly descended as she spoke, “ what 
about the inclosures?!” 

By way of reply he picked up the bank note, and twisting it into 
= form, thrust it between the glowing bars of the kitchen fire 
grate, 

“They serve as pipelights,” he said, grandly, with a superb gesture 
of disdain, “ but at present, unfortunately, I am out of tobacco,” 

The big, heavy a dimmed the liquid lustre of her fervid orbs as 
she faintly murmured, timorously clasping her hands the while,“ C'est 
magnifique ; mais ce n'est pas la guerre!" 

(To be continued.) 








THE third year of the Arts and Orafts Exhibition well sustains the 
high aims gone for. The gifted President, Mr. Walter Crane, never 
before showed his graceful fancy in various ways to such advantage. 
One cannot but feel how much is due to him, both as regards his own 
work, and for the influence brought to bear in getting together eo 
fine a collection of furniture and fabrics, as well as a marvellous col- 
lection of beautiful art productions, The conductors have a noble 
work before them, and are well performing their mission, 
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NOT TO BE STOOD. 























Guileless Maiden (suggestively).—"“I thought you wanted to sit 
this one, Mr. Sweetman?” 
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CONSISTENCY IS EVERYTHING. 


(See recent proceedings in Ireland.) 
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“ Hooroo |” screamed the Irish M P. to the Irish Constable. “D'ye know wholam? Im a lezislator and a gintleman—th ugh ye mightn’t think it from me 
appearance—and ye daren't touch me, begorra!” But it seemed as if the constable did dare. 
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S» the Irish M.P appealed to the constable’s renre of the fitness of things. “ Would ye be afther touching the representative of the constituency, constable, darlint ? ’ 
said he: and the constable dropped a sympathetic tear, and let him alone, 








+ 
» 






“v7.3 ve 4 Fate wD 6 Tf Aenaenne - " Re - hae é fie es pa ' , 
ze sane -s » Geneunce tut Irish Constabulary as cowards! Ye were paralyzed with fright when ye caught sight ofan M.P. If ye were a daycé® 
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[See Oartoon Verses, p. 168, 
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CIBER. Pray, who 


©, all emotion. 








THE CULT OF THE CRIMINAL. 
IxQ 
Wr 


may be yon sent timental soul, 
and With Wal tery eye 


And “feeble smile of weak- 


kneed 


—_ 


Lacking ¢d 


INF 
Ye have a piercin 


character | 


sympathy 
diseriminatio 


ad 
- 


RBMANT. By my troth 





Indeed, and ye have hit yon 


dods derer | off 
As though bis mind 
wide open volume. 
His name is—— 


were 4 


Ix. Hark, he reads 
some text aloud. 

THE OBJECT OF THEIE CON- 
VERSATION. Hal Some 
more letters to the daily 


papers 
Regarding 
Dear Mr 


‘time and 3 


ro 4ditor 


i's a- 
cTi minal, 


As I submit, is but a n erring 
soul 
To which our own should 
yearn insympathy 
st r an at ft Me I tne 
1? more unhappy brothers, we should a 
lo kindly em from mistake Ways 
By tenderness, caresses, and rewards. 
My very sentimenta Be it my missior 
To soothe the criminal with ventle words, 
lo solace him with lelicacies, 
Well chosen recreations, treats, and games ; 
To furnish him with entertaining books, 
Loxarious apartments, downy chairs, 
And soothe him with sweet music. 
, sweet task 
So to devote myself to criminals— 
To read the bur giar little nomilies 
The while he sips a glass of currant wine— 
To warble ballads to the murderer— 
Smile at the robber of the fatherless, 
And soothe with sweeties all the gallows birds, 
Inhuman roughs, and heartless miscreants ! 
Seba with emition, 
And who may this most gentle person be 
Who dews the nd with damp hysteric dew lrops ? 
Some overwrought humari'tarian 
Who feels be bath a mission? 
Hardly so. 
No marvel in this guise ye know him not, 
Nor recognize the stern unbending Law. 
He—did mine cars deceive me? 
I have s a] j 
This damp hysteric person is the LAW. 
Why, I ha card about the Law 
And I have i itane ty 
Swaved by ro wild emotions weak nciinings 
Nor tear stains isentiment; but sternly just 
Star ng betwixt the if 
lignt citizen 
i his old enemy the 
( DAI, 
Coldly immovable and 
adamantine. 
Inr. Oh, ye describe the 
Law of years ago 
re dotage overtook him 
Bit He is changed— 


I be 


Ar acqdin of oaths 


Most 
changed—'twi 
then and now. . 

Now, 

see his 

method 
this 
when loing 

Is the unfailing pass 
Sympathy. . ., 

Hear ye a sound? 


In 
‘a 


evil 
Sven” 


marvellously 


xt 


mark, and ye shall 
modern 


all-gentle age 


to 


ee te 





M 1A £ 


brother's 


‘ We rise 


fau 


Unp et is 


lt th at prawns are half ac 


Heartful 


Of. as I take it, 


Ah. now I see a 


demons, 
Nay—mere rou 
little crowd of rowdies 


Who set upon a passing citizen, 


Thei r bloodshot eyes glaring with thi 
him, strivin 


And kick and stab 


ng for h 


om 


- 


iw 


And now I see him rise and stagger from 


And now a blow doth fell him: 
He totters off. half-blinded with 


now again 
his bleod— 


And turns. and draws a small revolver forth, 
and one 


And fires 
Among them falls 


rr} 


‘4 


—— 


And wild 


And 


upon his tortur 





Now look upon 
I see him weep, and wring hyster 
ily sob, beating | his heaving brea 
now his hand doth banish from his e yes 


rers ; 


- * 


The sight of this, a harmless citizen 
So savagely assailed. 


+ 
7 wn 
~ does 


the 
alate 


T : 
LAY 


vy, 


INF. Ye are deceived 
He weeps to see the grim revolver drawn 
He gasps and shu dders as the bullet strikes 
One of his protégés, the criminals, 
And lays him | low. 
I) sec the Law 





Spring wildly forward on the citizen 
And hurl him down, and kreel upon his breast 
With feverish haste, and, drawing forth the ha 
Secure his wrists and drag him from the place. 
* o + + 

And now I see the peaceful citizen 
Garbed in a convict suit and draped in chains 
And—why, the savages go unmolested 
With shouts of triumph and with blasphemies 
And drink together till their bloodshot eyes 
Grow thrice as wolfish as they were before 
And sally forth to seek and mutilate 
The next unhappy citizen who passes 

Inv. And now the Law 

INQ Doth smile contentedly 
And plume himself, and blandly beam around 
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EWS. 
NCONSCIOUS 
king friend). —‘ What are the wild waves saying 

Brother's Good Lo Ring Friend (as if overflowing with poetry). )— 
hee, we come to kiss thy feet 
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THE CLOCK NEEDED COOKING, TOO. 
Mrs. Bunting.—“ MARY, TELL‘ THE COOK'TO HURRY WITH THOSE EcGs, SHE HAS HAD TIME TO COOK THEM, SURELY.” 
Mary.— PLEASE, Ma’aAM, COOK SAYS SHE DON'T KNOW WHEN THEY'VE BEEN IN THREE MINUTES.” 
Mrs. Bunting.—“* WHY, HAVEN'T YOU A CLOCK IN THE KITCHEN?” 
Mary.—‘ Yes, Ma’aM; BUT COOK SAYS ITS FIFTEEN MINUTES TOO SLOW.” 
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grazes so the wool grows, and the Muse must be properly nourished, ; 
if she is to stride without stumbling or to trip without tumbling. 
Let me have the tender rather than the tough, and porterhouse steak 
before chump chop, as thou lovest thy reputation. Starve not the 
divine faculty ; slice, I say, and spare not. Harky, the sooner I taste 


THE COLLOQUIES OF STRABISMOUS. 
No. +7.—THE BUTCHEB AND POET. 


SANGUINIUS CARNIOBUS, a wealthy Butcher; CAPILLIUS 
LONGINUS, @ Starveling Poet. 


SANGUINIUS. Greet you heartily, sir. For a purpose whichI will | your quality, the sooner you shall taste mine. For I may only praise 
lay bare to you, I hy made bold to seek your lodging. Oddstiles | y’ by the pen after I have tested y’ by the teeth. Therefore say, 
and chimneypots ! I ha’ walked withasteer’s quarteron mybackfrom | shallit bean Ole toa Round of Roast Beef, or an Elegy upon a Sir- 
Farringdon Market to Smiffel for a beer wager, and yet was I notso | loin, or a Ballad of Breast of Mutton, or a Quatrain after Kid- 

‘owed as I be now. Odds bellows! another landing? I hadthought | neys!? 
that one, being a dealer in verse, was bound to live i’ the basement. SANG. Why, as to that, I am cooler than I was upon the thing. 

YAPILLIUS, And why so? Soul! I thought that a poet wasa critter as lived in a house full o' 

SaNG. Why, reading of the poet’s airy flights, to be sure: not that furniture, trimmed up with naked ladies and gentlemen in stone, 
[ be much of a bookman, ora penman neither. And now I think, and other things to delight the hi and devrade the morals. But | 
‘tis for that I come to ye. Know that I am a butcher by trade, be disappoiated, for you seems a poorish devil, and, instead o’ kickin’ 
just as ye be a poet. And I ha’ made and laid a pretty fortin’, which, me on the quarter (with delicacy) from which my face be turned away, 
please the pigs, as I may say with more faith than auother, being y’ are ready to swaller me and my shop into the bargain. So God 
mostly a porkman, I desire to see doubled. | ba wi’ you, I am for another man, 


Cap, Why, I cannot help you to that end. They sell multiplying Cap. Hold! Why, thou larva of the slaughter house, thou shedder 


eyes at the shop round the corner—'tis at the sign of the “Jolly Tan.” | of beastly blood, hast thou forgotten that he who can praise per- 
SanG. In plain English, I would have dealings with you. A poet |  fulsomely can also lampoon lusciously? If your pigs’ flesh be not 


are you, if I may go by the word of worthy Master Fun, of Fleet tainted with swine fever, your mutton braxy, I shall say so, and it will 


Street, who sent me hither? Odds rhymes and metres! sing me my | be as bad as true. An’ you will not pay me for my pining, I will play ati 
steaks and chops, my haunches, quarters and briskets, in such wise as to you for nothing, and it will bea tune you cannot help but dance to. gat 
that the public eye will water at the poems, while the public teeth | SANG. I pray your worship—— aa: 
water for the meat. Do this, and I will furnish your table with the Cap. Away! with a murrain, or twain! if 
things you have rhymed to. | BANG. Why, I came to hire one to sora me, and now, it seems, ui 
_ Cap, Why, as to that, avaunt, thou greasy tempter. Odds marrow- | that I must pay him to let me alone. If y'are to be softened by gold | . 
bones and cleavers! shall my Muse stoop to the level of the block and | or flesh, or flesh and gold together-—— ea 
chopper? Yet Homersangof beef and mutton,and Horace handed down Cap, Why, I will take the coins, for my humour hath a nataral hei 
“ posterity the praises of Lucanian boar with turnip sauce. There- bent towards mercy, and, therefore, go in peace ; but see that a joint, cs 
‘ore will I take your hand — or rather, your leg of pork — and cry tender and of the primest, be sent me, that I may otfer a sacrifice to 

you“ Done,” and a bargain. But mark you, Mecanas, as the sheep the Muse in thy behalf. Vale’ vale’ Fare ye well! 
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THE FABLE OF THE FORTUNATE 








The Baron and the Briton. 


fIn which it will be seen that, in treating Baron Pawel von Ramminpgen’s recent 
ridiculous interference with the public in Bushey Park (which park je seemed to 
think was created for him alone) Mr. FUN has taken the liberty to adopt the sin- 
cerest form of flattery towards his cld and much honoured contributor, H. Breit- 
mann.) 

I AM der Baron Pawel (von Rammingen in all) 

Who vent to hundt in Pushey bark der rabbids nice and echmall. 

I dook mein leedle schot-gun to pop afay so fine, 

Und some frendts dey come along mit me all for to cut a schine. 


Und droo der Bark of Pushey (vich is near Hampdon Court) 

Ve chased der wild, wild rabbids, und meant to haf goot schport ; 
Ven as ve schcooted onvardt all sholly for a lark, 

A man (vood you pelieve it ?)—he came in Pushey [ark ! 


He vos but a Briddish nadif—a man dot goes to vork ; 

Yet to gaze on me—a Cherman Prince—dot Briddon dare to lurk ! 
He dare to votch me echoot mein gun; und ven mein serfant say, 
“You go afay, you bad, rute mans!" he vood not go afay ! 


“T haf as moch right here,” he say, “ash you, you Cherman cofe, 
Dis Bark is bublic broberty, und in it J can rofe.” 

Und before I had recuffered from der schock of this rute peast, 
Anoder man—he valk apout—und vood not moofe der least | 
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Vich make me dink dat Enklandt haf some laws dot’s very loose— 
In Chermany ve vould not let a man such cheek broduce ; 

Joost fancy, now, a gommoner to schow such saucy dricks 

To a baron vot has in dot Bark his lotchings all for nix! 


NOTICE.—Ready Thursday, October 16th. 
Price One Shilling ; Post free 1/2. 
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Poor Dick Bounder! 


To gaze on A Million of Money, 
I’ve been to the House in the Lane: 
And, though some of the scenes were exceedingly funny, 
Yet others were pregnant with pain. 
There was one little passage that filled me, 
Above all the rest, with distress : 
Oae confession I heard which pervaded and thrilled me 
With grief that I cannot repress, 
I allude to the sad declaration 
Of Mystery Dick (as he strode 
O'er the stage in his rage) that his present location 
Was Short Street, off Stonybroke Road. ; 


My soul became corrowful, very, 
For poor little Cricklewood, when 
The rare fortune that erstwhile had made him so merry 
So quickly vamoosed from his ken. 
I was grieved for him, too, when that pretty 
O!d bookmaker sold him; and most 
Sympathetic I felt when his saucy young Hetty 
Repeatedly “ had him on toast.” 
3ut that sorrow was hardly worth telling 
Compared with the teardrops that flowed 
When I heard the complaint of the wretch who was dwelling 
In Short Street, off Stonybroke Road. 


I was sorry for Harry, poor fellow ! 
When Mary was deaf to his plea ; 
And for Sportsman St. Clair, when his beautiful Stella 
Turned out such a “ nice cup o’ tea,” 
Pretty Mary’s serotinous yearning 
For Harry o’erwhelmed me with grief, 
And for Stella Isobbed when I noted her burning 
Regret and remorse on the reef, 
But my bosom, forsooth, began swelling 
With ten times more heavy a load 
Of distress, when I heard of the wretch who was dwelling 
In Short Steeet, off Stonybroke Road ! 


For did not St. Clair, in his anguish, 
Replyiog to Mary’s appeal, 
Give assurance that those who in wretchedness languish 
Can pity for wretched ones feel ? 
Which is really the reason, believe me, 
Why Bounder’s lugubrious cry 
Had such terrible power to afflict and to grieve me, 
For equally wretched am I! 
Yes, I weep for poor Dick’s situation, 
Since I, too, have made my abode 
In that home of despondence and deep desolation 
Called Short Street, off Stonybroke Road ! 








THH END OF THE HOLIDAYS. 


So the Standard had something to say about the end of the holi- 
day season? I’ve got a good deal to say about it, only I don’t mean 
to take the trouble to do so for the benefit of anybody or everybody. 
It’s pleasant to see them coming back home, because then you appre- 
clate the blessings of home all the more after you've been away some 
ume, A fine idea that! As if it was any pleasanter having to pay 
a lot of rates because you happen to have been abroad wolfing down 
a lot of messes at tables d’hite! Pleasant to see people coming home, 
sit’ Why, the very first glimpse you catch of them is when they’re 
trying to cheat at the Custom House. And then the next thing is 
seeing them travelling first class with second class tickets. And then 
the wrangling at the terminus with the porters, and the giving them 
all their foreign copper because they know they can’t passit. Oh! 
Of course people never look so nice, and are never so much at their 
best, as when they are returning home from their holidays. 

Then, when you get back, something wrong always takes place. 
The maids have drunk up all the beer, and you can almost smell the 
poiiceman’s helmet in the kitchen. And you can tell, too, that 
people have been in the drawing room because you find crumbs about. 
— haps, too, if you have forgotten things, there is a man in poases- 
mm for the taxes to give you a welcome, Very nice, that! And 

eres a strange cat witha lot of kittens in one of the bedroom 
ar That is also calculated to make things pleasant and cheerful. 
Vell, and another thing is the bother that you have from people 
ner you. “So glad tosee you!” That's because they want to 
any  pcthing out of you, of course ; and if they don’t treat you to 
any of the “So glads!” and all the rest of it, it’s simply because 
p> \© SoTrowed money of you, and don’t want to be asked for it. 


For apt ‘ . 
my part, I never think that people are more infernally hum- 
— ‘han when they are coming home. I wish people would leave 
YUS y Date it. DIOGENES TU! 
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LITTLE PITCHERS, 
Sissy.—‘ What shall you be when you grow up, ducky?" 
Toddleums.—*“ I'se goin’ to be big man like dada, an’ wear trousers 

like dada, an’ kick up wows if my b’eakfas’ not wealy—like dada,” 
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New Leaves. 


THE most notable article in Longman's is Dr. B. W. Richardson's 
“Working Hours and Working Men.”—Though abounding with un- 
deniably excellent work, there is nothing specially noticeable in the 
Religious Tract Society's serials except the frontispieces for the Boy's 
Own Annual and the Girl’s Own Annual, which are remarkably 
good.—The part of Household Words is “ prodigious ” as a whole.— 
“The Study of Sunflowers,” given with Art Interchange, is a very 
perfect piece of repreduction ; other good things and good advice 
accompany it.—The chief articles in Scribner's are “ With a Cable 
Expedition,” “The City House in the West,” “From Post to Post 
with the White Squadron,” and “The Lake Country in New England.” 
There is plenty of fine fiction, and some particularly good poetry— 
notably 5.59.—The Haglish Illustrated is a most excellent number, 
“ An Autumn Vision,” by Swinburne, will prove a great attraction. 
“The Vicar of Wakefield and His Illustrators,” by Austin Dobson, is 
very interesting, but putting (i. Thomson's pictures in front of those 
by G. J. Pinwell would go far to shake one’s confidence in the “art” 
knowledge of the accomplished author.—Babyhood, The mother 
journal maintains its goodness ; the article on Marriage is very in- 
teresting.—Other magazines come to hand too late for this notice. 

“ Never Hita Man Nam: Sullivan,” by A. Dewar Willock (The 
Leadenhall Press). The connection between the title and contents of 
this extraordinarily clever book may be sought for,if wanted, but the 
unity of canning and caustic wit 80 layfally, yet perweee f dis- 
played by the acute author will be plainly apparent,and easily found. 
—“The Merry Muse, with Graver Moments,” by Walter Parke (Ward 
and Downey). There is nothing of a high order in Mr. Parke’s book, 
but it is a fair field for entertainment. The Merry Muse prepares 
a relish for the Graver Moments, and the Graver Moments for the 


Merry Muse. 








“ PAPA,” asks little Tommy Tacker, whose knickerbocker suit is all 
day long distended with inquiry, “ why are the men in the fanny 
drees at the Tower called beef-eaters’” 

“ Because it is thought to be the most beef-eating title that can be 
given to them, I suppose,” whispers his papa—Mre, Tacker, who is of 


a serious turn of mind, being out of hearing at the moment, 
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THE SKIPPER’'S YARN. 
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The Rehearsal. Wha for Eria’s home made law Ty-rol-de-rol ! 
‘reedom’'s sword will stoutly draw 
(SEE CARTOON.) Freedom's sword will stoutly draw, Mr. CHAPLIN is back from the Tyrol, 
+. 1 Lib'sal stand or Lib ral fa’, And he longs for Protection’s fresh era,— 
TRISH, wha hae wi' Dillon bled ! Let him follow me! Then (girding at Birrell) 
aod wham O Brien ~ a — l By Coercion’s woes and paing, He, uiithe use squirrel, 
re oe eee e oT By rack-rents an’ Saxon chains, Would probably sing “ Tyrolira." 
nate a) a to victorie 't Though we drain our dearest ve ins, —_____—__— 
See the oabet heaves ot , Patrick shall be free ! DESCRIBING the force with which a swan 
See odiilesbe proud Balfour's pow'r— Sandy, rash rama foe, could strike one with its beak, a little boy said, 
WW) arace'er it bs Lay the landlord tyrants low— ‘A peck from a swan is as bad asa bushel 
a7 e~ = Ireland for the Irish is in ev'ry blow! from some birds.” 
Wha will te a Tory knave? | I.2t us do or dee! | ee = = 
Wha wil! fil a Dissentient’'s grave ? -— —o WoMEN who have made their mark.— 
Wha will be a Castle slave? | . COMPROMISE:—Allowing a discount for the Those who have scratched their husbands 
Let him turn and flee ! | immediate settlement of a good claim. faces. 
Gold Medal Awarded, Health Exhfbition, Londen. AWARRED SEVEN PRIZE MEDALS epee 











And Highest Award Adelaide, 1887. 
CHILDREN, 
Retail in Tins at 1s. 6d., 2s. Gd. ic | aise deen: op dite Pane ~Ceadecand Gace e 
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and 108,. by Chemists, etc., everywhere. e novel ad é cirg made in 4 degree: vo 
Wholesale of all Wholesale Houses. mc. f , aM ABSOLUTELY PURE THEREFORE BEST 
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7) Pur , = i" : Suspecled hie ry 
A Builp-uke’ bogey man. Scene in Chester Calhedral Pye A hen Bnry GE 


(5.) A “‘lydy” while tipsy spun like a teetotum, — 


g J 0 be , 


Is not what friend Fun doth re-choir or admire, boys. 
(6.) A violent vendor, of Quilp-like demeanour, 


(< ) In Eastbourne the fog was so dense and collective, 
Was popped into prison to make him serener 


That even the hounds’ common-scents seemed defective. 


in) 4 ha y ‘ > ’ . - ’ ‘ . oe 
) “Jn the steps of St. Paul's a wild orator roared so, (7.) At Chester Cathedral a visitor vicious 


I'o quod he was taken from those he had bored so. Bebaved in a style that was most meretricious 
rt iovers will note that the pastime enthralling (8.) A swimming bath thief, though at first energetic, 
ling | up in a style that was swimming-bath-et; 
uM. LIT NO, 132 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


ESBURY~ 12 afraid Miss Wallis 
> .  hasn’t the right kind of 
» play yet in The Sizth 
Commandment —it is not 
the sort of piece to suc- 
ceed without something 
very commanding in the 
way of acting to push it. 
If it is a success after 
\ this, see what a compli- 
ment I am paying Miss 
Wallis and Mr. Waller! 
i'm not at all sure but what they deserve 
it, though. Mr. Waller's is a very fine 
effort in eome respects, and I have not 
seen Miss Wallis do such justice to her- 
self for many a long day. It is no easy 
task they have to accomplish. Very 
little real sympathy can be felt for 
either character—a little more for the 
lady than the gentleman, perhaps—and 
the surroundings are so artificial and 
unpleasant! It is possible that in the 
novel, which Mr, Buchanan (in his 
usual ‘little speech before the play” 
inserted in the programme) obligingly 
calls a “ literary masterpiece,” these 
things may have forceand power, though 
there is a widespread disposition to re- _ . 
gard the gruesome and unpleasant, if there J we 
ia plenty of it, as synonymous with these 
qualities, It may be a picture of life in 
Kussia, though it bears a very strong 
resemblance to life in transpontine melo- 
drama of the old school. But why should 
we be bothered with it? What lesson can 
it convey to us, supposing we want to 
waste evenings in taking lessons? 











THE SHAPTESLURY.—THE 
OL ESTION AT THE SUAFTES- 
LUURY—“* WILL IT ANSWER?” 


BESIDES, that dear old Russian Prince! 
—we had him in Moths and .Vojezda last, 
didn’t we —he’s generally funny enough to 
enable.us to bear up, but Mr. Buchanan's 
long-windedness and tiresome repetitions 
quite take it out of him—and us—in this 
instance, I daresay Mr. Buchanan knows 
as much about the Greek Church as I do, 
and the “larks" he has with its cere- 
monies, etc., are his idea of stage necessity. 
I believe the very title of the play is a 
blunder in a small way. Mr. Waring, M. 
Marius, Miss EK. Robins and Miss Marion 
Lea are all entitled to high praise; but 
the play, as a whole, is dull, dreary and 
depressing, and I can conscientiously say that there was not a wet 
eye in the house when the curtain fell, 





TUK SHAPTESBURY.— Visitor 
(/oqg.). STOP A BIT, THOUGH, 
BY JOVE! WHICH is THE 
SIXTH 7? 


o/IC.—Mr, LIONEL BrovuGu has 
‘h/f \ done me out of a pun I've been 
saving up for my notice of La 
Cigale for weeks! I was going 
to call the piece a “grass- 
hopper-a.” But Mr. Brough 
did it before I got my chance— 
or, I might say, my hopper- 
tune-ity—and there lam. (By 
the way, it was Miss Ul]mar, 
“ La Cigale,” who got her hopper-tane- 
ity, and nobly she availed herself of it, 
too. She scored a triumph, and what- 
ever time, or tune, may bring forth, 
nothing 'ul-mar it, I ehould gay.) 


La Cigale partakes quite as much of 
the character of “grand” as “comic” 
opera—in the thin-ness of its story, for 


~~ gy instance, and the unexalted nature of 
Y the majority of its lyrics, as well as in 

the superiority of its music. It is funny 

y x enough, however, and excellently—at 
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achieve will, mirabile dictu, rest fully as much upon the sumptuous 
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mounting— 
undeviatingly 

tasteful in the 
very whirlwind of its sumptuousness—as 
upon the good and popular cast. At the 
same time, I don’t want to convey the im- 
pression that the good things are smothered 
under a tedious succession of magnificent 
dresses and scenery. On the contrary, the 
management seem to have been under the 
impression that they had a “good thing,” 
and have treated it as such, 


THE Lyric.— A LITTLE 
DUTCHESS. 


THE LYRIC.—A MAN MA\ 
NOT MARRY HIS “ ANT,”— 
WILLIAM DOES I'1 
THOUGH, 


IT must be a gratification to realists to 
find the Chevalier Franz impersonated by a 
tenor who is a real live Chevalier in private 
life ; and perhaps one of the prettiest sights in the whole play is the 
naive self admiration this gentleman exhibits. He isa very good 
tenor indeed, so that in his triple capacity he may be said to confer 
the greatest amount of happiness upon the greatest number, and so 
deserves well of his kind, 
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THE LYRIC.— PLAYING la 
lute — pour la vie , 


TO THE AID OF MANTON! MASKER- 
AIDERS, 


Miss ULMAR, as I have already hinted, sang in a manner which 
was almost a revelation, and acted in a manner which certainly was. 
Miss Effie Clements sings delightfully, too, and Mr. Michael Dwyer 
tackles a rather unsatisfactory part with at least musical success. 
The main humours are in charge of Messrs. Lionel Broygh and E. W. 
Garden ; they are fairly funny now, and in about a fortnight I expect 

= them to send you into fits, There are many 
good points (and counterpoints) about Mr. 
Eric Lewis’ Duke, : 
and Miss Rose makes 
a charming duchess, 
Valuable from asing- 
ng point of view are 
Miss A. Newton and 
Mr. Geo. Mudie, and 
from a_ saltatory 
ditto Miss St. Cyr 
and her six satellites, 
Miss Lila Clay and 
an orchestra of ladies toe Lyric.—ANOTHER 
situate a little lower DUCHESS. 
than the angels, and , 
a little higher than the dress circle tier, 
discourse sweet music—a gavotte composed by Miss,Clay hereelf—!2 
the fancy ball act. There is a very clever, but rather purposeles?, 

od | the way 
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THE LykIC.—A LITTLE 
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his act, by 
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OUINTHA, 
A WEEDERIAN ROMANCE IN FOUR CHAPTERS, 


“ Morality, heavenly link! 
To you I eternally drink |! 
I'm awfully fond 
Of that heavenly bond— 
Morality, heavenly link |!” 
—SIR BARNABY BAMPTON Boo. 


CHAPTER II.—Continued, 


A MOMENTARY pause ensued. Then suddenly changing her tone, 

and looking him squarely in the face, she said with deliberate 

, composure, “Can no 

woman, then, hope to 

create an impression upon 
your adamantine oul?” 

Fixing his eye medi- 
tatively upon the uncon- 
scious mutton-bone, that 
with pitiless effrontery 
still graced the floor, he 
gravely replied— 

“My nature is as 
essentially formed for 
love as grosser composi- 
tions may be predestined 
to the more commonplace 
voluptuousness of beer, 
politics, or skittles. 
But” —and a gleam of 
latent passion played 
round his collarless throat 
—‘ where shall I, in this 
effete age of maszuline 
maidenism, seek for the 
divine ideal that sits 
enthroned upon my ima- 
gination? Where may I 
hope to meet the woman 
who can lay before me 
the virgin record of a 
stainless life from the 
cradle upwards?” 

“T am that woman,” 
said Ouintha, proudly. 

“You!” and he re- 
coiled a pace; adding, 
with stern astonishment 
as he did so, “this is not 
a matter for jesting, 

' madam.” 

“T repeat,” cried Ou'ntha, still more proudly, “Iam that woman! 
Nay, I will prove it. Listen! An orphan from my birth, I hav 
been reared in the sternly moral atmosphere of the 

Walworth Road, where, under the fostering eye of a 

maiden aunt (beneath whose red-tiled roof I still reside) | 
my spotless girlhood’s days have swiftly flown. For | 
proof of this, apply to the incumbent of St. Michael's 
the Lesser, Clapham Common. I have never taught 
in a Sunday school; never smoked a cigarette; never 
even read a French novel. Matinées to me are 
mysteries; lawn tennis I cannot play; Sandown or 
Kempton Park know me not. Iam never dying for a 
cup of tea; neither do I use Pears’ Soap. 
have been engaged thirteen times—but what of that? 
They were all young men of unblemished reputation, 
and with my heart continually crying aloud for love, 














and my income almost twenty thousand a year—what | — —%if 


would you have? Were additional proof necessary, I 
might add, that half an hour ago I mourned a lover 
fled across the seas; but, gazing upon you, his image 
fades, and once again my throbbing heart is vacant, 
Teady to be let, furnished, How’’—and the silvery 
cadence of her voice rang trumpet-like in his ear— 
“ How's that for high?” 

Motionless, petrified he stood. Then, as in a dream, 
he glanced at a card she had thrust into his hand; and 
With the letters floating before his eyes, read— 

Miss OUINTHA FREEZE, 
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“ And your father was not a clergyman?” 

“ He was an oil and colour merchant.” 

“Tis she! ‘tis she!" he murmured, in dreamy ecstasy, sinking ex- 
hausted into a chair, “the ideal of my soul, at last! Oh, my divine 
mistress, Art, you have a deadly rival now!” 

Then, with an expiring attempt at firmness, he added, interroga- 
tively, “ And the certificates of your birth, baptism and vaccination ?” 

“Shall be posted to you this evening.” 

It was true, then. No loophole remained for doubt. The long 
sought ideal was before him—within his grasp. As he sat, bathed in 
a flood of anticipatory delight, her soft hand lightly brushed his hair, 
and her gentle voice whispered, ‘“ Will you accept the loan of a couple 
of shillings now?” 

The icy coating of his pride melted, his stern haughtiness fled, and, 
in @ voice gentle as her own, he faltered, “ You can make it half a 
crown, if you like.” 

Taking the coin from her purse, she placed it in his hand. As his 
fingers closed upon the disc of silver metal, a shiver pervaded the 
doreal portion of his frame, and with the withering fire of genius 
scorching his brow, he cried, “ Yes! I will accept the coin. By its 
aid I will conquer Fate, and, for your sake, I will become famous.” 

“But let me have the—the ticket of your—your waistcoat as a 
souvenir,” she pleaded, timidly, a pale glow suffusing her already 
roseate cheek. 

Silently he tendered it. Again their hands met. Unconsciously 
his arm encircled her corset bound waist; his proud head bowed 
until it touched her upturned face, and, with an instinctive move- 
ment of passion, their lips joined in one long, maddening kiss of 
delirious esctasy, while their souls, released from earthly bondage, 
repeated the performance a little way above their heads, 

“You love me, then?” he questioned, softly, as their truant souls 
returned again to earth, 

With eyes swimming in unfathomable humidity, while a stifled 
sob of sublime agony convulsed her fair young chest, she shily 
drooped her head, and, soft as the sweep of an angel's pinion, upon 
his Jistening ear there fell the sweet response,— 

“ Ask a pleeceman !” 


(To be continued.) 
The Only Jugginses, 
Re Jeyes’ fluid and powder so famous 
For all disinfecting, 
And “ odour” correcting, 
There’s many a vague ignoramus, 
Who pronounces the name different ways, 
Some speak of it as Jaze, and some others 
Think Jiz less “—_— : 
But this all own plainly 
(Fathers and mothers and sisters and brothers) 
That those who don’t use it are “ Js.” 





FooD FOR SPECULATION.—The German sausage. 
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“But,” and his voice trembled as he addressed her, a2 — 
“have vou ne , nett 3 THE BITER BIT. noe ee 
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He,—" Well, your next, I guess, will be at luncheon. 








. - = 
eres eee 





: 
’ 
he 
; if 
; i 
’ ‘ 
4 
i 


1 
‘ 
























H UN. OCTOBER 22, 1890, 


4 





NOTHING LIKE CHEEK! 


Tue Correct METHOD FOR SPECULATIVE PHOTOGRAPHERS. 





















BEFORE THE SITTING.—Speculative Photographer,“ Good morning, honoured sir! Would your esteemed and respected employer, the Celebrity, permit his humble 
slave to take his photograph, and make money out of it?” 




















AFTER THE SITTING.—Speculative Photographer. “ Here, you celebrity man! Dye hear? This photograph I took of you doesn't sell; so Ill just trouble you to hand 
over £50, the expenses of publication, or I'll bring an action against you. 
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THE SMUGGLER BOLD. 
ONE PENNY PLAIN—TWOPENCE COLOURED. 


Lord S—‘HA, HA! NO MATTER-R-R, I AM FREE!” 
(“No prosecution will be instituted tm this case."—DAILY PAPER 
[See Cartoon Verses, p. 176 
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SHE’S HIT IT. 
Wife (about husband, to old lady friend).—" You must excuse his 
joking, he has such a flow of spirits.” 
O. L. F.—“ You surprise me, I always thought he was a total 


[A certain American was lately offered, and accepted, the freedom of a fcotch 
burgh, and straightway proceeded to startle and shock the citizens by an attack on 
the Royal Family. The offer of the freedom was made at a private mnceting of the 
Town Oouncil, attended by ten of the twenty-one members, and action was taken 
with such celerity that the acceptance had been received before many of the inha- 
bitante knew anything of the transaction.) 

SceENE 1.—Lord Salisbury'’s Room at Downing Street. Cabinet 

‘ouncil going on, 
PRIM& MINISTER. Let me eee—are we all here ? 
Voice from mufiled figure at his elbow. You bet ! 

P, M. Eh? Can't say I recognize that voice ; however, to business. 

Now, about the reply to this message from Her Majesty 

Voice from M. F, Down with Her Majesty! You take my tip, 
stranger, and I'l) pull you threugh. What we'll say to heris just this : 
‘Bee here, old lady, we reckon we've kind o’ had enough of your 
truck, so——”’ 

Chorus of C.Me, Eh? What? Who's this perzon? Turn him 
out! Bonnet him! 

THE FIGURE (throwing off muffings). Guess I'm a cituzzen of the 
States, and a member of the British Cabinet. 

P,M. Eh? I beg your pardon—by what right have you in- 
truded—— ? 

AMURRUCCAN CITUZZEN, In-truded? Well now, do tell! Why, 
I don't mind telling you that I was admitted to this honourable post 
by a member of this establishment—the hall-porter. So I thought 
I'd just put you in the way of what we'd better say to the old lady. 

Chorus ef C. Mie, What we'd better say. Thank you! we can 
manage our affairs without American aid. Kick him downstairs !— 
pull his nose !—out with him! Here, policeman! (Measures taken 
in accordance with remarks.) 

a 7 * - 7 
SCENE II.—Mecting of Ratepayers to protest about something or other. 
Several gentlemen on the platform addressing the meeting. 

SPEAKER. What our opinion is upon the points at issue we are all 
agreed. We distinctly say 

Voice on platform, We distinctly say-—— 

Chorus, Who's this party interrupting? 

THE A. C. (elbowing himself forward). We distinctly say—— 

Chorus. Who are you? 

THE A. C. Why, I'm your guiding star—I'm your deliverer out of 
your difficulties. Hail Columbia! Just you keep your eye on me, 
and J ‘i/—— 

Chorus. Who's this? Are you a ratepayer? 

THE A. C, Waal, no—not just exactly thaat. 

Chorus. Who are you, then? and what's your business here f 

THE A. C. Waal,I reckon I'm a cituzzen of the States, and I’m here 
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Chorus. Out you go! Do you think we can’t manage our affairs 
without a confounded alien Yankee coming and——? (Strong lan. 
guage, alarms and excursions, A. C. subsequently discovered, head 
downwards, in the mud outside.) 


° * 


* * - 
ScENE IIl.—Meeting of Workmen on Strike. 

Chorus of Workmen. What we demand is—— 

THE A. C. (suddenly popping on to the platform up a trap). Hail 
Columbia! Whaat we demand is—down with capital, and employers, 
and the aristocracy, and the Royal Family ! 

Ist WoRKMAN, Who the dash is this feller ? 

2nD WORKMAN. Chuck him over! 

3RD WORKMAN. What right has this feller to—— ? 

THE A. C.What right? Asa free born cituzzen of the freest country 
in the world, I assert my right to intrude on the deliberations of a)! 
nationalities under the sun, and settle their affairs for ’em. [ 
have been requested to do so on this occasion by the Voice of the 
People. 

Chorus. What people ? 

THE A. C. Why, some people I met outside, who said—— 

1st WORKMAN (taking accurate aim with a brickbat). Go ’ome! 
Come out of it! Go back to America! Djeer? (Unpleasant quarter 
of an hour for the A. C., and final rescue by the police in a fainting 
condition.) © * . * . 
ScENE 1V.—Room in Private House. Mr. and Mrs, London Brown 

engaged in domestic conference. 

Mrs, BROWN. Well, my dear, how about the dinner for those people 
who are coming to-morrow? You see, salmon is very dear, and game 
is 





MYSTERIOUS VOICE, Guess you'd better fix ’em up with clam soup, 
and a bit of terrapio, and a couple of canvas backed ducks, and—— 

Mr. AND Mrs. B. Who on earth is that? Didn’t you hear a voice? 
Very odd ! 

Myst, VoIcE. Hail Columbia! You just keep your eye on me, and 
I'll pull you threugh right away. 

Mr. B. Who are you who dare to intrude in this ’—where are you? 

Myst. VOICE. Waal, I guess I’m coming down the chimney just 
now. Herelam. Eh? no,I reckon I’m not a burglar. I’ve come 
around to assist you in your family affairs, You see, I had nothing 
else to lay out on just now. 

Mr. B. What the blazesdo you mean by thrusting your confounded 
self-—— ? 

THE A. CO. Thrusting my conf——well, do look at that now! I'll 
have you know, boss, that I have been introduced to this family circle 
by a most respected member of it—the family sweep. He asked me 
if I'd kindly come in and assist ; and, as I couldn’t bear the sight of 
you helpless Britushers muddling along in yeuer effete old way without 
lending you a hand, why, I just stepped in to—— 

Mr. B, ——.. .—— Excuse me, my love, under the circumstances. 
If I couldn't regulate my family affairs without the interferences 
of a dashed meddling foreigner—— (Takes off his coat, A sound 
of an opening window, then of a body falling inte the street. Curtain.) 











THE WINTER EXHIBITIONS—VARNISHING DAY. 
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NOTHING VENTURE—NOTHING LOSE. 
Mr, Capel Court (in the ear of his city chum, Mr. Stockbridge).—* WHO's THAT GIRL Mrs. FITZBULLION IS GIVING HE& HAND TO?” 
Mr, Stockbridge.— GIRL I ONCE OFFERED MINE TO, BUT SHE WOULDNT HAVE It. WANTED A HEART, OR SOMETHING OF THAT 


SORT, AND I WAS QUITE OUT OF THE ARTICLE.” 


Mr. C. C_—*WhHY DIDN'T YOU OFFER HER SOME NITRATES INSTEAD?” 


Mr, 8.—“ My DEAR FELLOW !—WHEN THEY MIGHT HAVE GONE Up DIRecTLY APTERWARDS!" 








TURF CUTTINGS. 


To THE EDITOR OF “FUN.” 


S1k,—Let us brace our courage up, by drinking deeply of the cup 
which, everybody is aware, is such a very deadly snare, or else by 
spending time, perhaps, with pretty girls and jolly chaps, or at the 
playhouse making calls, or looking in at music halls, or any other 
blessed way we think may help to keep us gay ; because this truth we 
have to face—the racing season wanes apace. 

Indeed, this note which now I pen, will be, fair maids and noble 
men, my final say on what is done in sport, till eighteen-ninety-one. 
And 60, with joy in what I’ve done for you, myself, and Mr, Fun, 
and sweet reflections on the past, I here present you “ Tip the Last,” 
which holds, as will at once transpire, my notions on 


THE CAMBRIDGESHIRE. 
THOUGH darkly the future from mortals be hidden, 
Calm wisdom illumines the world with its glow, 
And secrets start forth in its rays when they’re bidden 
(As Mr. Trophonius happens to know). 
How oft some ridiculous, would-be turf guider 
Will follow the betting and give the wrong hose, 
While your turf adviser selects some outsider 
Which presently romps in the winner (of course). 


How often, I say, is this matter occurring, 
To prove how the future I hold in my grip !— 

I wait not your answer (in case you're demurring), 
But beg to proceed with the following tip. 

Let lovers of Tostig hold tight to their fancy, 
Though Morion’s chances J dare not oppose, 

And Garter may suit any. Peggy or Nancy, 
Who out of a “stocking,” will pay what she hose. 


ayy . . * 
But, search where you like for the horse you're desiring, 
_To Galway, St. Germains or Hebrides go— 

Bid Judith haul off her knees, Sheen be retiring, 


it Alicante decide to “ lay low 


You etill will be puzzled to fix your affections, 
And finally have to rely on this Bard— 

Victoricus— Morion—these are selections 
Should lead you to fortune, or else it is hard, 


I said above that this would be the last that you would hear of me 
until once more the racing fun commenced in eighteen-ninety-one, 
but circumstances may occur (and things to which I must refer) which 
may compel me to appear ‘before you in the present year. Though 
this may fill you with regret, I beg you not to “take the pet "—you 
can’t regret it more than I—but for the present, sir, “(iood-bye!” I 
trill in tones melodius, Yours truthfully, TROPHONIUS, 





THE Last NEw THING IN PurFeRY.—The sleeves of ladies’ 
dresses. 





Price One Shilling ; Post free 1 2. 


OOD'S COMIC ANNUAI 
HOODS O76) eae. et ir ee 
For 1891. 

Containing Humorous Stories in Prose and Verse, by 
MESSRS. G. R. Sims, GEORGE GRossMITH, G. MANVILLE FENN, J. F SULLIVAN, 
DICK DONOVAN, PAUL MERITT, Dewak WILLOCK, LAUNCE LEE,  S.CHELTNAM, 
S, Reip, A. T. PASK, F. VILLIERS, Sik RANDAL H. Ropents, Bart, G. W. APPLE- 
TON, GEORGE DALZIEL, Sen, JOHN NOKTHOOTT, J.J. HEWs#ON, BYKON WEBBER, 
O. J. DUNPHIE, O. O. Rays, H M. PAULL, OL), GRAVES, H. OMANCE NEWTOR, 
GODFREY TUBNER, RICHARD Henky, and Cas. G. LELAND (Hans Breitmann), 

Fully Illustrated by 
GORDON THOMSON, J. F. SULLIVAN, J. W. HOUGHTON, G. G. FRASER, F. Rog, 


M. GREIPPENHAGEN, RAVEN HILL, WARWICK REYNOLDS, WILL T. TKUB, 
WdUEKRELER, A. CHASEMOHER, THOWAS 


G. GATCOMBE, MAT STRETCH, E J. | 
DALZIEL, ALFRED GRAY, H, Tuck, J. B. CLARK, BE. C Pauuwu, H. P. DOLLMASN, 
F. PEGRAM, A. S. MANVILLE FENN, HAL LUDLOW AND J. BERNAKD PARTKIDGE, 


“Fon” Orrice, 153 Fueet Street, F.C. 






















































HUN. 





OCTOBER 22, 1890, 





THE 





| 


t 
ti 


What d’yer say? Bad? You don't 


=] 





UNPROMISING PICTURE—A TALE OF PASSION 
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‘* That's better!” 
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Fashion’s Latest. 


A LAY OF LINEN, 


[Hand-painted dress shirts are the latest novelty de- 


vised by the Parisians [or general 


use.] 


O, DARLING, I’m going to dine, love, 


With many a gorgeous guest ; 


And so I must cut a rare shine, love— 
I must ruffle it e’en with the best— ; 
Bo when my dress-clothes you put out, pet 


(My witie’s e’er on the alert), 


l’rovide me as well—do not pout, pet— 
A swagyer hand-painted dress shirt, 


{EFRAIN, 
Let that garment be fine, 
Let a charming design 
On its bosom neat colours asse 
It seems strange, I'll allow, 
Still, ’tis a la mode now 


To pose in a hand-painted shirt! 


rt; 


The design for the dinner in question 
(Which is given to Guinea lige great) 


Should—if you'll excuse the sugge 


Snips and Enaps. 


“ TTEARD the news?” asks Blorker 
of Sprongbury at the club, 

‘Not if you've got it fire. hand,” 
says Spongbury, cautiously, adding, 
‘what is it, dear boy?” 

“The young Karl of Goosegreen 

has married a barmaid!” 
'™‘ Ah!” says Sprongbury, seeing 
his opportunity and going for it 
with a rush; ‘gone in for a bar- 
mies Cidal feast of matrimony,” 

Llorke B. who had expected to 
make a vyood deal more out of his 
but 
not order drinks for self and 
friend, 


bit of special news, laugh, 


dor ba 


“GOING to be married, I hear?” 
says l’ogrimer, on meeting his old 
friend Scruger, of the Stock Ex- 
change. 

‘Not immediately,” replies Scru- 
ger, shortly. 

“Ah! screwing up your courage 
to the sticking place ?”’ 

“No; looking out for a husband 
for my fiancée’s mother,” explains 
Scruger, throwing in a bustling 
“good day.” 


Overheard in Brompton Ce metery, 

First Visitor. — How prettily 
these yrounds have been laid out ! 
ss Second Visitor.—Why, yes; I 
must admit the place has a very 
emeterical appearance, pits 
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Mamma,—“ Tell me, Ethel, what does sawdust come from ?” 
—"I Koow, mumsey | 


Ethe 4 
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When to plays, too, your owa hubby strolls, 


There ought to be daggers and bowls, love, 


Show money bags, all of great weight. 


love, 
With evening dress costume engirt, 


And masks—on the chest of my shi 


REFRAIN. 
Yea, when bound for the play 
Let my shirt front be gay ; 


Let Art, then, as ‘twere, make a spurt— 


Let them paint, in each phase, 
Scenes from popular plays 


On the front of my new fashioned shirt ! 


For parties whereat there is dancing, 


And also for use at the club, 


Do all that you can in enhancing 
The front of your ownest own hub! 


On the first, paint the dance prozramme 


For the club, let cigars and wines, merely, 


~ 


WA 


clearly— 
To utility we must revert— 


Be drawn on my new-fangled shirt. 


rt. 








REFRAIN, 
Let each shirt front, in fine, 
Show a charming design, 
To be as to Fashion alert, 
So, wife, I implore, 
Have nice pictures, galore, 
On the chest of my evening dress shirt! 
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SORELY the Irishman’s desire for a Local 
Parliament is only reasonable, He naturally 
wishes to have his Legislative Assembly 
within 'Hrin. 


“She Only Said—” 


IT was a lank-hair’d poet sang 
To his ladie, very fair— 

‘Weep for the Summer’s dying pang, 
For the Rose’s pale despair ! 


‘The wine-cup of the passing year 
Buns low, its lees are red ; 

The swallow flees from the ice-wind near——” 
‘The wap3es, too,” she said. 
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The Smuggler Bold. 
SEE CARTOON. 
Ha, ha! Don’t I look like a 
customer who 
Would batter [crew 
A revenue officer’s brains, and his 
Could scatter? 

Don’t you chance to have noticed 
the booty I’ve got? 
Don’t you guess that I’ve mixed 

myself upinaplot? [lammrot,— 
Perhaps I’m a smuggler, perhaps 
No matter ! 


D'you think both the brandy and 
‘baccy I ran? 
You flatter 
Me much, though the former seems 
likelier than 
The latter. 
You see, I’m no smoker; but then, 
there you are,— [going so far 
Would an Englishman smoker be 
As to e’en wish to smuggle 4 
French-made cigar? 
| No matter! 


This contraband escapade makes 
people stare 
And chatter. 
Maybe I am lunatic asa March hare 
Or hatter : 
| But whatever my action may 
happen to be, [little to me, 
Whether guilty or guiltless, 
For in spite of the customs, ba 
ha! I am free !— 
No matter | 
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TO WORSE, 


Miss Voy Ture.—‘ Ou, EDITH, DEAR, DO YOU KNOW THAT FRED ACTUALLY PROPOSED LAST EVENING?” 


Edith._—' JUST AS I EXPECTED.” 
Miss May Ture.—‘WHY DID YOU EXPECT IT?” 


Edith._—* WHY, WHEN I REFUSED HIM LAST NIGHT, HE SAID HE WOULD GO AND DO SOMETHING DESPERATE,” 








THE COLLOQUIES OF STRABISMUS. 
No, 48.—THE SAGE AND THE SALVATIONIST. 


SQUINTILIUS STRABISMUS, Philosopher and Sage ; BEATISSIMUS 
BILLATUS, @ Salvationist. 


STRABISMUS. Waugh ! 

BILLATUS, Why, I caught your ancientness in the ribs, and I am 
sorry forit. I were a-coming out of Hexeter ‘All, stern on 

howe And why present to the outside world the reveree side of the 
medal J 

Bint. Why, I were a-looking back to the blessedness I ha’ left be- 
hind me. We who walk beneath the banner have feasted this day. 

STRA. And on what cates? 

BILL. On ham and eggs, praise and prayer, 80 please you. 

STRA, And after that ? 

BILL. Why, we got to relating of experiences. Me and Seven 
Dials’ Jimmy was abreast at the start. But I beat him holler at the 
finish, and praiee be for it! Hisn, and mine, too, belike, ha’ got stale 
with telling, so I up and told another man’s, and him the brimstonest 
sinner you ever smelt, And at that the lads and lasses cried Halle- 
‘ujah! and Jimmy’s nose was put out o’ j'int. 

STRA, And after that? 

_ BILL, Why, then there came knee-drill and fighting the devil, while 
(he gale was a-squealing like mad. 

_ “TRA. As to the devil, I have seen him amongst you when I peeped 
in at the door. He was in a man’s shape, lean and elderly; in a suit 
o’ blue turned up with red, with a forked beard most grisly and tre- 
mebjous, and a thing like a pitchfork in his hand; and hymn and 
prayer seemed to torment him hugely, in that he capered on the plat- 
‘orm like a cat in walnut-shells, or a hen ona hot griddle. 

BILL, Why, may I be busted if you hain’t taken the General for 
the devil? Now, the General is a born hangel, and as unlike Old 
‘ick as salt from soot. ’Tis to be hoped them words may not be 
vemembered against you when you gets up to heaven and finds him 
a-taking the money at the door. 

“TRA. “Odds oboli!” should I ery, “at thine old employment !” 


But tell me, for I would know of thee, how thou camest to be con- 
verted ? 
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s1LL. Why, I were a polluted wessel in the beginning, and found 
my sinful comfort as much in quod as out of it, and the reason why 
I would be locked up was because I were fond o’ liquor an’ singin’ an’ 
noise an’such. So when the General wants me to be saved, I says 
as I were very sorry, but it were downright impoersible to give up 
rowdyin’, “ Be as rowdy as you like,” a’ replieth, ‘only be rowdy for 
us. Goon singin’ music hall songs, only sing ‘em to Salvation words, 
Give and take your black eyes and broken noses, only do it under the 
banner as reeks o’ blood and fire. Cuddle the gals, if you must,” a’ 
says, “only let 'em be Salvation lasses, And as for your liquor, 60 
long as you get it at the right places, it shall not rise agin’ you at the 
last day.” So I strikes handson the bargain. “ Another soul bagged,” 
trays he, joyful like, ‘that makes six brace since yesterday,” and a’ 
goes off hummin’'anim. And if I could persuade your honour to start 
for the New Jerusalem along of us, it would be a feather in my cap, 
and a tester in my pouch. For, between you, me, and the bedpost, 
we gets so much a liead for ordinary souls, and a ‘lowance over for 
the tough old sinners. 

STRA. Why, as to that, Iam a lover of peace and quiet. Sounds 
discordant—odds blaring o' brass and whacking o’ sheepskin !—have 
no charms for me. Therefore, if y’are swearing certain that the popu- 
lation of that city of which you speak will be composed entirely of 
Salvationists—— 

BILL. Ay, and that most certain sure. 

KTRA. Why, he who speaks to ye, with a few choice friends, will 
repair to t’other place. Odds sulphur and brimstone! Odds pitch- 
forks and tridents! Odds forked tails and bats’ wings, goatish horns 
and extremities! I had looked to be a cock angel one day, but thou 
hast plucked the wings o' my ambition. Give ye good e’en ! 





Dash your Whig! 
Some call Lord Hartington “a dreary Whig”— 
“A very whigved statement,” some may say ; 
'Tis true that for his wit you have to dig, 
But still, he often maketh othera gay. 
His views on Ireland raise a smile serene— 
Instead of raising “‘ W(h)igs upon the Green!” 
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“Is he a good mountaineer?” “Good?—I should think 80; he 
knows his way down:the Matterko:n as well as the policeman do.s 
down our kitchen area when the m: at pie’s cooling.” 
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The dreary of the feslive hare. NE l) le reguiremen!. 
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1) A too long silent wooer fetched his girl from off the ship— (5) Strang e punishment of gold-greed ! Hoardes of rats ate notes and such 
Had he tried the good boat Courtship she would not have sought to slip. Which a most er-rat-ic miser had for years held in his clutch, 

(2) The Crystal Palace Cat Show was a great success again, 6) ’Twould be startling if poor Wat in future after hounds should tear, 
And its Tabby-lated Cat alogue had not been used in vain. What our artist friend delineates suggests a change of hare. 
A laddie oop fra’ Lancasheer had lost his way, he said, (7) Booth, to light up “ Darkest England”’ by his scheme of which one reads, 
The reason he had lost it. though, was first he'd lost his head. At first one hundred thousand of the “ best and brightest’ needs, 
(Quite as brilliant as the mumming folk of Miss Thalia and Co. <) A cabman of the *‘ rankeat” kind exsayed a tar to rob: 

T Were the sav Chévaanthe-mumasive at tee toner % mple Show. But soon he had to say ‘‘tar-tar” and try the treadmill 

VOL. LII. NO, 1829. 


; 
| 
it 
it 
. 
‘2 
& 
Sit 
iB b 


~ 





180 RUN. 


OCTOBER 29, 1890, 





SLASHHS AND PUFFS. 


-. HE Emprre.—There has been 
* shuffling of the cards here 
{| if the ballets will allow 
/ me to call them cards, 
+ aid Cécile, the school girl, not 
being allowed to sit up so 
late as formerly, and The 
Dream of Wealth being 
relegated to an hour more 
suited to dreams of all 
kinds, Cécile, in short, is 
“put to bed” at 9.30, and 
The Dream of Wealth comes 
on one hour after. The 
latter ballet, by the way, 
has received the addition of 
the adjective new” to its 
title. It will thus be seen 
/ ata glance that the enter- 
prising management spares 
/} no expense in the endeavour 
to make its productions as 
popular as possible with its 
patrons. 


\ os 
. 





In addition to that adjec- 
| i tive, moreover, there has 


Xx | 
a nan ee 


> ~~ + 


a ee 


been a general refurbish- 
ment of costumes and acces- 
sories, and if the dancers— 
at the head of whom is 
Signorina de Sortis — are 
no more brilliant and fetch- 


Va- n 4 : 
un ing than at the commence- 
rukb UMPIRE.—Iv M. WENZEb'S HEAD 

WERKE TRANSPARENT, NOW 


\y WA W/, 
ment, that is only ‘because they couldn’t.” | ©*A5}.)°. “7 
Signorina Palladino, as Cécile, besides delight- © ~~ 77/77 
ing all beholders with her skill in pirouette, 
affords them, in addition, the rare joy of seeing 
a premiere danseuse in a light wig (all be- 
holders, that is, whose line of vision is not 
intercepted by the manly form of Mons. 
Wenzel, who conducts standing). 
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THB programme generally, is, like the 
weather, a trifle mild, though there are plenty 
of good things in it, too. A Swedish Sextette 
of Ladies (“in national costume”’) has a touch ici » ied (tea. 
of novelty about it. Marco and Athol's “Spider “(004 gracious! Three 

, it . ae : 
and the Fly” act seems to promise more than _ girls from nothing every 
it yields ; the performers are clever enough, evening! And I believe 
however. Miss Katie Seymour enjoys the {¢™ales already numeri- 
- , > 7 cally exceed the other 
proud distinction of being the only single- sex” 
handed lady performer in the bill, which con- 


tains (or did con- 
tain) also the 
Pinands, the Py- 
lades, Walter Mun- 
roe, M. Dufour and 
Mdlle. Hartley and 
Howard Reynolds, 


/ j “Usm , : Ie <4 . e 

'f ey, ’ te \ The orchestra pride 

Vy 4 NZ \ , themselves just 
ef’ x P } 


, ) 
Wy / now upon an excel- 
hes i . 
Wi, “\ lent rendering of 
V’ the “Poet and 





I'm a trifle 

tired of the “ Poet and Peasant” myself, 

/ There are one or two other fellows about 

| besides me, though—to say nothing of 
“ fellowesses.”’ 


, —~ \ 
/ sp P " ove 
My f 2 ~~“ ba overture, 


Nops AND WINKS.—(I have so many 
nods and winks to give this week that I 
fully expect to finish up with nothing 
less than a crick in my neck and partial 
paralysis of the eyelid!) A short time 
ago there was a perfect epidemic of “ Dis- 
appearing Lady” at the music halls. Just 
now there appears to be an equally pre- 





Tue Garrry.—far sort op 
STANLBY EXHIBIT Ws 
PREFER, 





valent “rash” (so to speak) of ‘‘ Metamorphoses” bursting out all 
over them. First of all we had M. Audré at the Pavilion turning a 
common ordinary man into a sweet and 
ornamental member of the other sex. Now 
we have M. Hertz at the Alhambra (Hertz 
is trumps) doing much the same thing with 
bewildering dexterity, while at the Royal 
another benefactor of his species, M, Servais 
le Roy, produces no less than three beauti- 
ful young ladies out of space every evening 
—and whatever he will do with them all in 
the course of a month or two if he goes on 
at this rate is an appalling problem before 


which one mentally trembles! A big pro- 
gramme 
they have 
at the Royal 
just now, by 
the way. 





The Strug- 
gle for Life 
will give 
way to Sun- 
light and 
Shadow at 
the Avenue 
very shortly, 
in about a 
week, J 
should say, 
though it is 





et 2 HEARTS ARE T 1“N 

F CARTS t RUMPS! “No- 

little rash of “Rony caN PLAY WITHOU1 
\ me, It is « Goop HEART!” 

understood 


__ to be a“ good thing,” and Miss Marion 
' Terry, Miss Maude Millett, and Mr. 
Yorke Stephens join Mr. Alexander's 
company for the occasion.—A chil- 
dren’s “ fireside pantomime,” founded 
by Mr. Saville Clark on Thackeray's 
The Rose and the Ring, with music by Mr, Walter Slaughter, is one 
of the treats in s‘ore for “the youngsters,” and one or two “ oldsters ”’ 
as well, perhaps; and an Kaster Extravaganza by Richard Henry is 
another. Both at the Lyric, if you please ; where, also, a new opera 
by Messrs. Gilbert and Cellier (something unfamiliar about the sound, 
isn't there ?) ison the carpet—I mean—that is—dear me, what a 
very unfortunate expression to have been betrayed into! 
fyqi2a9 , ———— 
CAMERON is gazetted as (‘uptain Thérése of the 
, vice Miss Clare, ordered into the provinces.— 
\ has solved the problem! To be a good 
t\one must have “a good heart.” Well, well! 
heart Miss Terry must have herself, by-the- 
way. Another consideration strikes me, 
too. J/’ve tried to act now 
and again (en amateur, of 
course) and—oh! what a bad, 
bad heart I must have! Per- 
haps it doesn’t count with 
i, amateurs, though — perhaps 
j// they haven’t any heart at all. 





THE EMPIRE.—Visitor.—* HALLO ! 
NOT MUCH ‘GIRL’ IN THB PRo- 
GRAMME THIS WEEK!” 










MIss VIOLET 
Prince of Wales’, 
‘iss Ellen Terry 
actor or actress 
What agood | 


Miss GIULIA WARWICK has 
joined the crew of Zhe Led 
Rover, which is said to be sail- 
ing on an even keel now. A 
new opera is to go into imme- 
diate rehearsal, though, in case 
of emergency, I suppose.—On 

- Monday Miss Alma Stanley 
‘joined the Gaiety company 45 
ZE Escamillo—hooray! A capital 
=" hoorayngement !—Mr, Arthur 

~ Roberts, by the way, is engaged 
a \ for the same theatre (in a new 
7 / burlesque Pe ree for 
= OF ‘ ‘ him). Mr, Edwardes willisoon 

NCE O ALES ,— ° 
hy BL ol A Paar fe have all the talent under his 
BEFORE, 13X'T IT? PaLea, row xxow.” banner! What will the 
others do then, poor things? 
Mr. Roberts will probably h: ve a turn at the Empire, before appear- 


ing at the Gaiety. NESTOR. 
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OUINTHA, 
A WEEDERIAN ROMANCE IN FOUR CHAPTERS, 


“ Morality, heavenly lirk! 
To you I eternally driuk | 
I’m awfully fond 
Of that heavenly bond— 
Morality, heavenly link!” 
—SIR BAhNABY BAMPTON BO), 


CHAPTER III, 


AND Garlico had become famous, His picture, “The Midnight 
Bell,” accepted by the Academy, and hung in a prominent position 
upon the line, 
took the whole 
world of Lon- 
don by storm. 

Crowds 
flocked tosee it; 
the struggle to 
obtain a favour- 
, able view was 

intense. Four 
wm special con- 
MH, stables (selected 

| on account of 
their artistic 
m proclivities) 
were continual- 
ly on the spot, 
for the sole pur- 
pose of regula- 
ting the traffic. 
| Strong men 

sobbed aloud ; 
fair, fragile wo- 
men were borne 
fainting away. 
Cold, formal 
Academicians, 
; clustered timor- 
ously together, and darkly hinted at the dangerous Radicalism 
evinced by such a work. The Artistic Reform Committee of the 
County Council had pronounced it indecent; the “ British Matron” 
had expressed her time-honoured disgust through the medium of the 
daily press; and, greatest compliment of all, the world-renowned 
author of “The Bricks of Birmingham” had devoted three columns 
of criticism to a minute analysis 
of a wrinkle in the third finger 
nail on the left hand belonging to 
the central figure ; thereby clearly 
demonstrating that, not only was 
the model who stood for that figure 
a lineal descendant of one of the 
lost ten tribes of Israel; but that 
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lay hidden the motive power to strike, with responsive echo, that 
universal chord in the human heart, symbolized by the divine appel- 
lation, “ Father!” 

And fame had not been unaccompanied by wealth. He had modestly 
priced the “ Midnight Bell” at five-and-thirty shillings—true genius 
is always diffilent—but the purchaser, a distinguished soap boiler 
and art patron, being delighted with his bargain, had generously 
forwarded a cheque for two guineas, in addition to honouring him 
with a commission for a companion picture to be called ‘“ The Morn- 
ing Peal”; the subject of which was to be a young gentleman of 
tender age, clad in nature's simple garb, about to unwillingly enter 
the matutinal tub. 

But the innate simplicity of his ess2ntially pure nature remained 
utterly undefiled by this sudden acquisition of wealth. His boots 
had certainly be2n soled and heeled ; he had repaid Ouintha's half- 
crown, and purchased a second hand waistcoat; but beyond this—un- 
less, perhaps, a trivial increase of majesty in the lofty deportment of 
his carriage might be noted—he still remained the Dauberini of old. 

Ouintha’s repeated pleadings for a speedy marriage he coldly 
negatived by explaining that, until he had attained a position of 
pecuniary independence, such consummation would be diametrically 
opposed to every recognized code of morality; neither would he 
consent to share the natural advantages of her almost boundless 
wealth. 

Once indeed, after repeated persuasions and tears, he had permitted 
himself to be inveigled into one of Lockhart's refreshment saloons, 
and at her expense had partaken of a small cupof cocoa, and a wedge 
of some unknown geological substance described in the menu as“ Our 
Superior Plum Cake—Home Made”; but the remembrance of this 
banquet haunted his sensitive digestion for weeks after, and all future 
invitations were met by a sadly spoken “ Never again !”’ 

(To be continue d.) 








“Do You Know How to Cook Fish?” 
Ir fish you'd rightly cook awhile, 
Peruse a famed wee book awhile; 

‘Tis one all gourmets love, 

And its title's as above. 

Lots of recipes are shown, 

In St. Jacobs Oil-y tone. 

lor that firm so oleaginous, 

As wise would fain imagine us, 
Three “dee” at St. Jacobs abode it is, 
And 45 Farringdon Road it is. 





the artist who perpetrated such cor- 
Tugated monstrosities, must neces- 
earily be the most insanitary genius 
that ever outraged the simplest 
dictates of common humanity since 
the time of Siffleur. 

The picture was indeed a grand, 
nay, sublime conception. With 
embrandtesque fidelity the artist 
had delineated the facade of an 
eminent accoucheur's  establish- 
ment, wrapped in the solemn gloom 
of shadowy night. A wild, weird, | 1 
scantily attired figure, on whose | | 
countenance was grandly depicted | 
a blending of awe, surprise, resolve, | 
and despair, tugged frantically at | 
a wire labelled “ Night Bell.” In | 
the duskily shadowed foreground a 
policeman gazed half suspiciously, | 
half commiseratingly, at the | 
agonized disturber of the midnight | 
hour. The picture told itsown tale. | 
The wild figure in the picturesque | 

| 
| 
| 





\' a & 
| “4 "f " v 
s " 
toe For 
‘Meee 


i es 
ALMS 11 te 
‘ y®*+ eT? ee 





confusion of shirt, braces and 
hurriedly misplaced habiliments, 
was evidently a conscience stricken 
husband momentarily expecting an 
addition—possibly the first—to his 
domestic circle; but in his wild 
attitude of unstudied pathos, there 


was so expensive!” 
Wife.— Yes, John, de 





wold reproach yourself for your obstinacy in not getting it for me 








CONSIDERATE. 


Fund Husband.—“ But, Bessie, that cloak you have on is the very one I would not get you because it 


ar, but I bought it afterwards because I could not bear to think how you 


” 
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SF: 7S YP py 1 £4), 
E> SDLP GF EY LT yp Saveloy-alty. 
af oe eo : SA Zz i, (Startling revelations were recently 
e ZA ow zzz Mey made in a police court as to the component 
fi 4 For SZ gs parts of the saveloy.] 
ws me i atl WHAT, oh, what is a saveloy? 


Shall I inform you, FUN, old boy? 
A saveloy (one lately said) 
Consists (or should consist) cf bread, 
With bits of pork, or, haply, beef, 
And fragments of fat for mere 
relief. 

| And these ingredients they employ 
(Or should employ) for the saveloy ! 


With what do they /lavour the 
saveloy ? 

Shall I inform you, FUN, old boy? 

Why, they season it up, when 





smoked or boiled, 

| With ginger, lest your taste be 
spoiled ; 

| For lo, alas! the “meat” they 

| state 


| Is oft—well, say not up to date. 

When it’s “gingered,”’ though 
some jump for joy 

(But only some) at the saveloy ! 


Don’t Men-shun It! 


‘WHAT men spend on dress !”’ 
One has tried to express 








HEAVING TO. 


Jones (keen sportsman, in stern of boat).— I say, old chap, what do you say to shift a bit, and bring 


up further out ?” 


Brown (in bow).—“ All righ’, ole chap! Whatever ye like! Don’t shift for me! I find no diffculty 


in bringing up here!” 


THE COLLOQUIES OF STRABISMUS. 


No, 49.—$THE PHILOSOPHER AND PUGILIST. 


SQUINTILIUS STRABISMUS, Philosopher and Sage; MAULIUS, a 
Professor of Pugilism. 


STRABISMUS, Are you he whom I seek? Odds beetle-brows, bull- 
neck and corrugated nasality! A bear's calling in’s face, 

MAULIUS, Why, I ama plain man 

StrA. To that I make no denial. 

MAUL. And get my living by teaching gentlemen to use their ’ands. 

STRA, Art, more properly speaking, a professor of articles. But I 
come to thee as one desirous of being instructed in the mysteries 
of thine art. In thine ear I will tell thee. I am a writer by trade, 
and one having injured me, him I havea Christian desire to libel in 
return. [But the tartson dog is known to be a atriker. 

MAUL, Therefore, y'would meet ‘im on equal terms, 

STRA. Nay, as uneven as you please, s0 the unevenness be o’ the 
right side. Odds bangs and wirrets! Tongue me your terms, and 
trippingly, I pray. 

1AUL. Why, I will gi’ ye as much knowledge as y’ can carry for a 
crown ; and 60, my ‘and upon it, 

STRA. Take this piece of plate, and I lcok to your honour to bate 
me of nothing, 

MAUL, As to that, never fear ; and so, put up your ‘ands, 

StTRA. Why, they are already in my breeches’ pockets. 

MAUL, Out fist and double over; then yer throws yerrelf into 
position, left leg out, like this here. 

StrRA. Odds Apollos! 'Tis a noble pose. 

MAUL. There for you. Ah! I be getting on in years now, and 
hain’t seen my own knees, standing up, for a matter of ten years; 
but in my young days I were a picter to look at. Firm I were, and 
hard I were ; as sound, fresh and lively a light weight as ever stripped. 
Odds wraps and rubbers! odds rails and ropes! “Fancy” they 
called me, and so I were, the fancy o’ the ring. 

STRA, Odds gurgling taps! Cork up, I pray ye, these reminiscences. 
‘Twas to learn how to punch mine enemy that I hither came. 

MAUL. Bide ye, bide ye, honourable gentleman, I be waking o’ 
myeelf up to the proper pitch. Where look ye to meet the scullion ? 

STRA. In a theatre, belike. There is a fashion of clapper-clawing 
in the playhouse nowadays. 

Mav. Do y’ watch ‘is eye, and let ‘im ‘ave a blow from the 
shoulder ere ‘a can strike, just as a nip afore meat, ‘Twill be like to 
knock ‘im clean down, Thus. 

STRA. Woe is me! 

MAUL. ‘Im being on ‘is legs ag’in, foller up with a rattler on the 
domino-box, 


Ina journal that often most staid is 
sut this writer by rote 
Has neglected to note 
‘What men spend on dress”—for 
the ladies ! 





Srra. Ai, ai! May the Furies rend thee, corkatrice! I ha’ 
swallowed my new teeth, 

MAUL, Then plant a tater on ‘is ear. 

StrA, Alack ! 

MAUL. After that, let the braggot ’ave a mouse on the peeper. 

STRA. May the Fiend seize thee! Blind am I, and for life belike. 

MAUL. Then tap bis claret, 

STRA. Out and alas! Odds bed-keys and door-knockers! Butcher 
that thou art, look at this shirt-front, clean only a week agone. I am 
ruined and undone. 

MAvL, Then get the mealy mouthed blackguard into chancery. 

Stra. Hoa, hoa! Shed am I and slain. Let the sixteen marks 
that stand against me on the books of Master FUN, of Fleet Street, 
be spent to bury me withal. 

Mav, And when ’a crieth, ‘“ Beaten! or hold!” grab ’im by the 
scruff, thusly ; and, bidding ’im take that for a scurvy rogue, apply 
your toesn to ’is hosen oncet or twicet, and let the beggar go. I ‘ope 
your worship ’as ’ad enough of the leseon. 

STRA. Ay, truly, I can carry no more. 

MAUL, ’Tis my pride to give good measure. But if y’are net 
swearing certain, I ’ave one or two ’ints ’eld in reserve, Such 
as ——- 

StRA, May more worthily be bestowed upon another pupil. Jule 
vilete, Fare ye well. 








Honi Soit qui mal y Pense. 
THREE merry men went out one night 
In search of gaiety and grog, 
And got home very late and tight, 
Declaring it was “all the fog.” 
They were not on their oath, ‘tis true, 
But do not let ws evil think; 
Remember, neither I nor you 
Can tell what fog may bring us to— 
Perhaps intoxication’s brink, 
Where drinks that Scotch distillers make 
For toast and water we may take, 
Believing we're in our own house— 
F’og’s ways are so mysterious ! 





WE understand from the North China Herald that the newly 
imported Switchback is a great success in Shanghai. Wearesomewhat 
surprised at this, as we should imagine that from the abundance of 
corporal punishment among the Chinese, they would get plenty of 
switch(ed)backs without paying for them. 
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SIR CHRISTOPHER SCORCHER. 
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o ) “Ik CHRISTOPHER SCORCHER, who lived in the days of good King James, awoke in the course of a few hundred years, when the hag’s spell had worked off, bn 
was a brave knight and true, but he was much sat upon by his spouse, the Lady and he felt rheumaticky. “ Gadzooke! I ll get out of this show,” he gasped, (5) Bo th 
a astasia. (2) It was a joyful day for Sir Christopher when his good lady shuffled he wandered forth on the Great Northern Railway, which now crossed his rab 
_._. 1s Inortal coil, and he danced right merrily to the sound of his boon companion’s ancestral park, and bere met the 1/45 express. “More witchcraft, but I " 
. as : (3 Retribution came. Sir Christopher was cussedly bewitched by a defy the demon !” (6) The next moment he did rejoin bis beloved Anastasia thi 
main old hag. His mighty mullygrubs were followed by a deep trance, and th in cloudland rather the worse for the eucounter. “Sorry I tried to stop that : 
in the fa: vault. (4) He demon,’ he irmured., ‘by 
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at A QUEER DREAM. 


(By A SPECULATING AND SPORTIVE CLERK.) 
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His 
An 5S. and S. clerk writes: ““ DEAR FUN,—I Lalavery strarge (and absurd) “ But, strange to say, I did not turn toward Epsom or Ascot; no, I hurried 
Cream lately. I dreamed the boss had given me a holiday, ani 0 1 got im) self away in a hausom towari the doors of the Stock Exchange! There were fellow: 
tp genuine, with an Epsom veil and field glasses, and went forth, selling ‘ C’rect Cards’—there were many, like myself, with betting books—the 
whole thing was most strange. 
$ 
— 
“Then IT came upon a bookmaer who yelled ‘ Five to one against Prima “So I got halfa sovereign on about Blue Gum Eldorados with him; and, 
° 7 . ‘ *— ‘ ‘ a- . 7 . : . 5 _ e 
tivis !—Pour to one against Brighson A.s!'—Wholl back Doras? Here v'are! when I had seen them canter in easily witia lead of 2>- 7 premium, I went to 
‘ - a ; bas . a 5 6 © } >i | araic . ” . " > ™ sides ate’ . . am - " . cy 
lim the man t») bank your 24°, cover with! Here yare—protits certain to be receive my winnings But my ape le stockbroker had bolted—pleaded infanc y 
realized ! and bankruptcy—and was being chased all over the place by the police and the 
law, and prosecuted for betting—— 
‘ 
} 
| 
“Then I suddenly awoke and beca ne aware of the Law genially hobnobbing with my outside broker—an eminently respectahle and influential personage —while the 
ghosts of defrauded widows and orphans looked on. The police and the prosecution, and all that, had vanished. Queer dream, wasn't it ?” 
ies 4 
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COMIN’ THRO’ THE RYE”; 
OR, ERIN AND THE GRAND OLD CANOODLER., 
GIN A BODY MEET A BODY, | GIN A BODY KISS A BODY, 
WHEN THINGS GANG ALL AWRY; NEED A BODY CRY? os 
' Mr. Gladstone has been much abused fur introducing the Irish Yacstion at Midlothian, ‘ di 
. 190, itt 


| See Cartoon Verses, p. 
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THE WATER SUPPLY PURCHASE QUESTION, 


A StupY OF NATURAL DEVELOPMENT. 


— HE Pusuic discovered 


reading its paper after 
dinner, Its hands are 
folded serenely over 
that part of its bosom 
where digestion takes 
place ; dimples of in- 
effable content diver- 
sify its countenance ; 
its eye twinkles witha 
placid satisfaction. It 
reads in a fat voice of 
complacency :— 

“ Competent autho- 
rities have given their 
decided opinion in 





of the rights of the 
Water Companies by 
—— the Public. They are 
eur | convinced that a sum 
of £33,500,000 will be amply sufficient to meet the case ; and are 
confident that the sum can be raised without the slightest difficulty. 
There is no doubt that the scheme would redound in every way to the 
interest of the Public, the already foreseen advantages to which 
would be enormous; and there can be little doubt that, in the 
development of the scheme, innumerable other advantages, as yet 
unimagined, would accrue.” 

“ Ah,” says the Public, gently laying down its newepaper with a 
sigh of delicious satisfaction too deep for words, “ah, yes—just so. A 
most excellent scheme, evidently ; my interests looked upon as para- 
mount throughout—in fact, nobody else’s, apparently, considered at 
all—very nice indeed! What a happy fellow I ought to be, having 
such a band of devoted competent authorities and officials always 
straining every nerve to further my interests! Beautiful! A most 
excellent scheme! I will fall placidly asleep and dream about it.” 

Subdued voices of the Metropolitan Board, the School Board, the 
County Council, etc., etc.,in the air. Ho! ho! Has he go soon for- 
gotten the lesson we taught him? All in the interests of the Pub- 
lic. He! he! Poor blind idiot! Let him dream! 

” * ~ 7 * * 

A week or two later, The Public again discovered, still with its 

smile of ineffable content. It speaks :— 

“ Now let me dive once more into the stream of blissful satisfaction 
which flows from perusal of the Water Companies’ Scheme. Ha!” 
It reads: “ In the matter of the scheme for the purchase of the Water 
Companies’ rights it is now proposed—purely in the interests of the 
Public—to compensate the retiring directors, and others, of the 
various companies Eh? Ahem——” 

The light of unalloyed bliss upon the features of the Public seems 

—it may be an optical delusion—to become a little —the 

slightest trifle—dimmed, At this moment in glides FUN, THE 

FORESEER to the side of the Public, and lays a serious finger 

= itsarm, FUN THE FORESEER speaks, slowly, and with 
ep solemnity :— 

“Will ye dream on deluded, O Public? or will ye that I open your 
bemused eyes with a glimpse of what shall be—the development of 
the Scheme?” 
Uneasily turns the Public inits chair ; slowly a shade «fanzious 
doubt steals over its 
countenance ; “ Pro- 
ceed,” it murmurs, 
with a tremulous 
misgiving in its tone, 
“ Retain, then, clear- 
ly in thy mind that 
the whole scheme—ay, 
every incident and 
turn of the scheme—is 
in the interests of the 
Public, Fix this axiom 
in thy soul, and cling 
to it. Let us proceed.” 
FUN THE FORESEER, 

waring a mystic 

wand, raises a vision. 

In the vision ie pre- 

sented the office of 

the Authority appointed to deal,in the public interest, with the 
Water Companies. To the Public Authority enters another :-— 

THE OTHER. I am a director cf the-—— Water Company. I have 

cone to ask you to consider my claim to compensation | 











favour of the purchase | 





PUBLIC AUTHORITY. What are the grounds of your claim? 

DIRECTOR. That I have already feathered my nest so superbly at 
the expense of the Public, that I yearn for-one final and magnificent 
haul—let us say £50,000. 

P, A. Your request is most reasonable. As I am acting solely in 
the interest of the Public, you may consider it granted. _ 

ANOTHER (entering). Good Mr. Authority, I am solicitor to the 
—— Water Company. For many years I have received enormous 
fees for upholding, in courts of law, the rights of the Company to 
impose upon the Public. I, too, would fain have large compensation 
for the loss of this income. fs 

P. A. Since my duty is solely to the Public. your petition is readily 
granted. Name what sum you please—it is yours. 

There enter, then, a vast crowd of other claimants of compensa- 
tion—the lawyer who has made a steady income by opposing, on 
behalf of Jones, Brown and Robinson, the impositions of the 
Water Companies—the turnccck, his aunts, his mother-in-law, 
and his particular friends ; the newspaper man who has made 
an income by writing about the impositions of the Water Com- 
panics ; the compositor who has for years set up his writings ; 
the beadle of the Law Court in which the Water Companies 
have sued the Public; the Judges; the Cownsel ; the cab- 
drivers who have conveyed the litigants to the Court ; and 
others, others, and vcthers. To all these does the Public Au- 
thority give, with boundless generosity, for he is acting in the 
interests of the Public. 

FUN THE FORESEER. How like ye the development, O Public ? 

The Public does but groan, the light of happiness has faded from 
its eye; it murmurs :— 

“ And the cost now?” 

FUN THE FORESEER, A trifle of some £33,500,000,000—all in your 
interests, O, Public ! 

Mocking chorus of the Met. Board, the School Board, the County 

Council, and the Claimants of Compensation :— 

“Aha! deluded Public! Oho! Great Gull!” 








In Connection with the Election. 


“ WHAT'S the best rhyme to Eccles?” 
Said one, not untouched by freckles. 
One answered, ‘“ Oh, go to—Beccles ! 
Your question a rhymester heckles ! 
Yet I'll try,” said he, 
“For £3.d.— 
If you ‘ part’ (7hat’s the rhyme, yes!) shekels! ” 





THE proper music for the Brewery Show—The barrel organ. But, 
query, How many bars rest ? 








Sees) 


HAD HIM THERE. + 
Proprietor of Land (to Angler).—“ Hi! you've no business here ! 
Angler.—“ I know that ; I’m here for pleasure.” 
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A Dangerous Accomplishment. 
WE all have things to grumble at, 
My sister and my brother! 
One can’t stand this, another that— 
A third detests the other. 
But these don’t trouble me at all: 
My pet abomination—  ([gall— 
The thing that turns my heart to 
Is what it pleases some to call 
A Farmyard Imitation. 


With bother I’ve been well supplied; 











Have seen ten years of marriage ; at F 
Been overtaken by the tide, AN. 4X 
Run over by a carriage ; [ D. 7.3, Ps & RR PER 


BF 


iil 


Had imeasles, whooping-cough, 
A college education ; 

But all such evil things as these 

Have fled before that curs’d disease, 
A Farmyard Imitation ! 


Invited to a neighbour’s rout, 
Where music’s the attraction, 
I'll greet the host’s infernal shout 
With smiles of satisfaction. 

If need be, too, I'll e’en encore 
The tenor’s perpetration— 

But save, oh, save me, I implore, 

From that intolerable bore 

Who says he’ll give what I abhor— 
A Farmyard Imitation. 


If Fate should ever make me king 

(Though Fate’s notsucha duffer), Pi = 
I think the very foremost thing eS 

I’d do would be to suffer ae ee ,.e= 
This notice to be raised on high :— 

“THE ROYAL PROCLAMATION! 
His Majesty the King hereby 
Declares the man shall surely die 
Who’s ever heard or seen to try 

A Farmyard Imitation.” 
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* Oh, dear, yes! 





SEVERE CRITICISM. 
“Ts that book you are reading to go back to the library or not, Archur?” 


I’m just done with it—I've read the first chapter and the last—quite enough!” 








Dottings at the Drinkeries. 


Mr, AGG-GARDNER, at the brewers’ banquet, pleaded for the tied 
house. He thinks it time the tide turned in the brewer’s favour; 
thought that he had as much right to make a tidy profit as any other 
man ; wished the teetotal ranters would keep their tongues tied, and 
before attacking tied houses keep their own houses tidy, 


It’s easy enough to say Agricultural Hall before you enter; but 
after an hour or two of sedulous sampling of the exhibits, it’s almost 
as difficult as to walk along a straight line, 


HE was looking at an exhibit. Having sampled it, he said to the 
lady in charge, ‘“I’ll ’ave a hogs-head, ducky.” And she replied, 
“You've got one.” 


SUR TRADESMEN’S ADVERTISING COLUMN. 
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EVENING EMPLOYMENT. 
Tradesmen's books POSTED 
and BALANCED. 





LOANS without SECURITY. 








WRINKLES FROM THE RANK. 


1V.—PHIL FLYWHIP ON LOVELY WOMAN, 


S’POSE yer thinks as 'ow a bloke wots perched up be’ind a keb don't 
know much abaht lovely woman? Don’t you believe it, my pippin! 
It’s a werry limited part of human natur’ as woman don’t interfere 
with, some’ow or other. Besides, don’t they call ‘er the fare sex? 
Don’t I see ‘er every day? if she’s a helderly party, a rushing acrost 
the road under my ’o3s’s ead, and, as soon as I pulls the mare on ‘er 
’aunches, a standin’ stock still in the middle of the traffic a-wavin’ 
‘er gingham, an’ o’ny movin’ as soon as I sets my lot goin’ agin’, an’ 
then tryin’ to get mixed up with the mare’s forelegs? This sort er 
party ain't partial to ’ansoms—thinks ‘em wicked; perfera a four 
weeler; thinks as ‘ow, if she was ter be seen in a ’ansom, she'd be 
took for a perfessional beauty or a serciety tart. Corks! w’en I sees 
a party like that a comin’ along a-lookin’ for a growler, an’ callin’ 
out ‘“Cabman!” to every one of ’em as ‘as got a fare, I touches my 
’at to ’er, an’ I ses, “ W’eredyer wanter go, mies? ‘Aymarkit?” An’ 
werry likely, if she can't ‘ail a growler no ‘ow, she'll arsk me ‘ow 
much I wants to drive ‘er to Hexeter ’All, an’ knowin’ as ‘ow, 
wotever I arsks, she'll bait me down a bit, I ses, ‘‘ Two bob, mum, to 
you.” An’ she ses, “Cabman, I will give you eighteenpence,” an’ 
that, bein’ a kick over the fare, I ses, “Jump in, mum,” an’, arter 
she’s waltzed all round the keb to find the way in, at last she’s there. 
But if lovely woman's a young thing, she’s dead nuts on ‘ansoms ; 
thinks ‘em rorty an’ convenient for spoonin’, an’ likes 'em all the 
better if there’s two on ’em, an’ one o’ their male cousins a settin’ in 
between ’em. 

Ah! lovely woman wants a lot of understandin’. She’s like ‘osses 
—she wants careful drivin’. An’ if you lets ’er think as ‘ow you 
ain’t used to ’andlin’ the ribbins, an’ lets 'er ‘ave ‘er 'ed, she'll be orf 
in a canter, an’ most likely smash = the show ; but if you drives ’er 
gently an’ tenderly, just keepin’ the reins tight enough to let ‘er 
know there's a firm ’and on ‘em, an’ jest slack enough not to saw her 
mouth, an’ not a-askin’ too much of ’er Lord love you! you can 
guide ’er with a skein o’ silk. An’ if yer wants pace an’ ‘igh steppin’, 
you must expect spirit, an’, I ses, Lord 'elp the ‘oss or the woman as 
ain’t got it. d : 

“’Angom, mum? Right you are. Is my ‘oss quiet? Lor’, blese. 
yer mum, she’s as quiet as I am, an’ jest as ‘armless, Tck! Now, 
then, Nancy, no larks! Tck!” 
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OH, SHE DID, DID SHE? 
Georgie — Uncle George, are you a grocer?” 


Great-Uncle.—" Grocer? No, my boy; bless my soul! What 


made you ask that?”’ 


Georgie.—“ Cause ma told pa that you ought to leave me a big 


plum in your will after the times you've dined here.” 


A Woful Warning. 
GRACIOUSLY GOT UP FOR GOURMETS, 

(The Echo, in stating that sprats ere now “in,” warns its readers that it is not 
the thing” to eat them until L<rd Mayor's Day. ] 

OH, jump and be joyful and throw up your hat, 

For the Season's now on for the succulent Sprat ! 

Prepare to consume a consignment—yet, stay, 

We mustn't eat sprats until Lord Mayor's Day ! 


You may sing in the street, you may dance in the road, 
You may tell Mr. Balfour to go and be blowed. 

You may e’en think the Government's in a bad way ; 
But you mustn't eat sprats until Lord Mayor's Day ! 


You may sniff (if you wish) at the once-famous TJimes, 

You may scoff at Will. Shakespeare's (or even these) rhymes ; 
And pooh-pooh the French plots that our playwrights “ convey,” 
But, oh, don't eat sprats until Lord Mayor's Day ! 


mea 


You may say, “ Fie!” to Fife, who has recently shown, 
About so-called “ trespassers” quite a high tone, 

When you ride in the Row, you may halloa, “ Hooray!” 
But never eat sprats until Lord Mayor's Day ! 


You may not for the law of the land care one bit, 
All sorts of wild crimes you may daily commit, 
But whatever you do, and whatever you say— 
Don't dare to eat sprats until Lord Mayor's Day! 














“ LEND me five shillings, old fellow,” says Shuyster to his chum 


Greenaway. ‘The very thing I was going to ask you to do for me,” 
cries G.,in the nearest approach to a tone of disappointment he could 
improvise. “Oh! well, in that case,” rejoins Shuyster, resourcefully, 
“let's split the difference—lend me half a crown.” 
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Choice Readings from Mr, Fun’s Edition of 


the Olassics. 
No. 11.—SIR WALTER SCOTT. 


BREATHES there a tar with soul 
so dead, 
Who never to himself hath said 


While sailing from some foreign , 


strand, 
“T’ll get ‘ blind speechless’ when | 
I land”? | 

a +. - 


Oh! how we giggle in our sleeve 
When first we venture to deceive! 


* a aa 
The way was long, the wind was 
cold, 
The minstrel cadged from young 
and old. 
Withered his cheek—yet, strange 
to say, 


His check grew larger every day! 


* * . 
The wine is good, the wind is 
chill, 

So let us wet our whistles still ! 
~ Sd * 
“Oh, father! my father! and 

did you not hear 
The Erl King whisper so close 
in my ear?” 
“Be still, my loved darling, 
your courage don’t lose ; 
It was merely the hiccup pro- 
duced by my booze!” 
co * . 


The feast was over in Branksome | 


Tower, 


| And the Ladye had gone to her 


secret bower. 


For the pastry was heavy, though 


pleasant to smell, 


And the Ladye of Branksome 


was very unwell ! 


* * * 
“Bold knights and fair dames, 
to my song give an ear, 
And of love and of war and of 
wonder you'll hear.” , , 
But the editor sighed in the midst 
of his glee, 
As he buried that song in his 


W. P. B.! 
o * * 
How measly for thee, gentle lover 
of nature, 


Who up the dark brow of 
Hellvellyn hast clam- 
Bered, to find that some business- 
like puff-loving “ cray- 
chur” 
Has brought even there the 
“advertisement filam.” 
With the beauties of earth and 
of heaven round thee 
lying, 
How horrid to know that big 
banners, defying 
All tradesmen to lick “ Squee- 
cham’s Soda,” are flying 
Oa the heights of Hellvellyn 
and Catchedicam ! 








‘WHAT an uncomfortable cousin Karker is; he has something 
derogatory to say about everybody he knows,” remarks Piltcher, “ It’s 
only his way of talking about himself, I fancy,” suggests Brandling. 
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Aged quest, citedly, “Here Hi! Help! What the 
Deuce ius the matter with the table 7°" “Nothing atall 
eld Roy Fall of the leaf youkiow ! Common occurrence re 
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‘TIS NOW OCTOBER! 


_ Wuat do I care about October, I should like to know. I'm glad 
it’s now at anend. I’m not a hunting man and never was, Nora 
rowing man, nor a river man. I’m glad the river season is over 
anyhow. What's the good of that? A good job it is over. There 
wouldn’t be so much nap-playing at nights and then falling into the 
river mud from having too much whisky. Novsense I say. sosh ! 
I never did care a rap about sport or anything of that sort. I'd just 
as leave go ratting in the East End as take up with elephant hunting. 
As to following the hounds, I’d a great deal sooner follow 4 man up 
Threadneedle Street if there was any chance of doing a deal. 

It always makes me dreadfully wild if I’m in any country inn to 
see the lists of the mects stuck over the mantelshelf. Bosh! 
Yoicks ! and all the rest of it. What’s the use of hunting a piece of 
fine feur-legged vermin? When you've got a fox, what can you do 
with it—eat it? Pickle it? Stuff it,and put it under a glass case? 
I would soon stuff it with sage and onions. A good hunting country, 
too, you hear lunatics say, as if I liked the eountry—I simply hate 
it——I should like to have a parcel of people on horseback on my 
‘awn and kicking it all to pieces. 


Ey T 





Then, what I don't like and can’t bear are the thin-coloured 
hunting prints. Herrings and things—red herrings, if you like—with 
their “ pink,” as they call it, on. I never see those things with the 
bob-tailed horses going over hedges like swallows but what I feel as 
if I could hardly bear myself. To think of a sane man worrying 
himself about such tomfoolery. i 

But a pack is a good thing for a country neighbourhood! Is it? 4/4) 
See what good it does! Does it? If a butcher has a bad sheep it ri 
can be sold for the hounds. Can it? It might just as well be made 41 
| into sausages and the hounds chopped up with it for the matter of HA 
that. It's really disgusting to hear all the talkee-talkee about such ey 
awful rubbish. EE 

A hunter's moon, indeed! Who cares for a hunter's moon any eile 
more than any other sort of moon? And a hunting morn. Who ! bel 
wanted a hunter's morn particularly? I diin't, anyhow. I'd a ale 

i 
: 
{ 































hundred times sooner have a good June morning in St, James’ Park. | 
The scent lying well! cent, indeed !—a« penn’orth of eau de Cologne, * 
if you like. Bah! DioGEsES TUBBS, 














No wonder brewers get stout, They live on vat. 
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TOUCHING THE ENGAGEMENT OF THAT YOUNG COUPLE. 
i COnile Eva didn f see whal 
There was in thal girl ii/4 
eNngehna 1% attract Pe Edwin! Hy = i 

— Wi). 
Neither aid Cousin Edith ! oe 


LZ Z Uncle Theodore said \ \ \ 
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2 Edwin always WAG A fool 
and now, when he could ha _ 
married /Yoney whe was about fo fre himself % 
a penniless |ittle. doll! 


end 
Edun thought /// 
eNngelna he. 






























When things gang awry, 

Gin a body kiss a body, 
Need a body cry? 

Ilka lassie hae her laddie, 
Wherefore shouldna I ? 

Yet monie folk they scowl at me, 
And wish to pass me by. 


Gin a body see a body 
When he gaes to town, 


iH Gin a body bless a body, 
f Need a y frown? 
There’s some may sniff and some may 


eneer, 


Tak’ an Irish pet, 


Gin a body 


praise a body, 


Need a body fret ? 


If ither folk were kind as he, 


A happy lass were I ; 


We'd win the warld to lo’e me well 


By ‘comin’ thro’ the rye.” 





Nature and yet More Nature. 


THE poet trilled, ‘‘Oh, love of mine, 
How rich is Autumn’s dress and brown !”” 


She raised to his her eyes divine ; 


They said, “ Buy me an Autumn gown.” 


tT : \ WAS Ns ANY i i, frhesl 
; ~™ . : ° ’ 4 . 
se Hi Whataid Tall mallér , ‘rs 1} yy iffle gil Y 
Lan e nd eAuntleovisa Piought That her nece Gor Angelina T6ld all her friends gm 2g . 
if z ; ‘; Angelina rrught have hooked a iffle higher Br a husband! that Edwin was a darling : 
i ef - ES. ALN Set SR eae , 
H , us “‘Comin’ thro’ the Rye.” But what the waur am I’? Essence of Romance.—No, IX. 
) \ as (Sx CARTOON.) For a the Glads they lo’e me well, 'Twas in a court of Drury Lane, 
1 ee Gre a bod ns tell Nor wish to pass me by. For cleanliness rejectable, 
y ~ y, ees G y Gin a body—grand old body !— Timotheus Burke was reared with pain 


By parents not respectable. 


At fifteen he could “ burgle” pat 
And break up safes like pottery ; 
At twenty-one he’d tasted “ cat” 
For practising garrotery. 
At twenty-eight, when he “came out,” 
The “ cops was always doggin’ ’im” ; 
“Ten S. A. gals, too, set about 
Continually sloggin’ ’im.” 
So, in the end he made a vow 
“*Is ways he'd take ter varyin’” ; 
The pledge he took he kept, and now 


, 99 


“Is game is missionaryin’. 
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OME ie apt Nee CAPE RS ileal 


cK 
(1) A girl, brought from Scotland a servant to be, 
Is sent back by a ‘‘ lady” with one cup of tea! 
(2) An actress objected her dog to enthral 
In a muzzle, because the sweet pet was soZsmall. 
(3) Of the new boom in boxing Fun’s readers have heard, 
But Jack-in-the-boxing by this man's preferred. 
(4) "Tis November the Fifth when the mis-Guy-ded lot 
Of fireworkers trot out their gunpowder plot ! 
VOL, LII, wo, 18380, 
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(5) Some balloonatics off to the North Pole would speed ; 
If they had Fun’s balloon they might hope to succeed, 


(6) A trousers thief groaned at the grip of the police ; 


But his doings were breeches (old joke) of the peace. 


(7) Behold ‘‘ Our New Herald-ry ” (Shakespeare's that phrase) 
Straightway interviews Stanley on all his strange ways. 


(8) A dame quite distraught sought a lawyer and Co,, 
And spoke of his “ com"—not in style ‘‘ cum” il faut | 
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»,, UCH atime 
of it the 
dramatic 
critic has 
been hav- 


He 4 %S Yi ing lately! 
PAA l —~ 4 ”) fy fei 1% Suna ‘ 
H x WF / Such a 


jolly, 
blissful, 
lazy, lux- 
urioua 
timeof it! 
Such a 
time of 
cxempticn 
from the 
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y swallow- 

. ee 7 a i , 
Nha. tail of 

‘ i, ee aah i )~S uty, of 
ys a i +nuggling 

3 f i) \s % 
al 1AM \}} \\\A dowu in 
W VEL, A <b an easy chair, with a favourite 
(hes {/ Z) book and a favourite pipe and 
LS Y; y 4, toasting of slippered tootsicums 
AIF Le. Sf pgp over the fire—fires just come in 
a , 2" © cf again, you know; so cosy !— 
ou hp eh MZ while the patent leathers stand 





disregarded, and newspapers 
pine in neglect. A_ happy, 
happy time. For new pieces 
have been scarce of late, and leisure has marked the dramatic critic 
for its own, It cannot last, this leisure, with some foity playhouses 
of call in existence and new theatres rising on every side of us, 80 
we || make the most of it while we have it, so please you, 


A Gv0OvD TIME. 


LEISURE of this fort gives one opportunity (otherwise space) for 
touching upon things one is always itching to touch upon, but always 
leing prevented from touchinz upon by the necessity of talking atout 
something else. Insanitary 
dressing rooms, for instance, 
are things that I have often \ 
wanted to “ go for.” “I know 
those dressing rooms!” I've an 
been in several of them, and baal 
if I have come out alive it has 
been no fault of the dressing 
rooms, | can tell you! How 
the profession remains the 
over stocked community it is 
in the face of them, has 

_. &lways puzzled me. I suppose 
Manayer (log). — “ Wot the supply is £0 phenomenally 

next, |] wonder! Here's, Y 

a lot of ‘actors complain. 1 excess of the demand ! 

ing of their dressing - ~ 


















rooms just because an THE subject is being well 
open drain or two runs ntilated t WY 

throuvh ‘em. lrecious ven , 4 = jus Dow. en- 
cheek, / cali it!" tilation” is good in every 


scents—I mean sense, There 
never was any doubt of the grievance, however— 
“crying scandal,” I should call it, rather, That 
spirited and energetic organ 
of the profession, 7he Stage, 
has been hammering away at 
the subject for any length of 
time, and latterly even what 
I may call the outside press 
has raoged itself alongside 
the gallant pioneer, and if 
all the world doesn't know 
the facts by this time, it can 
only be because all the world 
hasn't read its papers regu- 
larly. But something closely 
approaching a remedy has 
been found at last. Ina 
sense the remedy has always 
been in the actor's hands, but ; . 
it takes some courage to bell = yyy Lynic.—7he Sentry HAS BERN PUT ON 
the cat on these occasions, IN FRONT OF La Cigale. 
and Messrs, Courtinedge and 
Lewis, who have boldly performed the operation at (Lester, have 
deserved well of their comrades 





AND the way thess gentlemen have been backed up by the press, 
the profession and the public should encourage every actor in the 
kingdom to go and do likewise. The matter is in their own hands, 
























TZ tf é 
tify Of course, the managers will be 
angry—no man likes his bid smells 
interfered with—but then ac'ors 
have been angry for a long time, and 
é it is high time the manager took his 

ne turn.! 
How It’s DONR, IF WERE TO BE- 
LASTS SONS FACPES Nops AND WINKS,—They have 
wibccptncs tars enaaee® Mapas The Beairy in feens of Ls 
Aspirant _“I've had no experience, Cigale at the Lyric Theatre. To 
but I've £300 worth of dresses.” keep off the pressure of the tremen- 
dous rush there is after that lady. I 
suppose. She’s having a real good time just now, at anyrate.—WD*. 
Bill has been produced in America, but the only thing thit made 
any impression was Miss Kenward’s performance of Miss Fauntleroy. 
— Messrs. Mackay and Grundy’s adaptation of La Petite Marquise is 
eaid to be the intended “ follow” of Nerves at the Comedy, with the 
too-long-absent-from-comedy Miss Norreys in the cast.— Mr. W. 
Sapte, jor., has nearly, if not quite. completed a two-act comic oper:, 
with music by Mr. Cellier.—The Victoria Hall (Coffee Tavern) pro- 
gramme for November keeps up the modern traditions of that 
establishment. The week is nicely portioned out with entertainments 
(surely) to suit all tastes, Mondays and Wednesdays are devoted to 
the novel feature of orchestral smoking concerts, Tuesdays are 
devoted to lectures of a popular cast, 
Thursdays bring popular concerts, and 
Saturdays variety entertainments, On 
the 13th, Madame Marie Roze will ap- 
pear, and Madame Antoinette Sterling 
on the 27th—On the 2nd prox, Mr. 
Julian Cross’ play is due at Terry’s (at a 
matinée).—A reminiscence of the past is 
Mr. Celli in Claude Duval at the 
Alhambra. There is more point in the 
+ketch than in the Bermudas one, and 
the songs (various styles) are sung ina 
fashion it does one good to 
listen to. The vocalist 
should draw a good Celli- 
ry.—It is expected that 
Mr. D'Oyly Carte’s new 
theatre in Cambridge 
Circus will open on the 
10th prox. in a blaze of 
triumph, 
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Miss HELEN LEYTON, 
one of our prettiest and 
pleasantest actresses, has 
happily recovered from her 

Me recent illness, and is now 

; playing her original part 

in The Judge. In which 

b piece, by-the-way, some 

THE ALHAMBRA.—A CELLI-BRATED more alterations have just 

PERFORMANCE, been made.—I see from The 

Stage (which has, by-the- 

way, caused all of usin this office to go about suffused in blushes 

from head to foot all the week in consequence of its remarks upon 

our Hood’s Annual) that there is a prospect of our having a regular, 
regular right down matinée theatre let loose upon us! Ochone ! 
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OUINTHA, 
A WEEDERIAN ROMANO IN FOUR OHAPTERS, 


“ Morality, heavenly link! 
To you I eternally drink | 
I'm awfully fond 
Of that heavenly bond— 
Morality, heavenly link |” 
—S8IR BARNABY BAMPTON Boo. 


CHAPTER III.—Continued, 


AT intervals, vague flashes of uncertainty played like summer 
lightning across the horizon of his soul, and amid the joyous flow of 
the stream of enthral- 
ling passion in which 
their twin-like natures 

lunged,) unfettered 
nstinct ominously 
hinted at the presence 
of a crumpled roseleaf 
empowered by fate to 
wreck the blissful 
serenity of their 
youthful dream, 

There were even 
moments when the 
poetry of existence 
seemed to dwell but 
on one side only—his, 

One dewy night they 
wandered hand in hand 
around the picturesque 
and secluded outskirts 
of Clapham Common. 
A chaste silence enve- 
loped their hearts, and 
with inexpressible 
thirstiness his finely 
artistic soul drank ino 








the mystic sublimity of the enthralling scene, 

“How coldly the moon glows amid the celestial indigo of eternity,” 
he at length remarked—breaking the stillness with an originality of 
thought and expression that defied description. 

She raised her eyes dreamily to the Queen of Night, and a sigh of 
ecstasy escaped her parted lips as she softly murmured, “Yes; like a 
fried egg.” 

As though striken by an earthquake, he involuntarily loosened her 
hand, “ A—fried—egg!” he gasped. 

“ Yes,” returned Ouintha, in the same tone of dreamy unconscious- 
ness, “The moon herself looks like the yolk, and that little bit of 
fleecy cloud surrounding her, exactly like the white. I could almost 
fancy the ragged edge of the latter had been ‘caught’ in the frying- 
pan—burnt, you know!” 

The night seemed to have suddenly grown very dark. He shivered 
slightly, and there was, perhaps, a perceptible tremor in his voice, as 
he said, simply, “ Let us go home.” 

Later, at parting, she threw her snowy arms about his unresisting 
neck, ‘My Garlico,”’ she gurgled, ‘my own Dauby, my own, my 
very ownest own, for ever and for aye! What should I do without 
you? Nothing can separate us now !” 

“ Nothing,” he repeated, mechanically, suffering the diaphanous 
hue of her pallid cheek to whiten the immediate neighbourhood of 
his slender chest, “nothing! You have bared to me your innermost 
soul. The certificates are apparently without a flaw—the testimony 
of the incumbent, unimpeachable. No, there can be—should be no 
mistake, To you, the offended blush of innocence must ever remain 
an unknown quantity; for to mate with me, the ledger of the Re- 
cording Angel must contain a virgin blank upon the page where is 
inscribed the name of Ouintha Freeze.” 

As he ceased, the cimmerian gloom enveloping the front doorstep 
on which they were standing seemed to deepen; and the quivering 
darkness, pregnant with amorous sympathy, heaved a palpable sigh, 
as though deprecating the existence of such ethical frigidity. — 

“T have told you everthing—everthing,” she sobbed. ‘Oh, it is cruel 
thus to torture me with cold repetitions of your Spartan morality. 
Why"—and her mighty love burst for the hundredth time the iron 
bands of conventionality— why don't you name the day?” 

_He strained her to his heaving breast, and imprinting a molten 
kiss upon her tear stained brow by way of reply, broke from her 
writhing arms and fled. 

The golden summer waned, and lurid autumn, like the ripened 
echo of an oriental dream, stole softly in its wake. Ouintha 
was staying at Puddleton-on-Sea; Garlico etill remained in the 
Euston Road. It had been finally arranged that their marriage 
should take place upon the completion of ‘The Morning Peal,” for 
which he was to receive five pounds; that sum appearing, even to his 
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proud nature, sufficiently enormous both fot housekeeping purposes 
and the preservation of his independence, Her twenty thousand a 
year he simply ignored. 

And one morning it was finished. Placing it under his arm, he 
sallied forth to the soapboiler’s mansion in Grosvenor Square. That 
gentleman was pleased to express, in somewhat guarded terms, his 
approval of the performance, 

“Mind,” he said, having placed the picture upon a chair and 
stepped back a pace or two for better observance of the general 
effect, I’m not finding fault with it, The boy is fairly drawn; the 
bath seems impressive ; and the water, drapery and carpet are not 
ineffective. But what I do complain of is the lack of feeling dis- 
played in the handling of that cake of soap. There is an absence of 
tone—a lack of depth—a want of expression, so to speak. Why, con- 
found and dash it all, sir! there is no more inspiring sight under the 
light of heaven than a cake of soa —particularly when it is of my 
manufacture. But you artists are al] alike! I commission hundreds 
of you, at princely prices, to paint the apotheosis of my soap, and 
the result is always the same. Instead of using it as the central 
idea, and building your composition around it in a subdued key, you 
simply treat it as a minor accessory. There is your money, and there 
aleo is a tablet of my soap. Take it! use it as a model, Study ite 
expression, its delicacy, its symmetry, its marvellous richness of 
colouring ; and I say emphatically, young man, that when you can 
paint it as it ought to be painted, Michael Angelo himself can take a 
back seat. Good morning.” 

Garlico hastened home. In the privacy of his modest chamber he 
sat down upon the edge of the bed and poured the golden stream of 
five sovereigns from hand to hand, with mingled sensations of delight, 
wonderment and awe. Could it be possible that he was the earner 
and owner of this stupendous sum? Did the world really contain so 
much money! Suddenly he started and turned pale. Upon the 
washstand lay a telegram addressed to himself. With a strange dread 
at his heart he tore open the orange coloured missive, and read— 

“Come at once by first train. I have a confeesion to make.— 
OUINTHA.,” (To be concluded next week.) 





A Mere Moss-eau. 


THEY eay that moss is scarce, and that 'tis difficult to buy it, 
And that many a man who uses it now funks ; 
If this is thus, it seems to us, that some, you can’t deny it, 








ws 
fi, YNOLDS. _— 
Father Denis.— Mre. Mulroony,I hear very eerious accounts of 
the new epidemic ; I trust your son has not taken it.” 
Mrs. Mulroony.—* Not he, sir! He wouldn't take anything that 
didn't belong to him. An honester boy never broke bread. 
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i STRIKING THE BALANCE, 
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it by A STORY OF A DISGUSTED SNAKE. 
ete “ An unfailing antidote has been fonnd for snake bite. Strychnine injectéd into the system entirely destroys the effect of snake bité. A little judgment is required ; 
he ~{f you overdo the strychnine, you begin to be poisoned by that; if you skimp it, you leave a little snake bite, but you can get it toa nicety in time.” —Se newspapers. 
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a 1, “Mighty defiant this fellow looks,” muttered the anake to himself; “but 7/71 [| half bite or so here.” 6. “Tam! trifle too much snake now—have another go at 


a oe owe. 2. "Go it, little 'un—take another nip.” 8, “ Hallo j— the strychnine,” 7. “Dear, dear! Precious difficult to balance it nicely—wante 
“ ee said the enake. 4. “Hey? New sort o' tweak! Pint or so too euch a light touch, Really afraid I must trouble you once more——” “This 
mueh strychnine, no doubt.” 6. “Here, Squirmy, old chap—just put another man's just making a fool of me,” said the snake, “ Good-day |” 
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WAITING FOR THE VERDICT. 
“IS IRELAND DISTRESSED OR PROSPEROUS? ”—THE GREAT POTATO QUESTION. 


(See Cartoon Vorees, p. 200. 
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THE UNWORKABLE. 


A DRAMATIC POEM, 


Chorus, Who comes with defiant eye, 
Fall of unreason ? 
Who swaggers o’er bales and 
barrels, 
Over the 'cumbered quay, 
Snapping the thumb at the 
voice of Reason— 
Spurning the Right and the 
Just? 
THE UNWORKABLE. ‘Tis I, 
the Unworkable, 

Son of the Age of Madness 
Child of the blind conceit. 
Now dol hurl defiance around, 

with resounding voice, 
Calling on all that exist or 
move to fall at my feet 
To bow to my hob-nailed 
boots 
Or be crushed beneath, 
Laws? shall they hinder me 7? 
Yargains and ‘pacts! ehall they 
bind my hands? 
I will crush them beneath 
my heel ! 
What are the laws of supply and demand that shackle the rest of 
our race=— 
What is the Fiat of Labour that others obey— 
W hat are submission to that which is,and the bowing to Destiny— 
What are the rights of others to live—to the like of ME? 
Bo, I will do as J will, 
My word shall be law to all, 
W hether to stronger or weaker : 
And the wise shall be fools ; and the strong of mind and of will 
Shall bear while I trample them down— 
Bubmitting, like lambs, to rnin because / have spoken the word 
And the welfare, and fate, and existence 
Of Heaven, and earth, and men 
Shall bow to the wave of my hand : 
And the Universe alter its laws 
At the whisper of Me, the Unworkable— 
Mv, the Dock-Labourer! * . 
Tnkt Dock COMPANY. Now will we burst these bonds, 
Now will we rise and dash 
Down, with the deeperate hand of him that hath borne too long, 
This tyranny of the Unworkable ! 
Giet ye without our gates, never to enter more— 
Never to paralyze more the commerce of all the earth. 
Vanish, Unworkable! * ” 
Chorus, Who is it roves the earth, 
Seeking a place? 
Whom is it nations ehun, and cast from their doors 
Saying, ‘ There is no place for you in our midst!” 
Who is it calls aloud 





To the rocksand the 
angry sea, 
Saying, ‘‘Give mea 
AN WA Sea place with you, 
' that when I 
have entered in 
fh. [ may bid you to 


s 


\ AS kiss my bootea, 
\ a mr ¢ , 

Wig Fae while I bully 
»\ \ And crush you 
YY down !” 

\\ And the Sea hath 
answered : 


“Begone; I will 
have thee not, 
Unworkable ! ”’ 
And the Rocks have 
: echoed the Sea, 
\ \\ ’ CHORUS OF THE 
DOK, WHOLE EARTH, 
1S) \ Hastethee and get 


gone 
Why should we bow to thee? 
Why should thy will be law to us, and thy tyrannous hand ? 
Hence from our midet, Unworkable! 
Chorus, Who is it seeks the stars, 
Craving a place! 
Who is it stretches appealing hands to the plancts that float in space 








Saying, in whining tones, “ Give me a place with you, 
So that my word may be law to you, 
Although J obey no laws, 
Neitber of reason nor justice, honesty, conscience, truth.” 
And the planets that float in space, have answered 
“We have no place for thee. 
Why should we bow to thy hand? 
Having no need of thy presence, but the power to crush thee to dust 
As a worm or a fly? 
Hence from our midst, Unworkable!”’ 
* * * # 
Chorus, Who is it floats in space, 
Hanging 'twixt star and star, 
Having no world but himself— 
Having no victim to bully or crush with his hob-nailed boot ? 
Spurned of the race of men, 
Driven from earth and sea, 
Driven from star to planet, from planet to star? 
Lo, he hath found his place, 
None can abide with him ! 
Out in the midst of space, floating ’twixt star and star, 
Circles for evermore the Son of the Age of Madzess, 
The Child of the Blind Conceit. 
Out in the vastness of space 
Floats the Dock Labourer—floats the Unworkable, 








Dip they cane the pupils much at that school? I should think 
they did, indeed! The head master had a regular trade with the 
travelling circuses to supply them with spotted boys, Rather too 
much severity there. 
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ALMOST INCREDIBLE SIMPLICITY. 
London Cousin.—* Ull tell you what !|—We will go shopping.” 
Country Cousin.—“ But I don't want to buy anything!" ' 
London Cousin.—“ My dear! how ridiculous, that’s just where the 
pleasure comes in !”’ 
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SALVE! 


S wet Creature.—“*Wive YOU ANYTHING NICE YOU CAN RECOMMEND ME TO PUT ON MY LIPs?” 


Smart Store Salesman (repeating )—' LIPs, MapamM?” 





The Supernacuilar Show. 

Wish a thousand apuloyies to the thousand ,octsy uho 
claim to have written * Beautiful Saow,” 

On, the show, the mayoral show |! 

You may roam through the whel2 of the 
world below, 

Yet a show that’s with interest more replete 

han our annual show you will fail to meet, 

Crawling, creeping, trailing along, 

The circus show has attractions strong; 
Yet no hippodrome pageant, howe’er unique, 
Such a crowd of spectators could e’er bespeak, 
Nor ascended such shouts to the heavens above 
When abroad in his carriage old Barnum druvy, 


Oh, the show! the annual show! 

How the bold Cockneys, with hearts aglow, 

From every corner of London run 

To the heart of the city to see the fun. 
Crashing, pushing, rushing, they hie 

_ (As if each were condemned to be first or die) 

I) the place of assembly with leap and bound, 

Many hours ere the time when the show comes 

; round, 

Yes, the town is alive, and its heart in a glow 

To greet the approach of the beautiful show ! 


And now, as the show comes swirming along, 
What a freazy possesses the waiting throng. 
What passionate plaudits pervade the sky 
From a myriad throats, as the cara come by, 

Towering, glittering, gleaming. What 
_.. though [ blow, 
* With lethiferous rigour the wind should 
Or the snow ankle-deep in the roads should lie, 
Or a deluge descend from the dreary sky, 











Yut we Londoners calmly our death would meet 
Kor the sake of beholding our annual treat ! 
But philanthropists, watching the show, will 
tell 
How the gorgeous sight makes their bosoms 
swell— 
Swell with despair, till their breasts they beat, 
Swell with disgust, till they stamp their feet. 
Groaning, grieving, weeping, they spy 
Around and about them the shrunken eye 
And the want pinched face of the living dead, 
And they think what unlimited coalsand bread 
Might be bought each year with the funds 
that go 
In providing the pomp of the mayoral show. 
What is the use of this brilliant show ? 
Lives there a creature on earth below 
Who receives any boon from his cityward race 
On the day when the annual show takes place / 
Statesmen, merchants, shoeblacks, all 
Our citizens, deem that the heavens would 
fall 
If they failed with a maniac haste to fly 
To the show honoured strezts ere the show 
went by. 
Yet who can declare—cither high or low— 
Tnat he gets any good from this wonderfal 
show? 
This query was queried by FON, you know, 
As he went last year to the mayoral show, 
And the answer he got made him weep with 
ain, 
For he landed back home minus watch anl 
‘ rin } 
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' But it sound:d so like an answer that she blushed. 














Cursing, moaning, groaning a groan, 
He found that his money, moreover, was 
gone | 
So this year he has written a warning down 
Which he hastens to send through the crazy 
town :— 
“Beware, oh, my friends! Fur Old Faginand 
Co, 
Are the fiends who get fat on the mayoral 
show /” 


——— — a — 


THE Institute of Painters in Oil Colours 
has an average show. That there is much 
to please and delight the visitor ia be- 
yond doubt; but are not the rooms too large 
for the amount of gool art displayed? For of 
the six hundred and eighty-six works ex- 
hibited there are a large portion that ought 
not to be there. Yet, on all hands, we 
hear of really good work having been re- 
jected; not for want of space—that, we 
presume, would ba too ironical—but with 
the bold white cross on the back of the 
canvas, This is, and has always been, an 
incomprehensible point in the selection of 
works for the picture shows, The gifted 
President seems to have broken new ground ; 
many of the old favourites are up to their 
usual standard, though some are absent, anid 
there is much that is sound and good ia 
landscape from names that are almost un- 
known. There are also some emall fizure 
works that are not only fresh, but full of 
tender refined feeling, 
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Mr. Duckling after the row. 





Town and Gown Row. 
And seut home again to mamma 


ades Mr. Duckling to accompany him to the 


Who persu 






































a third year map, 
Mr. Duckling next morning, before the Dons, 
bullied as the promotes of al] ceeent rows, 


Such a “ getting up stairs. 


THE FIFTH OF NOVEMBER AT CAMFORD. 


This is the row. 


The report of the wounded, 
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Worse than Whisky. 


[Mr. Ernest Hart lately delivered a lec- 
ture denovncing the prevalence of ether 
drinking in certain parts of Great Britain.) 
“How happy could I be with 

Ether ” 
Is the song this suggests, it is 
clear ; 
Bat, for this FON would not bea 
wreather 
Of bays on this bard’s brows, | 
fear. 
So, although this song seems a 
“ Macheather ” | 
(If you, reader, will passsucha | 
phrase) 
“How happy could I be with 
Either” 
Won't be in FUN's sweet list of 
lays | 








Balfouriana. | 

Mr, BALFOUR’S described as “the | 

man of the week” 

In the Star, that’sa bitofawag | 

in its way. | 

You'll probably say, with your | 

fongue in your cheek, | 

“The week therein named should | 
be spelt with an A,” 

He was also of late called “ The | 

arch-absentee,” | 





And on much absent teasing 
you'll own he is bent ; 
And we read that he visited Achill, 
but he 
Is more like Achill-es, who sulked 
in his tent. 








| 
WHAT! Any cat’s meat? Well, | 
you should just stop here all night. | 
There’s such a lot of ’em meet on 
our washhouse, that you’d think 
there was nothing left in life but 
for cats to meet. 





Pater,—" Nonsense, Maria ! 
dear, there’s something contagious ia the gaiety of children. I feel quite ele 





Mater.— Don’t you think it dangerous, dear, to trust the darlings with so many fireworks?” 
Master Tommy (aside).— Now I'll give Dad a surprise! I've tied these two rockets to his handker- 
chief and filled his pockets with squibs and crackers and things.” (Applies match and retires.) 


Hooray ! the guy will soon be burned to smithereens! Do you know, 


vated |” 
( Finishes sentence in mid-air, Alarms, excursions.) 


nd 











THE COLLOQUIBHS OF STRABISMUS. 
No, 49.—THE ANALYSIS OF JEALOUSY. 
Uxorius, A jealous husband ; CELIBMOS, his friend, 


CELIBZUS. How doest thou, Uxorius? 

Uxortus. I do none; yet I shrewdly suspect that I am done, and 
that connubially. 

CEL, Is't so, indeed? And hast thou grounds for this suspicion ? 
Ux. An whole estate, to my ruth beit spoken. Know that my wife 
is & very dragon of virtue, and when my neighbours are at giving 
advice to their daughters who are about to wed, the peroration o’ the 
homily is ever, “Be ye even as the wife of Uxorius.” 

CEL. A body would think that your jealousy would draw in its 
horns at that, 

_ Ux. Horn me no horns, Alack, no! for the question in my mind 
is at what trouble hath my wife been to gain such a reputation ! 
Surely, ‘tis a cloak which might screen much. 

Ck. And such a thought tickleth y’ hugely ? 

Ux. Nay, but giveth me a colic rather, with twinges passing 
grievous, 80 that I am fain to bawl out loudly sometimes, and give 
the toothache as my excuse. And yet I am fain to go on thinking. 

Ceu. Is there not any gallant that hangeth round your wife? 

Ux. The devil a one, 

CEL. Here is matter for gratulation. 

Ux. Not at all. My rival is an unseen one. 

EL, ay a bugaboo that hath shape and form is less haunteous 
me ghastly than one invisible, as the thought of the creditor who 
nocks not at the door, but waiteth in silence that portendeth grue- 
fome things to come, is more dreadful and oppressive than the pre- 
sence of the dun who drops in daily.; But as to your rib’s letters? for 
the postman is an important factor in matrimonial muddles, 

Ux. She receiveth none that she brings me not to read, 

CEL. Why, 'tisa Cornelia, Perhaps they are addressed to her else- 
betiny under @ false name, and she calleth for them when out a-mar- 

_UX. I might think so, but that she leaveth not the house, nor has, 
since that we married. 


ee 
es 





Creu. I grow warm. We shall yet catch the cuckoo. Perhaps some 
a servant or familiar friend playeth the part of Dickon Gobe- 
tween 

Ux, Nay, for we have no servant, and for friends, saith my wife, 
she needs no friendship but mine, 

Cau. 'Tisa very Penelope. But your worship sticketh not at home 
continually. Perchance Ulysses and the back garden wall are not 


unacquaint ? 
Ux. Nay, for that no garden wall have we, living in a flat of many 


stories high, and I go not out without locking the front door, I 
promise you, by which alone access to the dwelling may be had, 
Furthermore, I ha’ stuffed up the speaking pipes, and grated the 
windows so closely that not a bluebottle may enter therein, 

Cex, And, with all this, y’are still a doubter? 

Ux. Ay, and alack! for I do continually picture, limn, and portray 
in my mind what manner of rigs, cantrips, larks and frolics the 
wench would carry on were I not so guardful of my treasure, and at 
that I plunge and bellow like Behemoth, 

Cex, Tell me, I pray ye, how your wife bears such usage ? 

Ux. Why, well, and with a cheerful countenance, calling me by all 
manner of sugared names, such as pet, love and ducky. 

Cau, And when that y’ had the jaundice a while agone? 

Ux. She did nurse and coddle me with all manner of wifely devo- 
tion, and wept for joy when that I did up from my bed again. 

Creu. Alack! Ouatandalas! Woe! 


Ux, Anan! 
Cg. Hie thee home, double lock the doors, pat sacks in the chim- 


neys, and block the windows up. Bat I make no doubt y’ are undone 
already, For the she who could endure sach diabolic usage with a 
smug face and a sweet smile must of all crafty, deep, cunning, wary, 
and knowing of her sex be out and oatably the worst, And if she 
put not tatstone i’ thy grael or smothered thee not with the bolster 
connubial when that thou layest at her mercy, it must have been 
either that the wench knows not what be good for her, or that she 
hath a worse fate for ye in store, which richly thou deservest, jack- 
as3 that thou art! most boorly boor and lumpish lumpkin, May the 


foul fiend fare with ye! Ta-ta! 


Sz” To COoRRESPOMDENTS.—The Editor docs not bind himself to acknowledge, return or pay for Contributions, In no case wilh they & returned uniess 


accompanted by a stamped and directed envelope. 
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THE LANDSCAPE PAINTER IN IRELAND, Good-bye, Grosvenor. 
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' It doesm’t pay, says Sir 
Coutts, 0 he moots 
To keep .it a club, yea, 
Ci tite qui Coutts | 


do Some- 
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Subterranean Sympathy. 





(4) r ‘All peg ht old boy Lets 


«e “f to thot bentan lookin gnanly 


P ene 
ey ows ! ch? Lacler te de #1 ik looks! Cant ger it right somehow!” 
\arger to do than iF a bs = Or a tunnel to Ireland we 
read, 
And (loving that land so 
" fateful) 
q 2) [f that tunnel that Watkino's 
ge decreed 
No’ 4 Should help poor old Pat to 
Jont like be freed 
reel From the inroad of grief 
a and of greed, 
Blessed FUN would then feel 
| 4 I do! e-tunnel-y grateful ! 
i Deo ale Gicantedeceeaenan-aainmmiamecammeanenin 
feel a JUST OUT. 
| \ hit op One Shilling ; Post free 1/2. 
}« ? 4 
Paves t Twat” Hood's Comic Annual 


«> 


Flake - White -"Hange 1 f L doeuher | el 2s ++ 1 wanted a 
, 7 rhe ‘ For 1891. 


—_ ‘ 
-) ‘pick -ni up of som sort befo I can cet on! 
[ “e+ Sarr ee & SOS BET on SEE WHAT THE PRESS SAYS : 


“It is one ef the hardiest of 
annuals, and is as amusing aa be- 
fore.” — Daily Graphic 


“*The Pour Stars Pamily,’ by 
Mr. Sims, and ‘The Vanishing 
Philanthropists,’ by Mr. J. Sulli- 
van, are both clever travestice of 
modern life."— Sunday Times, 


“ Neveria the memory of man hes 
such an annual been produced, "— 
Ally Sloper’s Hal/- Holiday, 


; ~ - 
wonder and try what the y’ye got 
J 4 ec 






















\ ¥, 4 “Pull of good things,’ —/?: u 
ey ‘ ‘ Mall Gazette, 
7 <e “This year’s‘ Hood’ can only te 
= a, faintly described in the word pro- 
, re r sy ; digious."— Judy. 
whishhey in the world! Fresh . ; leon" “ Altogether an appertising Dill 
acd oa deisad Work like brichs' '” m Quits shtaken bout” these Magasyen 4 of fare” —Globe, P 
1 jee an © Sh plendad 1° F: ‘ gs bh’ beau ful pre ducthions world wea il- 
- eo - 
Waiting for the Verdict. | Whether the pratie crop this year | Give a true verdict, as is meet ; 
(Skz CaRToon.) Has fail'd or not, seems nowise clear : And shouldst thou find Pat lacks potatoes, 
. | For some assert the roots are spoil'd— | Write him a cheque marked “1” with 
FINE praties—that is how you say Unfit for being mash'd or boil’d— eight “Qs”, 
“ Potatoes” in the Irish way— | Whilst others forcibly declare 
In Erin commonly are grown, They're good, excepting here and there, 
And Pat regards them as his own : To solve this knotty problem, then, “ SHOULD women make love!" Inthe name 
Indeed, they form, ‘tis understood, The D. G. sends some cunning men of Dan Cupid, 
His staple article of food ; To sketch and scribble, turn about, Why should not the dears, if they like, any 
Hence, when the time of year comes round | And work the praties inside out, day? 
For digging tubers from the ground, And photograph and taste and test, Is there one spot on earth where a man, the 
He scans them anxiously, and sees And run a journalistic quest, “ great stupid |” 
With dread the symptoms of disease. Bravo, thou enterprising sheet ! Is able to make it as sweetly as they! 
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“FUN’S” TIP-TOPICAL TOUCHES. 
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(1) A fortune-teller trouble did foretell, (5) Here readers may observe, in our Tip-Tops, 
And wasn't “‘ sold,”—although she found a “ cell.” A supply this season of good (hunting) “' crops. 
(-) Here you behold a French zinc- stealing pro. — (6) Now some cyclists ride at dangerous speed, alack !— 
How sad to see an actor zinc so low! Bicycled Bot bbies go upon their track. 
(5) This little thief hot coffee threw,—thus he (7) Half-bricks in's garden vexed a man precise,— 
oon proved himself a nice warm “cup of tea,” Half-brick-a-brac of this sort isnt nice. 
(4) This Newbury brute, of wife-maltreating fond, (8) Behold the “ Fooderies and Cookeries" show, 
found hi f New-bury'd in a pond, With sweet girl chefs, which please you vu know ! 
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SLASHHS AND PUFFS. 








another song, 
“Not much!” 
Anyone yearning 
for the said touch 





4. +-4gFl ee {jf —“ WHAT islife,” inquired 
MiZZez et, § ye the Pirates of Penzance 
A g _. . Met (for several consecutive even- 
‘uy Yj e, 7/7, ings), “without a touch of 
Uy) tie Ci / ~~ «~poetry in it?” To this question 
4@ A Gyn many of us have been inclined 
AZ to reply, in the words of yet 
ig Kl 


<< 


i 

uy at the present 

ak moment cannot do 

ah better than spend 
, an hour or two 


within the walls 
of this theatre, 
The touch of 
poetry is very 
evident in the de- 
licate idyl—which 
yet has sufficient 
substance withal 
—which Mr, R. C, 
7 Carton has put 
THE BIRD OF PREY, A HAWK-WARD forth in Sunlight 
UUSTOMER, and Shadow, and 
to which Mr. Gcorge Alexander has given such honourable treatment, 
It need be no objection that the piece is oft he Robertson-Albery 
school. To begin with, the Robertson-Albery school is a very good 
one, and Mr. Carton is an honest and apt scholar—not a mere slavish 
imitator. It would be an exaggeration to say that he shows the 
homely English feeling of Robertson without his occasional 
insipidity, or the brilliance of Albery without his frequent want of 
nature; but something approaching this would be by no means so 
very wide of the mark, At anyrate, and without instituting un- 
gracious comparisons, Sunlight and Shadow is a pretty, interesting 
play, admirably acted, and all I ask, in a critical spirit, is some cut- 
ting in the last act, 


Tok AVENUE.— 
THE SCHOOL 
MASTER AT 
HOME. 





I'm bound to say, though, that, with al] its merits, its success with 
the public is very largely due to the a Sore nas 
acting. It isa kind of piece which f a 
requires very delicate handling--a 
jarring influence would be little 
sbort of fatal. But the cast is a 
good one, and every member of it, 
happily, in the very best “ form,” 
A sight of Miss Marion Terry's 













LATIMER 
; AND 

RIDDLE-Y, 
‘ 








Lys { acting is 
alway3 a 
rr. 

», pliberal 
education 
in the 
art, and 


the charm 

= of Helen 
Latimerisno leas than 
thatof the scores of de- 
lightful heroines Miss 
Terry has acquainted 
us with. Mr, Alexander's gentle 
schoolmaster will live in our 
memories many a long day as 
a tender picture of quiet 
thos, Mr. Yorke Stephens 
as thrown aside huge masses 

| of mannerisms for the nonce, 
and we profit accordingly. Mr. Nutcombe Gould has similarly pulled 








THE AVERUR.—SHADOWED. 


bimself together, and gives us a capital portrait of the open hearted 





country doctor. Mr. Ben Webster manages even to givea novel touch 


to the “stoopid young man” of masher type; and Miss Maude 


Millett gives exactly the right 
colour to the smart younger sister 
who has been petted into selfish- 
ness. Miss Ada Neilson plays the 
“shadow” of the piece ina way - _.- 
which reconciles us to its touch of | \, ~~ ¥y, 
incongruity with the other ~~ 
elements, IN 









PARKHURST HALL, N.—Some- 
body—I think it was my editor—told me there 
was a new piece here, and (as he handed mea 
ticket) I thought I might as well see it, particu- 
larly as he seemed to expect it of me. This 
hall, which has never enjoyed the luxury of my 
presence before, is particularly handsome and 
comfortable in front of the curtain, and 
(although it didn’t run to anything nearera 
copper than a table cover for the Area Belle) 
seemingly fairly well appointed “behind.” /}) 

a From some ‘i 

rather casual { t, 
A "he 2 observation, I 
/ it / See ~—S«s should gay thata 
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little more expe- . mw : 

i in ‘ 1E AVENUE,—SELFISH 
work- . 

— hi ill LITTLE MAUD TAKES 

ing” things wi PATTERN FROM HER 

be necessary be- THOUGHTFUL SISTER. 

fore the place 

makes any great splash. 





WHEN I arrived upon the scene a 
policeman in a quantity of light wig, 
edged with black hair at the back, was 
singing asong toasoldier and aserving 
maid, in which trio I recognized the 
Pitcher, Tosser and Phcebe of my 

lie youth, It was a pretty and civil 
damsel who showed me to my seat, but 

a) she failed to recognize the dignity of 

BA) the Press to the extent of presenting 

\ me with a programme, so, as [ would 

not sacrifice my principles, even to the 
4 trifling extent of twopence, the per- 

a’, formers in the dear old farce—and eke 
+i \ jit 

es 






in the dire old drama which followed— 
have missed their opportunity of going 
gloriously down to posterity enshrined 
in these pages, 
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Cs” “ THE drama at eight,” was the pass- 
PARKHURST HALL.—A Consciovus- Word my editor gave me, and punctu- 
STRIKEN COUNTESS. ally ten minutes late the orchestra 
tuned up and played us a gentle 
lullaby, finishing with a stamp from the conductor to wake us all up 
again. (There seemed to be some ill-feeling between the cornet and 
its player, by-the-way—they engaged in terrific struggles at intervals 
all the evening, with varying fortunes.) Then False Witness com- 
menced, It proved to bea good old fashioned, , Z TP 
twelfth-rate melodrama, obviously translated $/ titty 
from, or strongly influenced by, the I’rench, and Tol) 
with all the French sentiment left in,so that nine emg 
out of ten of us couldn’t understand it, much less Ve 
sympathize with it. Some of the entrances and Vy 
exits were beautiful in their unstudied simpli- / / 
city. I began to grow very unhappy. I did 
recognize a friend on the stage, and that bright- 
ened me upa bit. But presently they murdered go 
my friend, and I could bear no more. I went - 
sadly home, leaving a gentleman with a stick 
6 continue applauding nothing, vigorously, and 
alone, 










THE company, I am only too delighted to say, 
were a good deal above the average one is accus- 
tomed to find interpreting such absurdities. The 
gener yer 2 a ho general was natural pemetina Watt, 
in bearing, and spoke his part with excellent = iene. 
finish ; and the Pi 9m of the first scene, in whom —— 
I recognized Mr. Ernest Norris, gave a performance exceedingly good 
in steadiness and character for a young actor. But the play is 
thundering bad, NESTOR. 
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OUINTHA, 
A WEEDEBIAN ROMANOH IN FOUR OHAPTERS, 


“ Morality, heavenly link! 
To you I eternally drink | 
I'm awfully fond 
Of that heavenly bond— 
Morality, heavenly link!” 
—SIR BARNABY BAMPTON Boo, 
CHAPTER IV, 
THE season at Puddleton-on-Sea was over, and the chill autumnal 
day drew to a close. A strange, unnatural stillness pervaded the 
<x 25, atmosphere, broken only by the 
monotonous murmur of the dis- 
tant surges asithey washed the 
face of the wide extent of sandy 
flat. Along the deserted parade 
not a sign of life was visible, 
save the ramshackle stall of 
a peripatetic whelk merchant ; 
_ the proprietor of which, with 
mournful mien, stood trimming 
a petroleum lamp. At intervals 
=» . he paused in the midst of his 
==: task,and thoughtfully eyed the 
‘=; lilliputian saucers adorning his 
=~ board, whereon were displayed, 
“wv garnished by sympathetic sprigs 
a of verdant parsley, the tooth- 
some and democratic mollusca. 
} Then, with an expressive shake 
meer of the head, he returned to his 
o> lamp. 
=  Farout upon thelonelyeands, 
her slender figure darkly out- 
lined against the cold grey sky, 
Ouintha paced to and fro, As 
ehe feverishly glanced in the 
direction of the town, the dark 
rings encircling her tear laden 
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eyes spoke cluquently a soul in pain, 

“ Will he never come?” she moaned, “I left word at the hotel that 
he was to seek me here; but he is so long—so long. Oh, my love— 
my love! Surely it can never part us—never! You could not be 
so cruel—so inhuman!” and the hunted look deepened in her eye, 
while stifled sobs convulsed her marble throat. 

At length, from out she rapidly gathering twilight, appeared a 
figure walking swiftly towards her. . 

“Tis he! ’tis he!” she exclaimed, and a moment later she panted 
heavily upon his breast, nestling there like some stricken bird, 

“You—you sent for me!” he said, hoarsely, grasping both her 
wrists as in a vice, and holding her at arms’ length, “you have some- 
thing to say—to—to confess ?” 

His emotion was fearful to witness, nor was hers less heartrending, 

“Oh, my love, my darling! my fond heart’s pride!” she gasped in 
agony, “look not so coldly on me—speak not thus harshly. Take me 
once more unto your bosom and call me your own Ouintha! Oh, did 
you but know the hours of misery I have passed, some strain of pity 
would mingle with your sternness! For I cannot—will not—dare 
not conceal anything from you!” : hl 

“Say on!” he muttered, dropping her wrists and feigning a calm- 
ness the working of his trembling lip belied. 

Her startled eyes never quitted his face, and she wrung her hands 
helpleesly. Then, by a mighty effort, she stilled the throbbings of 
her pent-up soul and in a low monotone, to which the rising murmur 
of the wind, presaging a swiftly coming storm, acted as chorus, she 
faltered, disjointedly : “* Yes—yes; I dare keep nothing from you— 
only this morning I was so happy !—oh, so happy! Why did it rise 
before me like some threatening spectre? How came it asa creeping 
shadow between my joy and my Garlico? Yes, yes!—I remember 
now. Dwelling with artless pride upon my spotless past, I suddenly 
beheld a blot—a long forgotten, distant trivial blot. It is indeed a 
nothing—a mere childish stain,” she continued, with heartrending 
oe “but—with your impregnable morality—how will you receive 
it ” 

She paused, as though waiting for a single word of kindness or en- 
at npg But it came = 

Say on,” he repeated, pitileesly. eee 

Pons the ot 4 wail 3 the mournful wind b'ended harmoniously 
with her tearful voice. ad] 

“ When but a girl—a mere child of seven,” she resumed, hurriedly, 
“IT was passionately fond of dolls, There was one, 10 particular, 
Aunty bought in the Burlington Arcade—it cost seven and sixpence 
—I can remember it as well as if twas yesterday! I loved that doll 
with all the simple devotion of my girlish heart. Its little cradle 
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rested beside my own white crib, and sfde by sidé we slept the long 
nights through. But——” and the wild agony of her writhing form 
was terrible to see, “it was not dressed liké an ordinary girl's doll. 
I did not call it Rosie, or Polly, or Katie, or even Dolly! No!” with 
a ehudder, “T called it Tommy, and——” her voice rising to a shriek, 
“it was dressed in midshipman’s clothes!” 

His face grew very stern and white, and down his pale lips there 
ran a slender streak of blood. 

“Forgive me! forgive me!” she panted ; “say but a single word 
of pity, and fold me once again within your sheltering arms! Say 
‘Ouintha, darling,’ in that sweet tone of old!” 

Sterner, colder and whiter grew his face. With a sudden movement 
of horror, he held up his arm as if to shield himself from pollution, 

“ Minion!” he hissed between his clenched teeth, and, turning on 
his heel, walked out into the gathering night. 

She stood for some moments motionless, her parted Ji ps incapable 
of sound, her strained eyeballs glaring into vacancy. Then sudden! y, 
as if awakening from a trance, she uttered a frightful cry, and 
stretched out her arms imploringly towards the deepening gloom. 

“Oh, my love, my love!” broke from her lips in wailing accents of 
despair—“ come back—come back to me!” 

But the thunder of the surf, and the wild shriek of the angry wind 
as it swept in ominous gusts across the sandy waste, was the only 
reply ; and ever and anon, between the pulsations of the storm, there 
floated towards her, mellowed and softened by distance, the hoarse 
cry of the vendor of crustacean delicacies—“ Whelks are a treat to- 
night. They're all almond—only a penny a saucer!” 

- oe ” am ” . 

Sadly broke the light of returning day. The fury of the storm had 
spent itself during the long watches of the night, and the distant 
growl of the wrathful elements, blended not iaharmoniously with the 
subdued chant of the ebbing tide. 

Outstretched upon the shimmering sands, there lay a lifeless form 
—awoman's, Dank, quivering bands of seaweed entwined themselves 
within the tangled meshes of her golden hair, and in her tightly 
clenched right hand there rested a fragment of pasteboard, on which, 
despite the action of the wind and waves, might be faintly deciphered 
the words—* Waistcoat, 9d.” 

THE END. 





Mk. LEWIS CARROLL, teller of quaint storics 

(On whom thousands of the World’s wee readera dote), 
Has been seeking Social Economic glories, 

But his chances of success here scem remote. 
His method did not suit such grave appirel— 

He comes out better as a Christmas Carroll. 


MORE disagreements with Portugal respecting Africa! The only 
point, with regard to the Dark Continent, on which England, 
Germany, and Portugal seem to agree, is that the unfortunate natives 
have no right whatever to their own country ! 





AS OTHERS SEE US. 7 
311! ’Ere’s a new patent steam roller coming along. 
You're all behind—it ain't the Fifth, 


“ Crikey, re’ 
D'yeer guv'nor, take it ‘ome. 
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MORE UNREASONABLE CUSTOMERS. 


By A BUTCHER'S ASSISTANT, 
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“You can’t get reason into the head of a customer——there, it’s hopeless. An old lady’ll come along and say,‘ Mr. Ounceshort, that joint you sent me was s0 
tough the dog couldn't eat it!’ ‘Did you explain to this lady, when you left the joint,’ says the governor to me, ‘that all our customers /iies their meat tough, and 
we can t get no one to take tender joints?’ ‘I did,’ saye 1; ‘but reason ain’t of no use!’” 
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“ Bat we bad an innocent looking old customer who did seem open to reason. ‘This joint's quite bad—regularly green,’ says he. ‘ Yessir,’ says I, ‘all our customers 
prefers the joints bad, ‘Uo, indeed!’ says he, ‘well, of course, in that case I mustn't be peculiar, must 1?* ‘Now, that’s a reasonable old chap,’ thinks I.” 
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“ But life'is full of disappointments. When that old gent had paid his bill,;jthe governor up and went round, and says to him, ‘I beg your pardon, sir; but this note 
you give me isa bad‘un!’ ‘ Yurse!’ says the old gent, ‘of coorse itis. All my tradesmen likes bad notes—can't get ‘em to take genuine ones.’” 
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THE “SAVORY” PIE. 


SCENE FROM AUGUSTUS HARRIS’ GRAND SENSATIONAL PANTOMIME ON LORD MAYOI’S DAY 
[See Cartoon Verses, p. 210. 









































206 EFEUN. 








NOVEMBER 12, 1890, 





MORAL—BETTER BH A PRISONER. 
Y=: are a remarkably humane 


ae. I have heard, Mr. 
‘un |)” 


The question came from 4 
flabby looking person, sppa- 
rently in a state of maudlin 
intoxication. He was blocking 
4 the door of our office, and 

head and hands, wagging 
helplessly to and fro, cast upon 
the wall a flickering mottled 
=. ghadow like that of foliage in 
a breeze. 

We gazed upon him doubt- 
fally. 

“ No, it’s all right, I assure 
you,” he hastened to say, divin- 
ing our suspicions. “ It isn’t 

—— : liquor—I never touch a drop. 
§ It’s my overwrought feelings 
3 for my fellow creatures—that 
is, for the worst section of 
them. I am Modern Maudlin Humaneness, and, hearing that your 
inclinations were so worthy, I felt sure you would be interested in 
my latest efforts; so I called in to ask you to come and have a look 
at'’em. Wow!” 

This last remark was a howl, accompanied by a flood of tears from 
his overwrought breast ; then he had a little fit of hysterics, and care- 
fully explained that it waen’t deliriwm tremens. It certainly wasn't 
—it couldn't compare with the latter in sterling, healthy robustnees, 
D. T. would have despi it. 

80 we went out with him, and he wept damply all the way. We 
came to a court of justice, and entered a luxurious apartment, car- 

ted with the softest Axminster, warmed by hot water pipes, lighted 
o electricity, upholstered and decorated in the most exquisite taste, 
A cosy fire was burning in a beautiful dog stove,and on a buffet stood 
iced champagne and tarts. 

“ This is the waiting room for prisoners,” he said ; “oh! how one’s 
heart bleeds for the poor dears, doesn’t it?” 

“That depends upon the sort of prisoners,” we said, “if they are 
innocent, or well meaning, but misled, why, that’s one thing ; but——” 

“ What ?” he shrieked, son ape and threatening to go off again 
into — “ what! what do I care about the eort of prisoners you 
talk about f—It's the abandoned criminals J’m so ford of—that’s the 
sort of being who ought to be petted and fondled ana made much of. 
Can't you feel?” 

“ Yes ; we feel that criminals of that sort ought to receive some 

itive-——” 

“Yow!” he howled, “don’t use that dreadful, cruel, inhuman, 
heartless word, for ness’ sake! Punitive? Surely legal sentences 
ought not to be punitive!” 

“Eh? Well, shall we say ‘ deterrent’? ” 

“ Det—— Good heavens ! we don't want sentences to be deterrent |” 
he screamed. 

“Eh? Noteven that? Well, then, shall we say ‘ diesuasive’! ” 

“No, certainly not!” 
“ Well, then, what in 
the name of goodness 
, , shall we say?” 
“What? Why, en- 













H couraging — approba- 
4 tional—in the nature 
of areward. Criminals 
are fellow creatures 
whom we ought to in- 
dulge in every way— 
in fact, they are the 
only fellow creatures 
to whom we owe any 
duty.” 

As we passed along 
we Came upon a narrow 
corridor filled with 
cattle pens. From end 
to end rushed a violent 
draught, maintained a 
few degrees below 
freezing point by an ingenious apparatus, such as is used in dead- 


wl 


meat shi Here and there were narrow seats having small spikes 
like tac jecting all over them. The floor was a swamp resem- 
bling that in a pig sty ; there were a few man-traps set here and 


there, also some chains affixed to staples in the wall. A stalwart 
warder stalked to ani fro, armed with a cowboy'’s whip and a lasso, 











A few victims were crouching in the corners, about toexpire. Pre- 
sently a dense crowd of others were hurled in by officers of the court, 
and when as many had been crammed in by main force as could be, 
a battering ram was brought to bear upon the end of the mass. Then 
some coal shoots, ing through the ceiling, shot down a few hun- 
dreds more on the of the crowd below. 

“ What—what is this dreadful and accursed place?” we asked. 

“ This,” replied our guide, “ is the waiting room for witnesses and 
jurors. Can’t consider the likes of them as we do the poor dear 
prisoners, of course. Never mind about them, come on and see the 
rest of my humane arrangements.” 

Immediately after this we passed beneath an immense shoot pro- 
jecting from the outer wall of the building ; beneath it wasa special 
railway siding, and a train of trucks were waiting. 

“ This apparatus—— !” 

“ Oh, that’s the shoot, I'm told, down which they send the crowds 
of jurors and witnesses that are done with—that the court has no 
further use for. I believe they are sent over to Belgium to be boiled 
down to make some sort of essence of pure beef, or soups, or some- 
thing of that kind.” e * . . 

Last time we saw our friend M. M. H. he was busy getting a bill 
into the Commons to make the attendance of prisoners at the Courts 
voluntary, and to transfer their sentences to jurors and witnesses, He 
seems likely to get the bill through, too. 








Picture Shows. 

THE Royal Society of British Artiste.—There is always plenty of 
good and interesting work in these galleries, but it is an historical! 
fact that many artists who have here gained distinction found it to 
their benefit to desert the place where they won their spurs, though 
some of the old favourites hold on like good men and true. If there 
is an absence of remarkable work, there is a good display of that 
which is commendable. 

Messrs. Dowdeswell are exhibiting two distinct collections of art 
works. That of “Scottish Highland Cattle,” by J. Devonian Adams, 
is most remarkable, In all there are 97 pictures, principally cattle 
and sheep. The art is decidedly muscular—in some cases it seems 
like pluck and vigour run mad. Some of the smaller works are full 
of tenderness ; in others the artist has made the paint to fly, but in 
all he shows that he is master of his subjects—and his materials. 

The series of pastels by Henry Muhrman are in many instances 
very graceful. They show a tender and refined feeling, but do not 
bear the stamp of Ham 

At Mr. Danthorne’s beautiful galleries there is a collection of wild 
animals and birds “Studied from the life,” by J. T. Nettleship, which 
we must confess is disappointing when we remember what vigorous 
work we have seen by this clever artist. 















' ~—- } 
THE BROAD GAUGE. 
Horse Dealer— He's honestly worth the money. Why, I've 
known him to do a mile in less than five minutes!” 
Buyer —*“ By what railway?” 
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This is the Foreign Count, who arrived, 
just before Ohristmas, at the “Frog and 
Bulrush” Hotel. 





A a 





“The Round Table.” 


Mr. FUN is anxious 
to draw attention to 
an excellent book, 
published by his old 
friend Mrs. Judy, 
entitled, “ Loaded 
Dice,” .a story of 
modern life, written 
by Paul Meritt. 
“Loaded Dice” 
forms the Round 
Table Annual for 
1891,and if Mr. Fon 
is not mistaken it 
will be the talk of 
the town till long 
after Christmas is 
past, The cover and 
the illustrations by 
Hal Ludlow are 
simply perfect, in 
fact, as a shilling 
annual it ranks Al in 


every respect, 





The Oount steadily silk-worming. 





With some heavy luggage. 





A TALE OF A KINCHER. 





Universal pros a ion of Pampere! Menials. 





Key-Note Bene! 


THE haughty Morn- 
ing Post doth 
make a kind of 
boast 
That Lord Har- 
tington, in his 
cold Scotch ora- 
tion, 

By talent (query, 
luck ?) the proper 
keynote struck 
Of the close-at- 
hand electoral 
situation, 

Yet, after all, the 
Marquis’ effect 

was really small— 


The bill at the 
end of a week. 


[P.S.— The luggage was found to contain a rare and valuable assortment of brickbats. 


Then the Foreign Oount quietly dis- call 
appeared out for a walk, and resumed 
8 natural appearance. 





worthy at all! 











Stickbilloh ! 


{A Melbourne tradesman has offered to erect new letter pillars all over that city 
= . them with fire alarms provided he be privileged to advertise on them.— 
ress, 
THE Advertisement Fiend is careering around, 
Crying, “ Bill, oh! stick bill, oh! stick bill, oh!” 
And the welkin re-echoes the ululant sound 
Of his “ Bill, oh! stick bill, oh! stick bill, oh!” 
And our blood in its channels runs cold with affright 
As this vandal of vandals appears on our sight, 
ike some ghoul from the regions of Memphian night 
‘Yelling, “ Bill, oh! stick bill, oh! stick bill, oh!” 


He haunts the most beautiful places on earth 

With his “ Bill, oh! stick bill, oh! stick bill, oh!” 
And proceeds thereupon with demoniac mirth 

To stick bill, oh! stick bill, oh! stick bill, oh! 
And the face of fair Nature is daubed and defiled 
With his blurs and his blotches fantastic and wild, 
And the soul of fair Nature is anguished and riled 

By his “ Bill, oh! stick bill, oh! stick bill, oh!” 


He will give you much gold if on each window pane 
You will let him stick bill, oh! stick bill, oh! 
On every street door in creation he fain 
Would stick bill, oh! stick bill, oh! stick bill, oh ! 
He will gladly fork out a blank cheque unto all 
Who are willing to make such a sacrifice small 
As allow him on overcoat, ulster and shawl 
To stick bill, oh! stick bill, oh! stick bill oh! 


On each lady and gentleman’s visiting card 
He would gladly stick bill, oh! stick bill, oh! 
On the School Board pianos he’s striving full hard 
To stick bill, oh | stick bill, oh! stick bill, oh! 
On the domes of cathedrals, on minarets grand, 
On the statues sublime in our cities that stand, 
On the pulpit and pews of each church in the land 
He'd stick bill, oh! stick bill, oh! stick bill, oh! 


On your tables, as cloths (seeing damask is dear), 
He'd stick bill, oh! stick bill, oh ! stick bill, oh! 





On your curtains to, make them more appear, 
He’d stick bill, oh! stick bill, oh! stick bill, oh! 

He examines your walls with a frown on his face, 

And “that rubbishy paper" he dubs a disgrace : 

“ Tear it off!” he exclaims, “I'll be pleased in its place 
To stick bill, oh ! stick bill, oh! stick bill, oh!” 


On the Poles, North and South, beyond doubt, by-and-by 
He'll stick bill, oh! stick bill, oh! stick bill, oh ! 

On the firmament fair, could he travel so high, 
He'd stick bill, oh! stick bill, oh! stick bill, oh! 

And the notable day is not distant, you bet, 

When he'll offer to pay off our National Debt 

If the Queen on her crown will but graciously let 
Him stick bill, oh! stick bill, oh! stick bill, oh! 








New Leaves. 


APTER a long interval, we are again in receipt of our old favourite, 
St. Nicholas, which, though professedly “for the young folks,” we 
find as cleverly “ Dodge’d” as ever to please the young folks of all 
ages. The illustrations are exquisite, and the reading matter not less 
s0.— Scribner's is always satisfying. Among the chief things in this 
month may be noted “ The Tale of a Tusk of Ivory,” “A Day witha 
Country Doctor,” and “Through the Grand Canon of Colorado,”— 
Amidst much that may be, to many, more interesting matter in The 
English Illustrated, the articles on “Children’s Happy Evenings,” 
by Mrs. Jeune, and “ Microscopic Labourers,” by Professor Frank- 
land, take our fancy.—The Leisure Hour, The Sunday at Home, The 
Boy's Own Paper and The Girl's Own Paper each begin a new vol, 
with strong evidence of their being filled with works of unqualified 
excellence. Friendly Greetings pursues ite evenly guided course.— 
“ Towards the North Pole,” by Dr. Fritdjof Nansen, in man's, 

seases a powerful magnetic influence that draws us towards it— 
Babyhood treats instructively on many subjects of vital importance 
to motherhood. Household Words is of the usual ample pro 
and gratifying quality—Mr. Howard Paul's annual, “The Komikal 
Kalendar,” is just issued by Messrs, Eyre and Spottiswoode. It is 
cleverly illustrated and cleverly written, with “a smile for every day 
and an occasional laugh.” 


Anyhow, you couldn't 
his speech 
(key)-note- 
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ROUTING 'EM OUT. 


A PIONEER OF ADVERTISEMENT IN AFRICA, 








Grand Revival of Randolph! 
(For A LIMITED NUMBER OF PERFORMANCES,) 


[It is stated that the Oonservative party, somewhat in a funk 
as to its future prospects, has approached Lord R. Churchill, and 
has, by the offer of the “leadership,” tempted that changeable 
personage to again throw in his lot with his sometime colleagues, 
as they think he is popular with the people! Lord R.’s mother is 
gaid to be busy in his behalf.) 


ANOTHER quick change has young Randolph displayed, 
And his latest (so run the Press stories) 

Is to lend what his “ kidders” call “ powerful aid” 
To his recent disdainers—the Tories ! 


Just to keep Randy quiet—yea, lest he should squeal, 
And not be a reverent heeder, 

The Conservatives now at his tootsicums kneel, 
And even propose him as “ leader” ! 


’Tis a sign that the Party are in a bad way, 
For when they feel safe they pooh-pooh him ; 

But as Government’s prospects are now not too gay, 
As an aid in elections they view him. 


So again up bobs Churchill, and Chamberlain’s down— 
Tkough Joseph had hopes (ah! how silly) 

Of leading his new Tory chums to renown— 
But Joe’s outlook just now is (Chur)chilly ! 


Artful Randy denies, though, that aught has been done 
Regarding his claims and his capers ; 
Still (like Crummles), no doubt, you will wonder—with 
Foun— 
How these matters get into the papers! 





—-—_—_—_—_— ST 


For Brunette and Blond(e)eau ! 


THE question of soap is to-day 

Clearly one of which many are fond, oh ; 
But the purest and best is, they say, 

That sold by the firm whose name’s Blondeau. 
’Tis a soap “ super-fatted,” and so 

It delights—like a good fairy’s wand, oh. 
VINOLIA’S its name, don’tcherknow, 

And thus ends this rondeau ! 








JUST OUT,—One Shilling ; Post free 1/2. 


HOOD’S COMIC ANNUAL 
For 1891. 


SEE WHAT THE PRESS SAYS: 


“ It is one of the hardiest of annuals, and is as amusing as before.”— Daily Graphic. 

“*The Four Stars Family,’ by Mr. Sims, and ‘The Vanishing Philanthropists,’ 
by Mr. J. Sullivan, are both clever travestics of modern life."— Sunday Times. 

“Never in the memory of man bas such an annual been produced."— Ally Sloper's 
Hal/- Holiday. 

“Full of good things.’—Pall Mall Gazette. 

“This year's‘ Hood’ can only be faintly described in the word prodigious,”—Judy, 

“ Altogether an appertising bill of fare "—Globe. 

* OCapitally and humorously illostrated.”— Reynolds. 

“* Hood's Annnal’ worthily sustains the reputation it has from the first enjoyed 
ee one of the plearente+t and mcst picturesque of all annuals. . The illustra- 
tions are numercus and smusing, and altogether the book is an excellent shillings- 
worth of bumour.”— Morning Post. 

“To none of the Annuals do we «xtend a more hearty welcome than to the ir - 
mortal *T:m Hood's,’ with ite genuine humour and perfect freedom from vulgarity.” 
— The Gentlewoman 

“* Hood's Apnval’ isa mest cntertaining shillingswertb, and should be bought 
and kept by everybody.”— Anir Acte. 

“The contributors are all in the front rank of cur amusing penmen, and the 
majority of these have taken good aim at Folly as she flew, and dished ber up for us 
in appetising sauce, flavcured with brains, brightness and bonhomie, ‘ Hecd's Comic’ 
is row twenty-three, and in the very heydey of youth and vigour.”— Ladies’ Pictorial, 

“Mr. Richard Henry's essay on ‘The Big Blue Pencil ' is in itself worth the paltry 
shilling this smusing annual costa.” — /iccadilly. 


——_- _ — _ ———-— 








IN THE PRE‘S—READY SHORTLY. 
Price Twopence. 


FUN ALMANAC for 1891. 


Enlarged to Twenty Pages. 
Full of Humorous Drawings and Writing by leading men of the day, 
ORDER BARIY. 





“Fon” OFFICE, 153 FLEET STREET, E.C. 











Mi) , 
THE TRUTH OF IT. 


First Candid Girl,—“ There, don’t stay:talking to me, our tempers 


don’t suit,” 


Second C, G.—“ Perhaps not, But our dresses match so beautifully.’ 
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A SUBSTITUTE. 


The Piano Teacher —“ YOU ARE NOT THE YOUNG LADY TO 


WHOM I GIVE LESSONS,” 


She-—“No; THE YOUNG LADY TO WHOM YOU Give LESSONS Is SICK, AND SHE HAS SENT ME TO PRACTISE& FOR HER,” 








THE COLLOQUIES OF STRABISMUS. 
No, 50.—$THE SAGE AND THE SEASICK, 


SQUINTILIUS STRABISMUS, Philosopher and Sage; NAUSEATUS, @ 
Bilious Fellow Passenger. Both aboard Ship ; which Colloquy is 
writ tv show how a Conversation may be sustained by Monosyliables, 


STRABISMUS, 'The wind blows fairly,’tis like we shall have a good 
passage, 

NAUSEATUS. Pshaw. 

STRA. I would I were as sure that the dinner we shall get for our 
money will not be a scurvy one. 

Nav. Pish! 

STRA. Why, ’tis a natural supposition on your part. Yet fish be 
never part o’ their bill o’ fare. There will be soup, thick and slab, 
wi’ peasen, 


the face’o’ the gust, but now she riseth atop of a whopping billow, 
Odds flapping pinions! how te sesbird screams i’ our wake | 

Nav. Awk! 

STRA, Nay, nor a handsaw! What, a seaman, and callest a 
gull a hawk! Ay, turn away thy head, for thou hast wilfully 
deceived, 


Nav. Ugh! 
SrrA. Squintilius Strabismus by name, an’ y’ will have it, known 


to the world and Master Fun, of Fleet Street, as the Cock Eyed 
Philosopher. 
Nav. O! Ah! Pish! Pugh! Yah! Yaw! Awk! Ugh! 
Stra. Nay, I ha’ travelled i’ the country, bat not for long enough 
to learn me the language. Yet do I comprehend thy meaning, which 


i licit resent pardon and fature patronage. In earnest of 
eae which, take thou this basin, and 





—— fare ye well! 





NAU. Pugh! 

Stra. Nay, but marry! for such 
horee provender as dried peas be 
cheaply got, and boiled beef with 
turnips, ragged and strong, to 
follow, 

NAU, Cease ! 

STRA. Ay, cheese for them as 
can eat it, but by the time it 
cometh most o’ the banqueters will 
be gone to feed the fishes, and o’ 

t I am swearing certain. 

Nav. Yah! 

Stra. Ay, I am so. Odds bel- 
lows! There was a capfal o’ wind ! 
Now the deck swerveth under our 
feet enough to turn all but the 
stoutest stomachs, 

Nav. Yaw! 

STRA. Odds rope’s ends! y’are 
& seaman! The vessel did yaw in 





Be” To COORRESPONDENTS.—The Editor does not bind himself to acknowledge, return or pay for Contributions, In no case wil 
accompanied by a stamped and directed envelope, 





(Coal)-Seams? Nay, ‘tis 
Notts so! 


{Extensive coal seams have just been 
discovered on the Duke of Portland's 
North Notts estate.] 


On the young Duke of Portland's 
estate 


There has just been a “ find” that 


is great ; 
Big coal seams—and“ Jambo” 
e + and will cry, “ Ram- 
bo 


These Notts I'll untie; jast you 
wait ! 
I like these new treasures ex- 





To snub them would not be (coal) 
seem-ly |” 





they be returned uniew 
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TOO POWERFUL BY HALF 
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(1) ** Deary me!” said old Skylight to himself on the night of the 5th, Mudiark, *’UNlo, Bill! wot! thieved a skyrocket, ’ave yer? Look ere 
‘‘Wonderfully brilliant the November meteors are this evening!” (2) taike and haim it at that there ole bladder chump lookin’ hout o’ the 
Wn 0. opportunity for telescopic observation. Can't get the focus, winder!" Bill. ‘Right y’are! I'm hon it!” (6) ‘Help! Fire!! 
somehow !' (3) “Ha! good idea! I'll try my new patent double- Murder!!!" (7) ‘‘ Well, to think of it!" groaned Skylight, when he came 
extra astronomical eyepiece. That ought to fetch 'em!” (4) ‘That's | to himself, minus an eye; ‘‘who’d have thought the blamed thing had the 
it! Wonderful? Declare I can almost here them fizz!" (5) Tommy | power to bring'em as near as that? No more astronomy for me, thanks!” 
The “Savory” Pie. Appear to be used in the long procession? | And whatshould you say to the chc/, the boss, 
(SrE Cartoon.) A theatrical manager ought to throw Our Sheriff Augustus Druriolanus, 
‘ ; ; » ws | Smart novelties into a Lord Mayor’s Show. Whose fertile invention seems seldom at loss, 
AND what did you think of the “Savory” Pie, | Wh d who ne'er 
ed up by Sheriff Augustus Harris?’ | pj >. eRe wenn, pene SAF WHO 
As serv p bY Bs August Did you happen to spot as they march'd would pain us? 
Was there ever a civic affair to vie along, Could you call his a “Savory ” mess? ob, no! 
sigs aor! one in Berlin, or Brussels, or a“ Heavy Fathers” and “Soubrettes "among It wan cunely a @ondertal Iced Magos's Show. 
e new comers 
Municipal bodies abroad, you may know, | “Walking gents” and “first ladies” mis'd WAISTS are crowing, eay the knowing, 
Don't pretend to compete with our Lord | up in the throng, Growing haan : o day ; e 
Mayor's Show. With “supers” and Harlequinading mum- Some girls who rue it say belts do it, 
Did the gaudy proceedings impart to your mers/ Meanwhile men evince dismay. 
minds Burlesque artists combined with them, too, But much worse is—nay, a curse is— 
A Drury Lane Pantomime sort of impres- might go All that men now throw away. 
sion ? A great way tow'rds enhancing the Lord People firmer well might murmur, 
And ci! ttagey devices of sundry kinds Mayor's Show. “Waste is growing day by day!” 
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reminiscence of Lord Mayors day. 


(1) Of fire-armed folks again worthy magistrates complain, (5) Ladies, be not averse benevolence to rehearse, 
Mem.—The ‘‘ mill” might prove an antidote to this un-English bane. But be careful of a caller who declares she’s lost her purse. 
(2) A Hindoo, rather rash, by Law is sent to smash, (6) To struggle and to shout in church is wrong, no doubt, — 
So, having now lost caste,” says he, ‘‘ I'll straightway lose my cash ! ” Don't imitate the parson, though he throw Fimself about, 
(3) A pedestrian betrays a state of much amaze, (7) A betrothed Iberian pair, while wrapped in carking Care, 


use a rugged rowdy quite a ‘‘ business” fist displays. Were packed up and sent to Paris, at the merest luggage fare. 





(4) A much maltreated wife, engaged in marriage strite, | (8) "Twas perhaps scarce comme il faut to get tipsy at the show, 


Retarns the punches shed by one who's not her own for lifa, 
VOL, LII, WO, 1332, 


But for mother and son to jump on folks was really wrong, you know. 


Rey Ses eet ae na oe = eee bore ciate . nna 
gg hig mamma gay ome re aioe aes e. - 
“a fay : toe % y Paseo Miers te Ree 

ste “ Tee “ +4 


a = - 
cbse est. werk nae 


= Se 
“9 © gr 
ee oats 


aren 
Tere 


tlh apart: Se 


* a Nee Se atime 
~ oe Sg age re once AE Ce 





















































212 FUN. 





NOVEMBER 19, 1890, 




















































































SLASHHS AND PUFFS. 





(wHa¥ PRESS.) 








as you'll understand when 
you see what I have to 
tell about him)—I once knew 
a fellow who went to the first 
night of a new piece, and 
tried to land a programme 
for nothing a murmuring 
“ Press” into the shelly ear 
of the attendant, But when 
she said,“ What press, pleaee?” 
that way of putting it rather 
flabbergasted him, and he 
stammered something about 
“linen prese,” and then 
hurriedly substituted “wine 
press,” so the thing didn’t 
work. J tell them that I 
represent the Cddwyally 
Tzynnl Intelligencer, eo that 
it remains a secret between 


On the first pight, immediately before the 
rising of the curtain, the attendants will a, reply boldly ro Pte 


have the honour of asking the public Press prees is “Fon, Pp ; 
& question,” every Tuesday morning, price 


one penny ; best comic artiste 
and authors of the day ; advertisements fifteen shillings an inch—153 
Fleet Street,” and express my readiness to afford every farther inform- 
ation in my sower. Sometimes the girl is impressed. 


Bar Pree eta. 


But what has this to do with the 
first performance of Mr, Wyatt’s Two 
Reorwits? Let us get to business. 


REM CRyS 


SEEING that a strong military 
flavour and locale were given to the last 
piece which occupied the boards of 
this theatre, in spite of the fact tht 
its title, Zhe Solicitor, was more 
suggestive of parchment, fees, long 
robes and tumble-down “Inns’’—I 
was quite prepared to find the scene 
of Zwo Recrwits placed in Cursitor 
Street or Bedford Row, and the 
characters for the most part disport- 
ing themselvesin wig and gown. Iwas, - 
however, doomed to disappointment,— ——; 
at any rate, my anticipations were not — 








Some other of my anticipations 
shared thesame fate. Two Recrwits isa 
strange work. Once or twice I actually 
thought there was some point in it, 
which only shows you what an incap- 
able state of mind I was thrown into by its peculiarities! I pre- 
sume, from the (apparently) strange laxity of the laws concerning 
guardianship and enlistment, and the curious ideas of sentiment, 
humour, and upright behaviour of the personages presented, that the 
scene is laid in some foreign country, but a study 
of manners such as that loses half its interest and 
charm upless we are given some clue to the com- 
munity represented or satirised—and in this case 
the clue is wanting. 


TOOLE'8—AN ECCENTRIC KAYE- 
MEDIAN, 


THERE is one idea in the play which is 
almost in the vein of a Gilbertian 
whimsicality, but it is clumsily worked, 
and almost nothing is made of it—in- 
deed, the play (I call it a play for con- 
venience sake—the programme doesn’t 
“give it name” at all) seemed to my 
bewildered senses to have had a violent 
#+ /, fall and got broken ‘to small bits; and 

’/, then the bits had been picked up any- 
how, and had got mixed and all out of 
their proper places. 





TOOLE'S.—OaT AND KITKAT 
PORTRAITS. 





/ THE acting was rather mixed, too, but 
e of it was very good indesd. I think Miss Violet Thornycroft 


Ti Ee kn 
005 Feige aeak, 3 
‘ don’t know him now, 


: 





may be said to have carried off the principal honours, I say “I 
think,” because she is pretty in appearance and manner, and that is 
/ 
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Uk | one’s judg- 
Gest ment, but I 

‘ A) will stand 

a E bok to it that 
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TOOLE’S,—COLONEL GUNNING'S BAD SOOTS. 


her performance was unaffectedly 
natural and true. Miss Julia Seaman’s 
is another capital performance. An 
incidental character that might easily 
have been made objectionable, is played 
with a light, expert touch that gives it all 
necessary effect without obtruding its 
vulgarity ; Mrs. H. Leigh’s experience 
served her at every turn of a lengthy 
and not particularly lively part. Mr. rH He 
Kaye's peculiar jerkiness, which is ax seaman THAT ConQqUERED 
growing upon him every minute, THE SOLDIER. 
cannot altogether hide the fact that he 

is a sound and amusing comedian ; Mr. W. Guise lacks something 
of the resource necessary for Jack Selwyn; Mr. H. Everefield is very 
good, though an occasional want of repose mars his efforts. Miss 
Delia Carlyle worked hard and not unsuccessfully, and Miss Ruth 
Rutland proved what a beautiful old lady she will be when her time 
comes. Mr, Chevalier’s sense of grotesque character is very effectively 
displayed in a character which is (if.I may say so and be understood) 
“elusively familiar,” and he is personally responsible for much 
laughter. If there is any hope for 
this piece, there can be none for the 
British audience, 
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Nops AND WINK8S.—“ Therenowned 
Sandow and his pupil Loris” are “ex- 
clusively engaged” at the Pavilion 
justinow, where they are giving things 
a lift in their usual exhaustive and 
comprehensive manner. In addition 
to their other feats of strength, they 
are drawing big houses every even- 
ing.—Mr. Edwin Drew invited me to 
an “ Hlocutionary and Musical Night ” 
at Exeter Hall on the 10th inst., but, 
as I had a severe cold in the head, I 
stayed at home, for I felt sure the 
programme would not be one to be 
sneezed at.—Important changes were 
made in the “ Royal” programme on 
the same evening, which I could not 
“sample” (as the slang has it) for the 
same reason. I live in hope, however. 
La Belle Fatma (another “exclusive 
engagement”) was one of the attrac- 
tions.—Go it! Capital times for the 
builders! Miss Melnotte is going to 
have a theatre built now! Dos-a-dos 
with the Garrick. Splendid idea! 
Get each other’s overflows! — Mrs. 
Langtry’s Cleopatra is due on the 
evening of our present issue. We 
shall see what we shall see.—Have 
you seen Sweet Nancy! If not, do— 
then you and I will be able to ex- 

NESTOR. 

















TOOLE'S.—THE Two Recruits. 


change both Nods and Wink:. 
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The Bogie Van. 
AIR.—A certain much discussed 
ditty. 

[The Constitutional Club is starting an 
Anti-Home Rule Van for the better distri- 
bution of Tory and Unionist propaganda 
around the counties, Subscriptions to- 
wards the expenses of the van, however, 
are said to be slow in coming in.) 


OH, have you heard the startling 
news 
That far and wide is spread ? 
To all of “narsty ” Liberal views 
Twill cause, or should cause, 
dread, 
A mighty Anti-Home Rule Van 
Is soon to take the road ; 
To scatter pamphlets is its plan, 
And this will be its code— 


REFRAIN, 
‘‘Oh, hush, hush, hush ! we’ll foil 
that Bogie Man 
(For ‘ Bogie’ read old Gladstone, 
who merits Britain’s ban!) ; 
Then hush, rush, blush! repent 
now while ye can, 
’Mid Tory cheers there now appears 
the Anti-Home Rule Van!” 


To quite upset the apple-cart 
Of Ireland and her friends, 
And scoff at G. in every part 
Is chiefly this van’s ends, 
Twill sneer at Erin’s wrongs and 
woes, 
And “ burke” them, if it can, 
And swear the Liberals are her 
foes— 
That Anti-Home Rule Van! 


Then, hush, hush! etc, 


And as it scatters tracts around, 
’T will shamelessly report 
That the Liberal Codlin isn’t sound, 
Your friend’s the Tory Short ; 
That only Salisbury and Co. 
Will help the working man, 
Is what they will essay to show 
With this trim Tory Van! 


Then, hush, hush ! etc, 


In fact, where’er it goes ’twill t17 
Progressive views to crush ; 

But FuN will Wink the Other E: e, 
And for these tricks will blush. 

“ We know those Tories! ” you will 


say, 
(Like John Hare’s Sheffield 
man) ; 
And so the outlook isn’t gay 
Of the Anti-Home Rule Van! 


With its hush, hush, hush! etc. 








Good (and bad) bye Elections. 
LORD SALISBURY, now ‘tis dis- 
closed, 
Is to all bye-elections opposed ; 
Still, he has not made clear his 
objections. 
The fact is (between you and me), 
As his side lately lost seats, you see, 
He regards them as “ bye-bye” 
elections, 


Be-Wear ! 
“WHAT men wear,” we've lately 
read 
In many a smart “Society” par. ; 
FuN thinks 'twere better far, in- 
stead, 
For us to learn with clear, cool 
head, 
Not “ what men wear,” but what 
men are, 














THE GAMEY SEAS 





Smasher Bill of Whitechapel. And Conky a of—well, never 
mind 
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The game getting very brisk. 
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And thith ith Father Ike, who keepth in the 
background, my tear, and pullth the wireth. 
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Here's Detecti—— ahem, we mean, the Rev 


Fixem, who hangs around, and apparently thas 


“ got ‘em in his eyes.” cert 











Nabbed '—Another sort of game, not quite eo pretty as the last. Confusion of vice, Triumph of law and Detective Fixem. 


(Blue Fire, Curtain. 
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SLASHHS AND PUFFS. 


LE” —I once knew 4 
| © ont (of course, I 





CWeAF PRESS.) € 






‘ don’t know him now, 
as you'll understand when 
you see what I have to 
tell about him)—I once knew 
a fellow who went to the first 
night of a new piece, and 
tried to land a programme 
for nothing by murmuring 
“ Press” into the shelly ear 
of the attendant, But when 
she said, “ What press, please?” 
that way of putting it rather 
flabbergasted him, and he 
stammered something about 
“linen press,” and then 
hurriedly substituted ‘ wine 
press,” so the thing didn’t 
ugh work. J tell them that I 
, represent the Cddwyzily 
Tzynnl Intelligencer, eo that 
it remains a secret between 
us, or reply boldly that my 
prees is “FON, published 
every Tuesday morning, price 
one penny ; best comic artists 
and authors of the day ; advertisements fifteen shillings an inch—153 
Fleet Street,” and express my readiness to afford every farther inform- 
ation in my sower. Sometimes the girl is impressed. 





) 
( 
, 


On the first night, immediately before the 
rising of the curtain, the attendants will 
have the honour of asking the public Press 
a question,” 


But what has this to do with the 
first performance of Mr, Wyatt's Two 
Recrwits? Let us get to business, 


SEEING that a strong. military 
flavour and locale were given to the last 
piece which occupied the boards of 
this theatre, in spite of the fact thst 
its title, Zhe Solicitor, was more 
suggestive of parchment, fees, long 
robes and tumble-down “Inns”—I 
was quite prepared to find the scene 
of Zwo Recrwits placed in Cursitor 
Street or Bedford Row, and the 
characters for the most part disport- 
ing themselves in wig and gown. I was, 
however, doomed to disappointment,— ——; 
at any rate, my anticipations were not 








Some other of my anticipations <:: 
shared thesame fate. Two Recruits isa 
strange work. Once or twice I actually 
thought there was some point in it, 
which only shows you what an incap- 
able state of mind I was thrown into by its peculiarities! I pre- 
sume, from the (apparently) strange laxity of the laws concerning 
guardianship and enlistment, and the curious ideas of sentiment, 
humour, and upright behaviour of the personages presented, that the 
scene is laid in some foreign country, but a study 
of manners such as that loses half its interest and 
charm ubless we are given some clue to the com- 
munity represented or satirised—and in this case 
the clue is wanting. 


TOOLE'8—AN ECCENTRIC KAYE- 
MEDIAN, 







THERE is one idea in the play which is 
almost in the vein of a Gilbertian 
whimasicality, but it is clumsily worked, 
and almost nothing is made of it—in- 
deed, the play (I call it a play for con- 
venience sake—the programme doesn't 
“give it name” at all) seemed to my 
bewildered senses to have had a violent 
. fall and got broken ‘to small bits; and 
then the bits had been picked up any- 
how, and had got mixed and all out of 
their proper places, 


TOOLES8.—OaT AND KITKAT 
PORTRAITS. 





| THE acting was rather mixed, too, but 
© of it was very good inde*d. I think Miss Violet Thornycroft 


growing upon him every 























TOOLE'S.—THE Two Recruits. 








change both Nods and Wink:. 


| may be said to have carried off the principal honours, 
think,” because she is pretty in appearance and manner, and that is 










TOOLE’S,—_COLONEL GUNNING'S BAD SOOTS. 


her performance was unaffectedly 
natural and true. Miss Julia Seaman's 
is another capital per:ormance. An 
incidental] character that might easily 
have been made objectionable, is played 
with a light, expert touch that gives it all 
necessary effect without obtruding its 
vulgarity ; Mrs. H. Leigh’s experience 
served her at every turn of a lengthy 
and not particularly lively part. Mr. 4 
Kaye’s peculiar jerkiness, which is ae sgimaN THAT CoNQUERED 


I say “I 


apt to in- 
fluence 
one’s jtidg- 
ment, but I 
will stand 
to it that 











minute, THE SOLDIER. 


cannot altogether hide the fact that he 

is a cound and amusing comedian ; Mr. W. Guise lacks something 
of the resource necessary for Jack Selwyn; Mr. H. Everefield is very 
good, though an occasional want of repose mars his efforts. 
Delia Carlyle worked hard and not unsuccessfully, and Miss Ruth 
Rutland proved what a beautiful old lady she will be when her time 
comes, Mr. Chevalier’s sense of grotesque character is very effectively 
displayed in a character which is (if.I may say so and be understood) 
“elusively familiar,” and he is personally responsible for much 


Miss 


laughter. If there is any hope for 
this piece, there can be none for the 
British audience, 


Nops AND WINK8.—“ Therenowned 
Sandow and his pupil Loris ” are “ex- 
clusively engaged” at the Pavilion 
justinow, where they are giving things 
a lift in their usual exhaustive and 
comprehensive manner. In addition 
to their other feats of strength, they 
are drawing big houses every even- 
ing.—Mr, Edwin Drew invited me to 
an “ Blocutionary and Musical Night” 
at Exeter Hall on the 10th inst., but, 
as I had a severe cold in the head, I 
stayed at home, for I felt sure the 
programme would not be one to be 
sneezed at.—Important changes were 
made in the“ Royal” programme on 
the same evening, which I could not 
“sample” (as the slang has it) for the 
same reason. I live in hope, however. 
La Belle Fatma (another “exclusive 
engagement”) was one of the attrac- 
tions.—Go it! Capital times for the 
builders! Miss Melnotte is going to 
have a theatre built now! Dos-d-dos 
with the Garrick. Splendid idea! 
Get each other’s overflows! — Mrs. 
Langtry’s Cleopatra is due on the 
evening of our present issue. We 
shall see what we shall see.—Have 
you seen Sweet Nancy? If not, do— 


then you and I will be able to ex- 
NESTOR. 
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The Bogie Van. 
AIR.—A certain much discussed 
ditty. 

[The Constitutional Club is starting an 
Anti-Home Rule Van for the better distri- 
bution of Tory and Unionist propaganda 
around the counties, Subscriptions to- 
wards the expenses of the van, however, 
are said to be slow in coming in.) 


Ou, have you heard the startling 
news 
That far and wide is spread ? 
To all of “narsty ” Liberal views 
Twill cause, or should cause, 
dread, 
A mighty Anti-Home Rule Van 
Is soon to take the road ; 
To scatter pamphlets is its plan, 
And this will be its code— 


REFRAIN, 
‘‘Oh, hush, hush, bush! we'll foil 
that Bogie Man 
(For ‘ Bogie’ read old Gladstone, 
who merits Britain’s ban !) ; 
Then hush, rush, blush! repent 
now while ye can, 
’Mid Tory cheers there now appears 
the Anti-Home Rule Van!” 


To quite upset the apple-cart 
Of Ireland and her friends, 
And scoff at G. in every part 
Is chiefly this van’s ends. 
’Twill sneer at Hrin’s wrongs and 
woes, 
And “burke” them, if it can, 
And swear the Liberals are her 
foes— 
That Anti-Home Rule Van! 


Then, hush, hush ! etc, 


And as it scatters tracts around, 
’T will shamelessly report 
That the Liberal Codlin isn’t sound, 
Your friend’s the Tory Short ; 
That only Salisbury and Co. 
Willi help the working man, 
Is what they will essay to show 
With this trim Tory Van ! 


Then, hush, hush ! etc, 


In fact, where’er it goes ’twill try 
Progressive views to crush ; 

But FUN will Wink the Other E: e, 
And for these tricks will blush. 

“ We know those Tories! ” you will 


say, 
(Like John Hare’s Sheffield 
man) ; 
And so the outlook isn’t gay 
Of the Anti-Home Rule Van! 


With its hush, hush, hush ! etc. 








Good (and bad) bye Elections. 
LORD SALISBURY, now ‘tis dis- 
closed, 
Is to all bye-elections opposed ; 
Still, he has not made clear his 
objections. 
The fact is (between you and me), 
As his side lately lost seats, you see, 
He regards them as “ bye-bye” 
elections, 


Be-Wear ! 


‘WHAT men wear,” we've lately 
read 
In many a smart “Society” par. ; 
FUN thinks 'twere better far, in- 
stead, 
For us to learn with clear, cool 
head, 
Not “what men wear,” but what 
men are, 











THE GAMEY SEASON. 





Smasher Bill of Whitechapel. And Oonky Benjamin of—well, never And thith ith Father Ike, who keepth in the 
mind ! background, my tear, and pullth the wireth. 
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Here's Detecti—— ahem, we mean, the Rev 
Fixem, who hangs around, and apparently thas 
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Nabbed '—Another sort of game, not quite so pretty as the last. Confusion of vice, Triumph of law and Detective Fixem. 
[Blue Fire, Curtain. 
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A propos of the 


A QUICK CHANGE ARTISTE. 


fashion among literary men of leaving a wido v ani large family iu a state of destitution, there wasa very extraordinary thing which happened at our club 





















































night when h. 
(2) But one 






Of course we & 
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siifles was a weneral favourite in the club, there was no hour in the day or Orumboy, one of our fellows, came in one day witha small boy. “Found him cry- 

is not standing drinks to, at least,twelve members at a time, ing on the doorstep,” said Orumboy; “says he’s poor Porringer's youngest. Says 

iay « new member, named Woodle, appeared, and said, with tears, his papa died suddenly, and left mamma and nine of ‘em quite destitute.” So we 

“ Heard about poor Bliflles? Oh, yes—died quite suddenly, and left a widow and poured gold into the little fellow’s hat. (5) Well, you know, it had come to such 
in destitute circumstances, I'm making a little collection for them.” & pass tnat the fellows had to dispose of their very garments to meet the demand 

suvscribed largely. Then Woodle stood drinks all day long. and really weren't presentable. (6) And, one day, they began to suspact there 

ne, another new er came. “ Heard about poor W oodle was something queer about it; and some of the fellows peered through cracks, and 
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THE NEW RESIDUUM. 

Fair Cousin,—“ Ploughed for your Bar Kxam.—just as you were at 
Oxford! Why, Tom, you're a dreadful failure! Whatever will you 
do for a living?” 

Tom (confidently).—“ Oh, go in for journalism—lead public opinion, 
don’tcherknow.” 


TRUE DISCRIMINATION, 

BEING anxious to know the exact method by which Cousin Jona- 
than decides the comparative merits of the various visitors to whom 
he wishes to do honour, we caught him during one of his leisure 
moments and asked him to sit down and be interviewed, The con- 
vereation which took place was the following :— 

“ One of Columbia's greatest delights is the exercise of hospitality, 
we believe—the reception of persons of mark?” 

“ You just bet that!” 

“ Bhe has, we believe, lately done honour to Mr. Stanley? ” 

“That's just so.” 

“And we understand that you consider him——?” 

“The Most I)lustrious of Living Men.” 

“ Ah, precisely |—those were the very words quoted in the news- 
papers, and those were the words which aroused our curiosity.” 

“ Those words, sir, sprang from the great and overflowing heart of 
the American people. We consider Mr. Stanley the mightiest hero 
of, modern history—the Only Figure which will Tower over Posterity 
from the Topmost Pinnacle of Fame, the Most Glorious Benefactor 
of the Human Race, the Most Disinterested and Generous Character 
of the Times, the Highest-———” 

“Ah ,just so ; but there are others whom you admire; for instance, 
there is—among foreigners again—Mr. Irving.” 

“ Mr. Irving, stranger,” said Cousin J., with a cheek flushed with 
enthusiasm, “is, without exception— and I say this thing deliberately 
—the Most Illustrious of Living Men, the Mightiest Hero of Modern 
History, the Most Disinterested and Generous Character of the 
Times, the Only Figure which will Tower over Posterity from the 
Topmost Pinnacle of Fame, the——” 

“ We are delighted to hear you say so, Well, then, there’s—let us 
see—there’s your own Longfellow——” 

“ Longfellow, sir, is, with no kind of possible error, the Mightiest 
Figure of Modern History, the only Figure which will Tower over 
Posterity from the Topmost Pinnacle of Fame, the Most Illustrious 
of Living Men——” 

“And what might be your opinion of Mr. Gladstone? ” 

Jonathan's eye glittered with a moist and almost hysterical admi- 
ration, as he said; slowly, 

“ Mr. Gladstone, sir, is simply the Most Disinterested and Generous 
Character of the Times, the Most Glorious Benefactor of the Human 
Race, the Most Illustrious of Living Men, the——” 

“ You don’t appear to deal in positives and comparatives !” 

“No; guess we don't stock them down Columbia way.” 

“ Nor small type?” 

“No; there you score again, boss ; we keep large caps, and :I cal- 
culate we give them high heels.” 

We saw that a long-felt want was a want no longer; before 
America was invented, the world had always experienced some little 
difficulty and indecision in the apportionment of Fame to the indi- 
vidual ; but here was an unerring guide for the doubt-besieged mind, 
it had only to inquire of Columbia. 








Even as we left, two more guests stept upon America’s hospitable 
and discriminating shore—they were Messrs. O’Brien and Dillon, 

“I welcome you,” said Brother Jonathan, simply, but with intense 
and sympathetic heartiness, ‘as the Two Most Illustrious of Living 
Men, the Two Only Figures which will Tower over Posterity from 
the Topmost Pinnacle of Fame, and the Mightiest Heroes of Modern 


History, the Most Glorious——.” 
TURF CUTTINGS. 


To THE EDITOR OF “ FuN.” 


§81n,—Though the season’s nearly done (as I’ve already said in 
FuN), there yet remains to usa sort of merry supplemental sport, and 
so on one of these events “I now present my compliments.” I know 
I hinted in my last (the season being of the past) that I don’t write 
to you in FUN again till 1891. My writing now I won't ex- 
plain ; I said I might come back again, and, just to prove I told no 
cram, why, bless your gaiters, here I am! The race to which I1’il 
now refer is coming off at Manchester, in which you'll find a lot of 
cracks with first-rate jockeys on their backs; and, as you'll guess at 
once, old chap, it’s 

THE NOVEMBER HANDICAP, 
Step forth, ye gay lambs, that are always in season, 
And ever prepared of your fleece to be shorn ; 
Come back, Silver Spur, without knowing the reason, 
And take “for a second,” the haughty Lord Lorne, 
The choice may assist you to startle beholders 
(The more if you take the Confessor chap in) 
By keeping your fleece in its place on your shoulders, 
And adding a nugget or so to your tin. 
But cracks have been entered in numbers, and caution 
Is needed for properly holding the scales ; 
And, therefore, whatever you're laying, a pawtion 
Should go to the Lily of Lumley or Trayles. 
And then there’s Victoricus calls for attention, 
And Vasistas shouldn’t be left in the cold, 
And Shall We Remember is worthy of mention, 
So run away all and just do as you're told. 
There, sir (perhaps you'll make the note), I do not think I ever wrote 
a tip more calculated to succeed in pulling people through ; I do not 
think it can be matched—unless some animals get scratched. A con- 
summation, goodly sir, extremely likely to occur! So all your betting 
should be done with this proviso—“ with arun.” You'll save from 
disappointment thus, yourself and your TROPHONIUS, 
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A CUTTING REJOINDER, 
Tourist (to friend).—“ Observe these rude steps carved in the rock. 
It seems as if they had been made by the hand of a Titan!” 
Native (indignantly),—“ Tight ‘un! G’arn! I was as sober as 
wot you be when I cut them there steps,and if you can do ‘em better 
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I'll swaller 'em ! 
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Rough on the Bird. 
[Someone bas discovered that cockatoos 
bave a great sense of humour.] 

THE housekeeperess of M. Moliére 

Was rather useful, you're aware, 
For to that lady, it is said, 

His various comedies he read. | 
Before ke would the public seek | 
He'd try them on her, so to speak; 
And now we hear a similar view | 
Is likely with the cockatoo ! 


The cockatoo, it seems, doth own 
Areally quaint and humorous tone ; 
A sense of bumour really keen 
They tell us in that bird is seen. 
So, reader (should you sink so low 
As to concoct a jape or 80), 

If you'd learn how your jokes willdo, 
Just try them on the cockatoo! 


Or, say that you’re in love (I vow 
You will be, if you are not now), 
And wish to hurry off and flop 
Upon your knees to her to “ pop,” 
And feel afraid (perhaps you may) 
Concerning what you ought to say, 
'Twere well to try, before you woo 
Your speech upon the cockatoo ! 























/ 


























M.P.s,and many another jay, 

Who keep on chattering night an1 
day, 

Might now arrange their talk to test, 

Then, p’r’aps, with less we'd be 
oppressed ; 

Fome ladies, too, whose ceaseless 
chat—— 

But stay, whatever am I at! 

I think I’d better stop (don’t you?) 

And try this on the cockatoo ! 
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How Sad! 


(“By far the most notable sign of the 
timer,” says The Speaker, “is the uncon- 
cealed depression which pervades all ranks 
of the supporters of the Ministry.’’] 

Lo, Fate his iron chain now clanks, 
J . . 
For (as per this confession) 
Pervading all the Tory ranks 
Is Unconcealed Depression ! 


The Party tacitly admits 
Political transgression | 
And so—poor Party |—feels in bits 
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An Unconcealed Depression ! 





Oh, Tories! strangers now to peace, 

How will you feel next Session ? 
The next election may increase | 
Your Unconcealed Depression ! | 





| Malle. Tartina.—" Governor, I’ve been with you through two runs and a frost, 
| The Guv’nor.— All right, ducky, you play the leading part next week.” 
[ And she had called him a 


A RISE IN THE PROFESSION. 


It’s time I had a rise,” 
ear old darling before she found out that that was the rise, 








NEW LEAVES. 


“LADY MAupDgB's MystTErRY,” by Geo. Manville Fenn (Frederick 
Warne & Co.), Probably it would be too much to expect novelty in 
the charactera of a novel. In this instance they are of well known 
types, but they are delineated with the also well known finesse and 
finish of the experienced and accomplished author.—“ Bits about 
Horses,” by 8. Turner (same publishers). This is full of first rate horsey 
bits, pictorial and poetical. The horses are well drawn, the extracts 
are skilfully selected from authors ancient and modern. The book 
18 in the form of a horse shoe—for this shoe fly.—* Three Beauties,” by 
Milwood Manners (The Leadenhall Press). The book is a fairly good 
One. The characters are clearly drawn, and the fair authoress fully 
describes their ways and their “manners.”—“ Ephemera,” by E. 
Laxon Watson (same publishers). The reading of these “ Essays on 
various subjects” cannot fail to leave impressions that will be lasting. 
—‘Eve in Eden,” by a daughter of Eve (same publishers). This is 
Probably intended asa modern and moderated—perhaps burlesqued— 
version of the Temptation and Fall. To the authoress it seems to have 
een a little of both. That it is no improvement on the “original 
sin” is all we are tempted to say of it.—“The Lord Liftinant,” and 
other tales, by W. P. French, sketched by R. Caulfield Orpen. Mr. 
Hench does a bit of Irish in making his bright little book the first of 
ne Rush-Light Series, The style is sparkling, and the historical 
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sketches are very funny.—The “ Annual ” tide is on the flow. First and 
foremost to float up was /Zood's, which for obvious reasons is, so far as 
we are concerned, beyond praise. The same restrietion does not 
apply to Miss Braddon’s Mistletoe Bough, whieh we can unreservedly 
commend. Both stories and illustrations are numerous and notably 
good.— Footlights is the name of a new weekly, which, as its name 
implies, is not altogether unconnected with the playgoing and play 
acting interests. Asa matter of fact, it i# a good deal connected 
therewith, as it proves; not only by discerning dramatic criticism, 
bat in gay gossip, light leaderettes, carnest essay, and taking tale, 
and all for the same price as the old established Foun, 
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Just Out.—One Shilling ; Post free 1/2. 
HOOD’S COMIC ANNUAL FOR 1891. 


Pronounced by the Press to be better than in former years, and 
standing firet in the ranks of Comic Annuals. 





In the Press. Ready Shortly.—Priese Twopence, 


WUiNWT ALMADWAOC FOR 1891. 
Enlarged to Twenty Pages. 





“Fon” OrFice, 153 FLeet Street, H.C, 
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MISUNDERSTOOD. 
Hubby.—“ Smart girl, that niece of the Rector’s is, She wiped my 
eye just now when we were shooting in Jobbins’ cover.” 
Wife,—' How dare you allow tuch familiarities, George?” 
[ And he only meant to say that the girl was a better shct 
than himself, after all, 


THH COLLOQUIES OF STRABISMUS. 
No. 51.—THE EGOTI8T AND THE Eeuo, 
SINO AMATORIUS, an Xgotist; AN EcuHO, 


SINO AMATORIUS, Ay, here is a pleasant lonely spot enough. Doth 
not the Buddhistic state of Nirvana consist i’ the purified soul sitting 
on a warm cloud and hatching the egg of its own perfections? So 
down. Methinks there is true nobility in this, that I who am wont 
to rest my lower surface, the Nadir of my personality, upon gilded 
chairs in stately palaces, am not too proud to lie o’ the grass.— 
EcHo, Ass! 

AMA. O'Zooks! the base world hath found me out in this calm 
retreat,—EcHo, Treat! 

AMA, Nay, I drink not with strangers, nor am I wont to pour my 
substance down alien swallows, There is a dram-shop below near the 
bridge, if that the wherewithal have ye.—Ecuo, Have ye! 

AMA. Nota tester.—EcnHo, Ester! 

AMA, Nay, my wife is not with me; she is at home, where best it 
is that a wife should bide, out and out.—Ecuo, Out! 

AMA. Y'are a liar—Ecuo. Ire! 

AMA, Ire, indeed! Have I not cause to be ireful at such slander? 
for the wench is a virtuous wench, and no gadder.—Ecuo. Adder! 

AMA. Have I, indeed, warmed one in sh but to feel its fang? 
But I doubt ye, for what other man would ever usurp my throne! 
—EcuHo, One! 

Ama. Odds ara and daggers! Tell me his name, thou hollow 
voiced bogle.—E 
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ccHo, Ogle! 

AMA, Ay, that was how he won her, belike. Oh, the infectious 
poison of a loosely set eye !—Ecnuo. Eye! 

Ama. Thou? Odds scorpions! Boastest, and to her lawful owner! 
— Ecuo, Oner. 

AMA. I te)l thee, thou losel, we were wed i’ the church. Bat I 
scorn ye !—EcHo. Corn ye! 





AMA. Ay, ye have done 20, doubtless. Corneus cornutus am I, I 
dare swear. Alack, poor babes of mine!|—EcHo. Mine! 

AMA. Now, by all the imps i’ the Pit of Tophet.—EcHo, Ophet ! 

AMA, Ay, off it, ere my wrath rend thee like the lightning. For 
me I will home and rout out the nest to the last feather. Pack they 
shall.—Ecuo, All! 

AmA. What, art thou not gone yet? Oh, could I lay my hands on 
thee |— Ecuo, Ee! 

AMA. Snigglest, base cur?—EcuHo. Er! 

AMA, What, is she there with thee? Let me at her. Ah, ah !— 
Ecuo., Ha, ha! 

AMA. Gloriest thou in thy ill deeds belike?’—Ecuo, Like! 

AMA, Ay, without doubt, y’'do! Farewell, y’are my wife no 
longer. Between us all is o’er.—EcHO, O'er. 

AMA. Ay, o’er. Home I go. Dare not to follow, an’ y’would not 
have your deed made public to all the town. Goto! Well away! 
Go to! That I should weep! Well, well! go to! well! 

EcuHo, Well, well! go to well! well! 








~ Nods and Bec(k)s. 


FROM Tooting-Bec, tis said, they’d take more trees— 
But mind, they do not count without due reckoning ; 
We trust the public now this chance will seize, 
And no longer stand this Spoliation wheeze— 
Come, rouse to action through this Tooting Bec-oning ! 





Personalities. 

IT was during the spot barred billiard match between Peall and 
the Huddersfield champion Daweon, as the latter was drawing ahead, 
that a friend observed, “I say, Peal), you'll have to look to your 
laurels, old man.” “ Laurele,” repeated Peall, as he gave a suggestive 
look towards the green cloth, ‘I can only see baize (bays).” 


IT is said that Slavin is going on the stage. If this is the case, there 
is no question but what he will prove a striking spectacle, and will 
be sure to knock his audience, 


£900 has been raised for the benefit of George Hearne, the cricketer, 
in recognition of his services to the county of Kent, and it cannot be 
denied that he has (h)earned it. 


SUCCI is now attempting a fast of forty-five days in New York. 
This information naturally evokes the exclamation, “ Such is life!” 
and let us hope it will not prove Succi’s death. 
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AWFUL EFFECT OF A WET DAY ' 
He (on the look out).—“ Co’foun’sh drizzling rain! no stirring out 
again.” 
He (on the look in),—“ Sho shay I. I like te see the wet come down 
with some spirit in it!” 
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ANOTHER PROCESSION. 


Fun has been favoured with an advance sheet of the “ Pongoland Illustrated Chronicle.” It seems to illustrate a kind of Procession 
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Working the Oracle. 
(SEE CARTOON.) 
O GENERAL BooTH, whose military rank 


| 
| 


¥ 


‘‘ Dear General Booth,” thus they address 
you now 
Who ne'er before have shown themselves 
so chummy ; 
And well it is, for you have told them 


Pertains unto that Army of Salvation, how 
wee, . @ moral force, one ought to To heal deep sores in places that are 
an 
, , , P slummy, 
For a against vices in our Good at the mercy work! Ay, rich 
’ ind 
ie Mey ve na England” mending scheme Might 7 the harvest in this teeming 
ids fair , 
, , cit 
r To bear result in many hearty greetings Whilst eed the creed that, scorning other 
rom individuals who nowise share creed, 


Your special views anent religiou? 
meetioga, 


Magician Booth, the while your public 


dram A “GCool” Request, bi | 
Disturbs our ears with its portentous AccorDING to Bric-a-Brac (J. W. Bae 
thunders, Palmer, 281 Strand)—“ By these presents, aa 


Sach spiritual evidences come 
As make us think it may be working 
_ wonders ; 
Until we feel it must be, a8 we gaze, 
In beating up support a mighty factor, 


Since from the tripod’s fume it seems to has been dead for tweuty years?” 





Small Boy.—“ Spare a penny, sir, for a poor boy whose father 


Taise Old Gentleman.— How could a ten-year-old boy's father be 


Archbishop, Prince, Duke, Cardinal, dead for twenty years ?” 


and Actor. riage.” 


Small Boy.—“* He was me father by me mother's fust mar- 


Denied its helping hand to noble pity. 





— —_ 





be it known that customers who have 
Palmer’s sheets in their possession over 
twelve months are hereby requested to 
return them at once.” Considering how 
cold the weather has been, it is not 
surprising Mr. Palmer wants his “sheets.” 
The only wonder is he does not want his 
blankets. 





; connected with some high local Civie Dignitary. | 
: f VEROERERS FROM DE Y 08 | 
‘ J €peun Forest ACKING | 
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BH” To CoRRESPOSDENTS.—The Editor does not bind himself to ack owledge, return or pay /* 
accompante 1 by a stamped a nd directed envelope. 


3. Inno case will they be returned unless 


far Contributions. 
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AN AWKWARD CHARGE. 





(1) Sprightly Nephew.—‘ Morning, uncle! Here's the little pup you 
were good enough to promise to take care of for a couple of days. Can't 
stop a minute. Ta-ta, aunty! (2) The ‘‘ pup” makes a hearty break- 
fast, though “uncle” and “ auntie” are rather “ off their feed.” (3) Then 
“uncle” takes him out for exercise, and gets it, too! (4) Especially 
when the ‘‘} pup " sights a lap dog, which he thinks he would like as a ‘snack 


before lunch.” (5) Home again, dead beat. The “pup,” however, 
as fresh as paint, enjoys a romp among the drawing room bric-a- brac. 
(6) But that evening, as the old man sat at the window, he suddenly 
broke into a gladsome chuckle, (7) As he observed a prominent local 
dog-stealer entice the ‘‘ pup” away with an underdone chop. He could 
have stood that sportsman a drink. 
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| | The fur seal herds are large(s increasing.” Wp : 
; CG ' Ls h. 

| Chorus of la 1e5— Then we shall have our arling seals hrs wh, FE The pigs 
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aah way expect at Chrislias, — Shall Toys be improved? eee 
‘gn the scarcily of currants. Whal would Little Jack 5ay? On he war-path aga 
(1)? This lady, when she went out *mid Life’ 
ex ’ ife’s battles, (5) Now, Fur and Seal supplies seem more extensive 
a <a min Hap her goods and chattels, Ladies will fur-ther siek these things expensive. 
2) The ogie London crier seldom nice is, 2 
2 ee cae ket come ey at (0 lca otd te cae ene a 
(2 1is horse’(’twas cheap), when purchased y 6 ws 7) Mini wide | 
1 gt . , » Wi rchased, proved mere ‘‘ framework, (7) Some wish to make our toys more true to Nature— 
No,wonder, then, it found its trav lling lame work, This theme would suit ont aomiad legislature. : 








(4) When married co 
"Twere well they er page dagen and bucket, i (8) Sioux Indians, once calm, are vice-versey ; 
é—and these two struck it, jut, mayhap, later on, they'll Sioux for mercy ! 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 
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COMEDY.—It is 
curious to note— 
. though not, perhaps, 
a very deep observa- 
tion—how even “all 
the talents” cannot 
solidify a play into 
robustness or success 
if there is inherent 
weakness in the 
story. May and De- 
cember is a case in 
point. Could the 
story—such as it is— 


ty Wut, 7) 
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be better told? 
more neatly? 
more dramati- 
cally? or with 
more humorous 
point or hilarious 
wit? Could it be 
much better act- 
ed? Though the 
subject does 
handicap the act- 
ing somewhat, 
notably in the 
case of Lady Ffolliot, Played, in the true farcical spirit, the character 
might be made not a little objectionable. Miss Norreys takes 
it in the quiet spirit of pure comedy (just as Miss Cowell did at 
the first performance eight years ago), and the 
result is a delightful display of delicate art—but 
where's your farcical comedy? Not that I want 
it, by any means, But if you take this play 
seriously, it isn’t an entertaining subject, and if 

ou make a joke of it—well, it doesn’t seem the 

ind of joke your Briton enjoye—in public. 
Which brings us to the point—the idea of the 
piece does not come within the range of British 
sympathy, and that’s all about it ! 





THE COMEDY.—WBHAT, AGAIN, MR. GRUNDY ? 


Miss NORREYS, as I've hinted, gives a delight- 
ful performance, and Mr. Brookfield is an old 
man of old men, while Miss Lottie Venne perks 
and smirks and quirks in her well known irresist- 
ible style, until there is no bearing ourselves for py» Cougpy. — Por- 
laughter. Then we have Miss lydia Cowell's veair or Murss 
most inimitable of painfully respectable serving ETHEL MATTHEWS. 
maids, Mr. W. Wyes, excellent as a butler with 
unholy sympathies, Mr. J. F. Graham, in the sad toils of a rather 
irritating part, and Miss Matthews, comely as a Devonshire barmaid, 
with the purest of Metropolitan accents! And 
fo, wishing the play well, but scarce expecting 
that fortune, I take leave thereof. 





THE SHAFTESBURY.—A different answer to 
that of that particular audience having been re- 
turned to Miss Wallis’ celebrated question by 
the box-office, behoves her to put on a new piece 
in the place of Zhe Sizth Commandment. The 
Pharisee is the name of the work chosen for this 
noble purpose, and, although its title is mislead- 
a postulate bosh (I like English when I can 
: get it handy !), and its humour something more 
THE DAPTESBURY- than a trifle strained, it has points which make 

TING PACKET. it just possible to believe that a rnn—a moderate 

run—may be in store for it. There is a good 
situation in the second act—dramatically—and, as it is very well 
played by Messrs. Waring and Waller and Miss Wallis, it serves as a 
strong pillar round which the general weakness may cling and keep 
ite legs, It is really a reasonably good play of its kind, but being a 
play with a (completely unfulfilled) “ purpose,” the palpable failure 








of its argument casts a glamour as of failure over the piece asa story, 
which it is not at all entitled to. 


Iw the matter of acting, there is little to be desired. Miss Wallis 
is a good actress up to a certain point; but it cannot be said that 
she is altogether convincing as Kate Landon. 

I daresay she thought it a sympathetic part, 2am, 
which it is, to a certain extent, but the sym- gos SEY) 
pathy lies much more with the honest, whole- y Oe 
some-minded gentleman, who is the authors’ , 
quaint idea of a Pharisee, Still, if Miss Wallis’ 
is probably the least artistic performance in 
the company, that is more by reason of the 
high level of the rest of the acting, than from 
any special falling off on her part. Mr. 
Waring’s Pharisee is a manly, well moderated 
effort, Mr. Waller gives unwonted 
dignity, strength and pathos to 
asmall but important part, and 
Mr. John Beauchamp imparts 
what character is possible to a 
wandering solicitor. Mr. Henry 
V. Esmond is appropriately and 
unobtrusively boyish as Graham 
Maxwell, and his reception of the 
news of his aunt’s marriage isa 
capital little bit of acting. M. 
Marius plays the familiar old 
blackguard pére d@’ingénue, with 
determination and opera-bouffe 
like humour, 
but he would 
be funnierif he << .~ 
would wholly LLLLLEE 
forget about —_ = 
half the words ~ 
of the part. 
Miss Marion 
Lea’s comedy is 
simply deli- 
cious in this 
iece. Little Minnie Terry (who is not £0 little as she was) gives us 
er nice little girl, and Miss Sophie Larkin gives her not altogether 
nice old girl—a kind of part we are becoming almost (shall I say 
quite) acquainted with. Miss Larkin is conscientious, and funny, of 
course, The jocularity has an unpleasant flavour to me; tastes 
differ, however. >. 2 Pmernno Li; - ou 
ys 299g. OF “| 


« cE£soS—* WHar's yer Wullie 

; Shakspur noo?” in- 
quired the legendary 

Scotch pitite on the first night 
of the celebrated variety enter- 
tainment called Douglas, and 
the same ejaculation might 
fitly pass the lips of the Briton 
(whatever his sub-nationality) 
who sees Mrs, Langtry’s produc- 
tion of Anthony and Cleopatra 
at the Princesse’s. The Bard is on this 
occasion decidedly hidden behind the 
/ i apr) splendour of his mounting. Whether 












THE SHAFTESBURY.—“ HAPPY, HAPPY pére,” ETC. 






? this is right or wrong depends alto- 

qi ii gether on the point of view. To 

: i , those who go forth to see splendid 

AY | and various Egyptian and Roman 

[By iy i clothes and appointments fished up 

A with infinite pains from old books 

Vie and prints, and bits of statuary and 

ph : bas-relief, so that they may see these 

PM py) = people in their habits as they lived, 

\ atta ‘i the show will be satisfying, ~ = 

ae oe than satisfying—for certainly thi 

77 amas vee S wares play (if we other) has never had 80 

brilliant and lavish a setting. To 

the misguided and unfortunate being, however, to whom the play, 
coupled with at least respectable acting, is the thing, all is 

Sea fruit. 


Not only “ Where's Shakespeare?” but “ Where's Cleopatra ?” 
may be pertinently asked. Sne certainly wasn’t in the Princess ® 


Theatre in all the four hours and a-half of that eventful Tuesday 
evening. NESTOR. 
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DRIVING AT A CONCLUSION. 
Fair Fare.—“ Cabby ! drive to——” 
Jchu.—“ All right. Sassiety for the Perwention o’ the Gospel, 
Gaiety stage door. In you gets; miss.” 
[And she was the daughter of a bishop, and lived in Harley 
Street. But everyone is so much alike now. 








The Smells. 


[At a recent meeting of the Commissioners of Sewers, Mr. Sayer called attention 
to the bad smells from the gullies in the City, and mentioned that a number of people 
way Fes, from typnoid and other fevers, presumably contracted through those smells. 

WHEN old FON assumes his bells— 
Silver bells— 
What a world of merriment their melody foretells ! 
How they tinkle, tinkle, tinkle, 
As he moves them left and right, 
While full many a laughter wrinkle 
Doth his features oversprinkle 
Ard his eyes urbanely twinkle 
With hilarious delight, 
Keeping time, time, time, in a sort of Runic rhyme, 
To the tintinabulation that so musically swells 
From his bells, bells, bells, bells, bells, bells, bells, 
From the jingling and the tinkling of his bells! 


But to-day the jester’s bells— 
Joyous bellse— 
For a season he renounces and repels ! 
He abjures his merry song 
With its molten-golden notes, 
And with fervour fierce and strong 
oo His Melpomene devotes 
(While herombre orbits gleam and the tear drops from them stream) 
To the gruesome ghastly theme of the smells with which 'twould seem 
(Would to Heaven ’twere but a dream !) that our city still must teem, 





And with earnestness supreme he implores his muse to scream 
For some efficacious scheme, some infallible régime, 
To relieve us of the smells which so dangerous we deem, 
Of the smells, smells, smells, smells, smells, smells, smells, 
Of the poisonous and pestilential smells! — 


Oh! those sempiternal smells— 
Horrid smells— 
What a world of misery their prevalence compels ! 
As they revel, revel, revel 
In the atmosphere by stealth, 
How they play the very devil 
With our happiness and health ! 
For they cruelly combine in their treacherous design, 
And around us they entwine with their influence malign, __ 
Till our strength they undermine, till our bodies droop and pine, 
Till, unknowing how or why, 
On our sickness beds we lie! 
For, alas! alas! no apodixis tells 
That the humour which our tortured faces swells, 
Or the anguish that impels 
To the wild delirious yells, 
Has resulted from the action of the smells, smells, smells, 
Of the smells, smells, smells, smells, smells, smells, smells, 
From the deleterious action of the smells ! 
There’s a Moloch in those smellse— 
Deadly smells— 
And with fiendish exultation from the region where he dwells 
He the sickness dart propels, 
And induces Azraél’s 
Fatal wand to hover o'er us, and he dances and he yells 
And his merry bosom swells 
As he listens to the knells 
Of the dull funereal bells 
Which he knows were set a ringing by the smells, smells, smells ! 
So old Fun his humour quells, 
Lays aside his cap and bells, 
And, what time his bosom swells 
And a cataclysm wells 
From his weeping eyes, he frantically yells 
For a swift emancipation from the smells, smells, smells, 
From the smells, smells, smells, smells, smells, smells, smells, 
From the horror and the terror of the smells! 
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AFTER DINNER.—DONE FOR. 
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— The Poor’s Ritchies. 


sn ; (Mr. Richie, M.P., lately spoke on 


os Slums and the impenaing Dissolu- 
e tion.] 
~ DaRK Ritchie recently <dis- 


coursed on Slums, 
And of poor toilers there told 
many a story ; 
Also he showed, when dissolu- 
tion comes, 
We should in various man- 
ners aid the Tory. 
Ritchie believes the Torics 
still are great, 
Forgetting that they’re in a 
Ritchie’d state. 














From Wren, with Little 
Quill. 

(Mr. Walter Wren complains of the 
general interpretation of Cui Bono.) 
Cui Bono (says Wren) as 

Englished by men 

Is a sadly mistaken transla- 

tion ; 

| Of what use isit?” say many 
folks of to-day. 

“For whose profit?” says 
Wren, is the phrase for our 
ken, 

Which is really a good 

(W)ren-ovation. 


A Lin-tonic. 

[The P.M.G. charges Mrs. Lynn 
Linton with having,in two magazines 
this month, articles flatly contradict- 
ing eacb other.] 

Ou, Mrs, Lynn Linton ! 
Through putting a “ sprint on, 
And turning much print:on, 











WISE IN HER GENERATION. 
She,—*“ Ah, well, then I'd rather drive than be driven,” 


He.—" Now, that’s the way to ‘drive,’ ’ 


You have not (some hint on) 
Consistency’s tint on. 
Fie. Mrs. Lenn Tinton ! 
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THE GENERAL LAUNDRY, 


So all the linen has been nicely washed, and everybody is having 
something to say about everybody else, and somebody is a patriot and 
somebody is a philanthropist, and somebody is a buccaneer, and some- 
body else ought to be hanged; and then it ought all to come out in 
the Courts of Law, and then you will find it will all be out. 

But I don't care at all whether Africa is to be washed in the prison- 
like looking place in the Strand, or whether it is left alone. Who 
cares 80 very much about Africa? I don’t. Nobody else did much 
in my time. All my ideas of Africa, when I was a boy, were of black 
men climbing up trees for cocoanuts and playing on the banjo—a 
very good idea, too, if they were really like that. And then there 
have been murders. Well, that is not very wonderful. If people go 
and live amongst savages, I suppose they get savage ; if people live at 
home, they behave like stay-at-homers. I wonder what anybody did 
expect about itall? And Africa is not only being bothered about 
here. Only last week I was in Brussels, and the whole of Montagne 
de la Cour was plastered with Stanley. Well, I am not going into the 
question of the good or bad in the business, All I don't care about is 
the dirty linen washing ; but there never was a time when there was 
not something of the sort. Don't I remember the Crimea and the 
Crimean Fund, and how the poor soldiers were to have woollen 
socks and mufflers, and cases of champagne and potted meat and 
marmalade, and all the rest of it? I heard, the other day, that till 
quite recently there were thousands of pounds’ worth of Crimean 
Fund stores rotting in cellars. Well, of course there was a good deal 
of dirty linen washed about that. Again, who cares? And do you 
remember how, after the Egyptian campaign last, some of the war 
correspondents wanted to wash their dirty linen? However, they 
didn’t. There is always an epidemic of it some time or the 
other, the same as every now and then there isa rush to any par- 
ticular watering-place, or Fleet Street loafers that rush to a particular 
pub., and then you don’t hear any more of it. For the time, it is all 
about the beer at the “ Blue Pig” being the very best ; about the 
landlord being a Sir Charles Grandison, ready to lend everybody a 
dollar. Then the gins and bitters and what not are drunk somewhere 
else, and the landlord of the “ Blue Pig” and all his belongings are 
abused, and the “ Blue Pig” gin and bitters faction, who have not 


——y 


yet left there for the “ Red Lion,” defend the honour of the “ Blue 
Pig” by making out that those who left didn’t pay their scores, or 
something of that sort, and so you get the dirty linen washed in that 
way, and I don’t see why an African explorer should be more free 
from it. What about the Grévy scandal in Paris? There was a 
kettle of fish! And that died out, and nobody thinks a bit the worse 
of anyone for it. DIOGENES TUBBS. 
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iaiilein — Gentlemen of ‘the ‘an, have you agreel upon your 
verdict ?” 

The Jury.—‘ Yes, sor ; we've had a stiff fight over it, but we're all 
o’ one moind now.” 
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A PARTY 


He bails a hansom. 





The journey. 
Policeman X demands explanation of the possession of the cab lamp. 
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Brown is going to a party. 
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Jove! what’s become of that cab ? 
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THE BEST PAID PROFESSION. 


THE EARNINGS OF UNSKILLED LaBovuR—At an East End Court lately, the wife of an unskilled labourer said that her hushand never went out without a few pounds in his 
pocket, and that he allowed her £2 a week for the house, The Coroner said he did not understand what unskilled labour was coming to. 
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Our Unskilled Labourer has been severely disappointed in his son. He says, “I thought as he gave every promise of succeedin’ in life,and makin’ a’ansom income, 
not showin’ signs of ’aving no talent for anythink, ‘ceptin’ brute force. I was very careful for to keep ‘im select from skools and intelligent companions as might rooin 


his prospecks by improvin’ his mind, and I turned bim out ina field with a companion as was zackly on his interlectural level. 























“But one day, I tell yer, it was a crool shok to my eyes; for blessed if I didn't ketch him exchangin’ of ideas with a boy as had bin three times toa Board Skool. 
So says I to myself,‘ Now, he’s wot you may say eddicated, there ain't no more ope for him in the loocrative callin’, as I meant him for.’ 

















“And I was that disgusted, that I walked straight into the Royal Collidge of Fizishuns, and I says to the cove in the front ‘all, I ses,‘’Ere! Djeer? If you wants 
a boy to bring bup as a doctor, or some sich pauper, here's this one, as ain't no good fer nothink else now !’” 
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THE GRAND OLD KOCH. et | 
OUR OWN SPECIAL AND PARTICULAR INOCULATOR PREPARES TO INJECT A LITTLE 
COMMON SENSE INTO THE CONSERVATIVE PARTY. 


[See Cartoon Vorees, p. 252. 
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CONVERSATIONS FOR THE TIMES. 


“THE SEAMY SIDE.” 
© URSELF (to radiant gentleman 
tale in evening dress). You do indeed 
look rosy and amiable! This 
polite and complacent smirk, 
this raising of the hat to every 
stranger of whatever condition 
whom you encounter, this rub- 
bing of the hands the one over 
the other, bespeak a frame of 
mind thickly caked with roseate 
amiability ! 

BADIANT GENTLEMAN. How 
could it be otherwise? Am I not 
bidden to a sumptuous banquet, 
where, amid the eating and 
drinking of things pleasant to 

s the palate, I shall enjoy the fas- 

©).  cinating spectacle of hundreds of 

persons, each bursting with a 

delicious yearning to embrace every other, while, with an honeyed 

intonation, he pours into his ear all the divers kinds of comp)iment 
and other verbal amenity that exist? 

OURSELVES. It is indeed a sweetly consoling sight. May I ask 
whether yeare all long lost and devoted brothers, O ye at the banquet, 
that you smile so one upon another / 

THE DINERS. We are indeed all brothers, and overflowing with 
affectionate admiration, for are we not seated at this board to receive 
and welcome the beneficent and exemplary heroes who have just 
returned from their never-enough-to-be-praised expedition to Ob- 
scurest Lybia? . . . Ha, they come, the heroes ot the day—let us 
smile upon them with our broadest smile. 

OURSELVES, Indeed, but this warms the heart! The smile of the 
hosts apes the hero-guests is only equalled in tenderness by the 
smile of the guests upon the hosts, and these by the smile of the 
guests upon each other. And now they get upon their legs and speak 
the speeches of after-dinner. How sweet to hear each one in turn, 
as, with many bows and smiles of polite amiability, he describes each 
other one with all the gushing vocabulary of infinite laudation. Who 
would have guessed that there could assem)b'e in this one room such 
nobleness, self denial, devoted courage, humaneness, indomitable 
energy, courtesy, frankness, honesty, magnanimity, generosity, 

tience, self command, disintercstedness, justice, talent, skill, en- 

urance,and other things? Hark!—they couple with the above 
nouns, each other, their hosts, the British pabiie, the natives of 
Obscurest Lybia, and those of the rest of the world, the waiters, the 
man who took the coats and umbrellas in the cloak room. And now 
they fall upoa each other's necks and sob with affectionate admira- 
tion and shake hands with the waiters, the umbrella man, the police 
outside, the world! Oh, let us pause and drop an irrepressible tear ! 

THE ASSEMBLED Hosts. For they're a jolly good fellow! Hip! 
hip! hip! One more! Hoo-ray! Oh, aren't they—we—everybody 
—all lovely? 

OvuRSsELVES., And—see—what is yon sable form which, all ornate 
with blue ribbons and little satin bows, like unto an ox at Christmas 
time, is: elevated on to the 
table, and from that emin- 
ence! bows and smiles widely, 
and utters (in an evidently 
complimentary tone) the 
words, ‘Yah-yah! yum- 
yum!"? 

A Diner. Who but a re- 
presentative native of Ob- 
ecurest Lybia, who has jour- 
neyed all these miles: to 
express the delight of his 
dusky brethren at the benefi- 
cent and delightful expedi- 
tion which bas brought such 
joy to their country. He is 
describing, in voluble Yam- 
buyere,the inestimable noble- 
ness of the conduct of the 
Expedition towards the 
natives. And see—the mem- 
bers of the Expedition em- 
brace the sable one, and the sable one embraces the waiters, and the 
glee singers, and the policeman in the hall, while the universe sends 
up a mighty and flattering shout of “They're a jolly good feller!” 

- o * a 
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OURSELVES (to the sume being who was erstwhile a radiant gentle- 














man in evening \dress). Why knits your brow as you peruse your 
daily qa ? 

THE ERSTWHILE RADIANT GENTLEMAN, Why? For the black 
and demoniac evilness of all those members of the Obscurest Lybia 
Expedition. See—here is a letter from the leader about one of his 
officers, describing him as a brainless and hideous bodysnatcher and 
low thief. Then here is a letter from Doctor Jones, of the Expedi- 
tion, denouncing the leader as a ghastly and cold blooded free-booter 
and renegade, a son of a dog, and a common pickpocket and member 
of the Metropolitan Board of Works. And then I come to a letter 
from the Lybian native, dealing with Doctor Jones, Lieutenant 
Brown, Colonel Green, and Mr. Robinson, all of the Expedition. He 
describes them all 2s loathsome and inhuman drunkards and three- 
card men, also as regicidal maniacs and penny-a-liners. The next 
letter is from Colonel Green, who declares the leader, Lieutenant 
Brown, Mr, Robinson and the Lybian native to be truckling charla- 
tans of degraded tastes and objectionable antecedents, low and 
grovelling adventurers and mercenary billstickers unworthy of the 
name of gentlemen. 

Then we come toa letter from Mr. Robinson, describing Mr. Robinson 
as an underhanded and unscrupulous loafer, a frequenter of penny 
gaffes and Italian ice shops. He describes, in indignant tones, how bis 
wig came off in the interminable forest, and how he tried to steal 
the leader’s tooth brush. And to this letter is appended another 
from the same person, explaining that, since writing the above, it has 
occurred to him that he himself is Mr. Robinson to whom he attri- 
butes such malpractices, and utterly denying the truth of every word 
of the letter which he holds up to execration as a cruel and cowardly 
libel, of which he challenges the author to prove one word. 

Then follows a letter, signed by all the members of the Expedition, 
denouncing themselves to a man as mean, unscrupulous, rascally 
and detestable cab-touts, to whom the appellation “fiend” would be 
a gross compliment ; and the rest of the column is a list of the libel 
cases intended for hearing in connection with the affair—Leader v. 
Robinson and Green; Robinson and Lybian Native v. Brown, Jones 
and Robinson ; Brown v. Leader; United Lybia v. the Lot of ’Km, 
etc. Very sad and dreadful, isn’t it? For they’re (if we are to take 
their own word for it) a jolly bad feller! 








LAST week, Inverness-shire was visited by a shock of earthquake, 
which lasted twenty seconds. As no one wes injured, this might be 
termed an Inverness ‘scape. 











A “STOCK” ACTOR. 
Manager (to old actor).—“ No; I'm afraid we've nothing in your 
way.” 
Olid Actor.— But, my dear sir, do you know what is my way? I 
go from Shakespeare to a monkey on a tight rope, and that’s a pretty 
long range, I should think.” 
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NAUGHTY MISS ADA. 
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This is the short sighted but good girl 
who smiles cheerfully at dear auntie every 
time she passes down the road in front of 
“ Gulpers,” where dear auntie lives. 


























“Hullo, here’s sport! here’s a blooming gal a-smiling 
and nodding to me. I must fetch her. Haw, haw!” 


eel 





This is “dear auntie” (from whom she 
has expectations) a-sitting at the window 
and watching for the cheerful smiles, as 
sbe is wont to do. 





day's déjeiinér. 
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“ Here’sdearauntie. I'll give her an extra 
nod, to cheer her up.” 


And here’s Tummus, the new foot- 
man, adjusting of his collar, which has 
been put up by the “old’un,” expect- 
ing him‘to eat cold remains at his first 











“*Old ‘un’s’ fallen ill and gone up- 
stairs. Nothing for me to do but 
look out o’ parlour window. Enough 
to give one the bally hump.” 


Mune ~~ 


CWS At 





Here's dear auntie being told of all the goings on between Miss 
Ada and Tummus. Result—Fresh will, awful blueing. 
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Ballad of the Short Clay. 


[Literary men are (sic—but no matter!) usually 
smokers; but although they may smoke cigars in pub- 
lic, they keep the pipe for the seclusion of the study 
—Daily Paper.} 

I LOVED thee, diminutive clay ! 

Loved thee and loved thee, for thine 

Was an influence sweet and benign 

That could still from this spirit of mine 
Drive its sorrow and sadness away. 

Thou wert foul and repulsive to see, 

Yet the magic of mirth and of glee, 

Of contentment and peace, were with thee, 

So I loved thee, diminutive clay! 


I smoked thee, diminutive clay ! 
Smoked thee and smoked thee, and ne’er 
Found a pipe so replete with good cheer, 
Though a legion of rivals are here, 

_ And magnificent tempters are they: 
No delight in the meerschaum I took, 
Nor the blandishments ever could brook 
Of the hookah and f nt tschibouque, 

So I smoked thee, diminutive clay ! 


I blest thee, diminutive clay ! 
Blest thee and blest thee, for well 
Did I prove how thy mystical spell 





Could the fogs from my fancy dispel | 
And the brain weakness banish away, 

In vain, without thee, might I dream 

To discuss bibliophilist’s theme, 

Or drink deep at Pieria’s stream, 
So I blest thee, diminutive clay ! 


I hid thee, diminutive clay! 
Hid thee and hid thee from view 
When I mixed with my friends, for I knew 
That the stern and exemplary crew 

Would behold thee with scorn and dismay. 
In my den, while no mortal was nigh, 
To thy measureless charms I would fly, 
But, when under Society’s eye, 

Oh, I hid thee, diminutive clay ! 


THE ENVOY. 


I curse thee, diminutive clay ! | 
Curse thee and curse thee, for she | 
Who had plighted her love-troth to me 
Has beheld me indulging in thee 

In my sanctum sanctorwm to-day | 
And black, black was the frown on her brow, 
As she madly retracted her vow, 

And I'll die an old bachelor now,— 

So I curse thee, diminutive clay ! 


ONE of the best among the many Christ- 
mas Numbers lying around is the Lady's 
Pictorial, which is full of powerful narratives 
by such favourite writers as Mrs. Oliphant, 
Mrs, Macquoid and Lady Colin Campbell, and 
is also plentifully supplied with clever illus- 
trations by Bernard Partridge, Maurice (reif- 
fenhagen, E. H. Townshend and A. Fores- 
tier. Last, but anything but least, there is 
the Coloured Supplement—showiog a most 
beautiful blonde—described as ‘ Queen of 
the Roses.” This delightful damsel has quite 
mashed Mr, F.—— 


es 
a = 


O’S8hea-meful ! 


ALAS! that one-in whom poor Erin placed 
Full faith and credit, she at last vers 


To be contemned, deservedly disgraced, 
Basest of iriends, and paltriest of lovers. 
Whether Eria’s cause may suffer, who can tell, 

Buthe,at least, has rang his own (Par)knell! 





BREWERS are, of course, ‘optimists, so 
ambitious, they are always aiming at some 
(m)altitude. 
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\Rifle-de-Riddleolderay. 
rumours 
have gone around as to the 
worth (or the want thereof) 
of the new magazine rifle.) 
Do we dozef do we 
dream ? 
Do we dodder in 
doubt? 
Or what's this gun 
scheme 4 
Which now makes a 
many doubt ? ’ 
~~ Is the Magazine Rifle a 
-—— UN | Wi Or is but a fashion 
Mae a) gone out? 
A cry through the Press 
Has been raised re this 
“ arm,” 
And has caused some dis- 
tress, 
Not to mention alarm, : 
By guying the magazine 
rifle,— & 
And some said ’twould 
really cause harm ! 


\ But Stanhope, and eke 
2... The brave Buller 
SO (Sir R.) 
* Ye To Belen (alti | Its praise now doth speak. 

3 ie Sa e Frederic (« ipy A 7 B. prefers it by far ; 
oa a So ’twould seem that it 
DOGMATIC. isn’t a failure. 
Father.—" Have you named your dog yet, Ethel?” §Ethel.— Yeth, thir; I’m going to call him after you.” If this isn’t true, don't 
Father.—“ That's not very complimentary, Ethel.” Ethel.—“ Ith all right ; he won't know enough to care.” blame this par. 


\ \; [A great man 
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A Consoling Clause. 


{An evening paper, speaking of Lord Salisbury, says, among other things, “ he jis 
really not a bad man—far from it.""] 

You've heard of Lord Salisbury? “Rather!” you say, 
“ He's the chief of that curious party called Tory.” 

Right you are, reader. And he, day byiday, 
Like the rest of his party, insists on ite glory. 

Now, we know that ite greatness is hardly so great 
As they fondly imagine, although “ pom pom” it, 

And we know, too, this peer’s not too strong in the State ; | 
Still, Lord Salisbury’s not a bad fellow—far fromiit ! 


True, Beaconsfield, whom some declare he reveres, 
Was oftentimes prone to disdain the grim “ Solly” ; 
He called him a master of gibes, floute and sneers, 
And seized every chance of denouncing his folly. 
True, Salisbury muddled his Poor Dwellings Scheme— | 
And that he as a star oft is dulled by Fate’s comet ; | 
Still, in spite of all this, he deserves your esteem, 
For Lord Salisbury's not a bad sort—no, far from it! 


You will also confess that since he’s been in pow’r 

He has frittered away nearly all of his chances ; 
Also, that his hold doth get weaker each hour, 

For he, like his friends, tells 80 many “ romances.” 
In short, for these days of progressive reform 

His views and his party's nigh cause one to vomit, 
And that timidly now he is dreading a storm ; 

Still, in other respects he’s not bad—no, far from it! 

















Caen — 


Judy’s Annual for 1891. 


Mr. Fun, without speaking egotistically, can solemnly state that 
his knowledge of the ways of theatrical people is both 
varied and extensive. It is, therefore, not to be wondered at that | 
“ Behind the Scenes,” just published, the shilling annual containing 
thirty-two stories by as wag, Age my actors and actresses, has 
erg rg Ag 9d bee him. He knows his friend Judy isa t 
old lady, but how she could have to secure stories from such 
— : tely busy people as Mrs. Bernard-Beere, Wilson Barrett, 

rles 











arner, Jessie Bond, Weedon Grossmith, W. H. Denny and 
Rutland 


pn, will for ever remain to him a vast conu m. 


Pat.—“ Whist now, ye spalpeen ! will ye come down out o’ that!” 


Barringto 
In fact, Judy's Annual itself isa conundrum ; it is the :most extra- Mike,—“ Bejabers ! an’ I won't at all at all.” 
ordinary silingywort ever seen. Pictures and stories are alike Pat.—“ Ye won't, ye omadhaun, ye won't come down? Bedad! thin 
excellent in the highest degree. whin you do come down, I'll make ye.” 
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A THRILLING TALE. 
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"The GREY LADY!!! Here. Im off 

But it Was only the butler passing the door with the plate-basket, 
° ' o , 

on his way up to bed A FA 


D2 








—_ gl (4) , _ f . 
As. the hour of m king with the Grey Lady ap- 
roached amd expired Suddenly, _— om 
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Sa” To OORRESPONDENTS.—The Editor does not bind himself to acknowledge, return or pay for Cintributions. In no case will they be returned unless 
accompanied by a stamped and directed envelope. 
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The Grand Old Koch, 
(See CARTOON.) 


You have heard, no doubt, 
A good deal about 
Doctor Koch, of great medical reputation, 
Who eays he is sure 
He has found a cure 
For consumption by way of inoculation ; 
And the patients come flocking so fast, that he 
Can't prepare his new lymph in sufficient 
degree, 
They're so eager to see 
If his method mayn’'t be 
The means of obtaining their health’s salva- 
tion. 
Our Parliament men 


Vinolix 


es 
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AWARDED SEVEN PRIZE MEDALS | 


Suffer much, now and then, 
From consumption—of time—which requires 
correction ; 
And, well knowing the ropes, 
Doctor Gladstone Koch hopes 
To subdue that disease by a little injection. 
Ofsound Common Sense: asis right, he'll begin 
With the Government Bench, putting some 
of it in 
Deaftly under the skin 
(Which is not at all thin), 
And we trust it may work to their swift dis- 
infection. 


THE Dean of Norwich has chosen the 
lowest part of the city for his district, as he 





was informed that the inhabitants were in the 
habit of throwing bricks at their visitors. If 
the dean gets a brick, there will be a pair of 
them. 





Just Out.—One Shilling ; Post free 1/2. 
HOOD’S COMIC ANNUAL FOR 1891. 


Pronounced by the Fress to be better than in former 
years, and standing first in the ranks of 
Comic Annuals. 








Ready November 27th.—Price 7 leponce. 
FUN ALMANAC For 1891. 


Enlarged to Twenty Pages. 


“Fon” OFFICE, 153 FLEET STREET, E.C. 
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Write as 4.,,cothly as @ fread pencil, neither acratch nor rt, 

the points bemg rounde| by a New Pruocey N Assen ts 

also drawn to their New “ Graduated Serie of Pens,” which offers 
{| the novel advantage of each pattern beirg made in 4 degrees of 


flexi . Assorted Sample boa, of either series, for 7 stam 
OF ALL CHEMISTS. from C. CRANDAUER & CO.'S PEN WORKS, BIRMINGHAM. 
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aw ench geese are fallen ed. warm receplion. A | 5 | ‘ 
(1) When at restaurants you've fed and are in fettle (5) Here's the ‘‘ water colour” private viewing matter ; ee 
Tisn't business to ‘‘ regret” you cannot settle ! Wat-er colour-able chance for ladies’ chatter. PUHE 


(2) This Fox, while chased, snapped up a fowl in transit. (6) French geese, so oe fattened, raise one’s dander, 
Tis,” he thought, “a poultry notion, but I'll chance it.” We can’t applaud such Gallic propa-gander. 


(3) Two men litigate (a plan that’s mostly folly) (7) A poor maniac, full of sacrilegious notions, 
For this ‘‘colley,” who looks rather melan-colley ! | At church went in for thefts and not devotions. 


(4) This bobby called this boozer “ most restropolis ”— (8) Th’ Influenza fiend again our country touches ; 
A new word that is welcome to the ‘‘ popolis.” | Fun trvets you readers all will ‘scape his clutches. 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 
ee pRINCES8S8’8.—Th ein- 
“YY exorable laws of space 
cut me short last week 
Me SS Yi just as se yetent- 
: hh wy) // //) iog that Mrs, Langtry 
1 uae LLY, y! i: ben latest part is 
= a scarcely the Cleopatra 
yal} of our dreams. I now 
proceed to further ob- 
serve that handsome, 
becoming and often 
changed costumes, 
sight of a pretty face, 
and glimpses of a 
pretty figure give but a faint out- 
line of Shakespeare’s Egyptian 
Qaeen (which sounds like the 
name of a prize strawberry, by 
the way!), and that is all that 
Mrs, Langtry gives us: very 
delightful, as far as it goes, but 
——well, it depends upon the 
point of view, as I said before. 
Mr. Coghlan is a robust, not to 
say robustious, Antony—he has 
caught the soldierly aspect of the 
character, but scarcely the poetry. 
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From the midst of a long cast, 
the only special things which 
dwell in my memory are Mr. 
Kemb'e Cooper's Octavius (spoken 
with jadgment and acted with 
dignity), and Mr. Oscar Adye’s 
very cleverly played Messenger. 
THE PRINCESS S.— THE DISGUSTED Mr. Btirling’s no's vruit Salt— 

OOP-BIKD, THE SMILING Lion, anp - mean, Enobarbue—is said to be 

THE “SERPENT OF THE OLD Niug.” & good performance of its kind. 

It is a kind I can see no reason 
or necessity for myself ; but don’t let me influence yeu. Eros played 
his one scene rather well, by 
the way, and Miss Amy 
McNeil affected me _ plea- 
santly as Charmian. Hut the 
greatest hit of the evening— 
probably the salvation of the 
show—was (mirabile dictu) 
a ballet of the Empire and 
Alhambra pattern, in which, 
by the way, Miss Kmma 
D'Auban and Miss Greet 
distinguished themselves, 
Well, well, it is a thing to 
sec—perhapes, several times, 





THE piece is much short- 
ened since the first night, 
and is so far improved; but 





what a pity (it seems to me) \ ~ .* 
that all these glories were not ARES 
lavished upon a moredrama- > ¥ 

tic specimen of the Bard's “** ( On sinter: 


plays—if Mrs. Langtry must ‘ 

THE I’RINCKS8’S, — ONE OF ANTONY AND 

CLEOPATHA’S PRESUMABLB AMUSEMENTS 

JUDGING FROM TUBIR PECULIAR FOOT- 
GEAR, 


give us the Bard. However, I wish her 
luck, 


TeRkyY's. — Mr. Vinero’s clever and 
amusing /a Chancery, originally pro- 
duced at the Gaiety, and revived at the 
Olympic some three years ago, has been 
re-revived here with Mr. Terry in his 
original part. There is no need to dwell 
yj now upon the exce!lenceof the manager's 
Tuk Pruxcess's —Ocravive ®¢ting_in that part. It is a well studied 

C#SaR Kemeie Coorern, ®2d effective bit of art, as well as excru- 

Esy. ciatingly funny, and Mr. Terry is as 

fresh and spontaneous in his fun as 

though the piece were not something like six or seven years old, 


ght be stronger (but isn t), though there is nothing to be 





said against Mr. Julian Cross, or Mr. J. W. Irish, or Misses Elinore 
Leyshon, Alice Yorke, or Rose Dearing—nor much against anybody 
else. Indeed, Mr. R. Soutar and Mr, Geo, Belmore are very good. 





THE EmPIRE.—They have a new “cantatrice” here, whose name 
is Mile. Juana, and who is new to London—or was last Monday week, 
when she made her first appearance. I hope to see (and hear) her 
myself by-and-by, because I’m told she gives the audience a good 
turn. (“I wants to make yer flesh creep!” said the Fat Boy.) 


Nops AND WINKsS.—Mr. Walter Besant’s Amorel of Lyonesse is 





THE PRINCESS’S — CLEOPATH#A‘’S 
** NEEDLE,” 





being dramatized by Mr. 8. Boyle 
Laurence (and special permission). 
—Mr. Drew introduced Miss Kate 
Doyle, one of his pupils, at St. 
James’ Hall. It would seem as 
though Mr. Drew had a draw last 
Tuesday evening.—Nestor has been 
having the jolliest and most enjoy- 
able time of itat the Ballad Singers’ 
at Homes lately and at the Orpheus 
Club reception the other Sunday, 
and, if music be the food of love, . 
your noticer must be positively poy exactLy sTIR US —GIVRS 
overflowing with tender affection.— US A BIT OF A STIRLING, SAY. 

Murder is a pretty title for a far- 

cical comedy! Mr. J. W. Pigott is the happy iadividual who has 
lighted upon it. The piece which bears it is expected to appear at 
the Globe anon.—This (Tuesday) afternoon Mr. Julian Cross’ play, 
The Penalty, is due at Terry's, and, being due, the Penalty will, no 
doubt, ibe paid.— Mr. Augustus Harris has taken Covent Garden 
Theatre for a year and a quarter, commencing on Monday last. I 
believe his first move will be to put A Million of Money into the 
business.—Mr, Wilson Barrett will set up The People’s Idol at any 
moment now—perhaps before this paragraph is set up.—The long 
lease of Our Flat will shortly 
expire, when there will be 
Private Enquiry at the Strand, 
conducted by Mr. F. C. Burnand. 
— Miss Henrietta Lindley plays 
Mrs. Ralston in Jim the Pen- 
man with the Strolling Players 
at St. George’s Hall on Satur- 
day.— The Mock Doctor 
(Gounod’s), who hasn't practised 
for nearly twenty-five years, 
has been doing some good busi- 
ness at the Grand, under the 
guidance of Mr, Richard Temple. 
—Mr. G. J. Dowse’s Secret 
Sorrow will be revealed to the 
public at the Hackney Manor 
Rooms on Thursday week.— Mr, 
Shiel Barry appeared last Mon- ' Wie CH.EO- 
day at the Lyric Opera House, aT ek teak ai "AN D 
Hammersmith, in Les Cl: ches de RECEIVED. 

Corneville, for a short run, 

supported by Mies Amy Grundy, Messrs. Wm. Hogarth, David 
James, Jun., and company. NESTOR. 
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And cress girl's croak congealeth 
_The blood of sufferers = sf on 
Where cat's meat vendor ranteth not, 
Where chimney sweeper chanteth not, 
Where tortured genius panteth rot 
Neath many a hideous shriek! 





—— 


THE students of the Madrid Uni- 
versity indalged in a riot last week, 
greatly alarming the law abiding 
citizens. These young gentlemen 
appear to be well named, for by their 
actions they appear to be Mad, and 
their fellow townsmen would, doubt- 
less, like to be rid of them. Perhaps 
a little “Spanish stick” would do them 
good, 








Baro-nettled ! 

[Sir Walter de Souza lately gained his action 
against Miss Cobden, Misa Cons, eto., for sit- 
ti ng as County Councillors.) 

Sik W. DE SouzA (shame upon his 
name !) 
Hath been of late engaged in actions 
shady, 
Not only he of ladies has made game, 
But also he preceeded ‘gainst the 
| samne— 
’Gainst female County Councillors— 
oh, shame ! 





Fond Wife—‘ You have been drinking again?” 
do you account for your present condition ?” 





The Mancunian Millennium. 


[The Manchester City Council bas imposed a penalty not exceeding £5 on hawkers 
who may be convicted of “ continuous shouting. ’"— Press.) 
THE Manchester hawker who dares, on his rounds, 
To emit a succession of harrowing sounds 
Will be fined by the Manchester Council five pounds 
For his lusty laryngeal feats ; 
And the peaceful Mancunian learns, with a glee 
More profound than his neighbouring Irwell, that he 
From a gruesome and grievous annoyance is free, 
And observes that at last in his streets 
The sciseors grinder squalleth not, 
The vagrant tinker bawleth not, 
The crafty coalman calleth not 
On buyers to appear ; 
The courtly coster crieth not, 
His lungs the milkman trieth not, 
The flower-boy “ Buy, buy, buy! ”’-eth not 
As if the dead must hear ! 


By the rood, ’tis a rare innovation indeed ! 
And we fervently trust that with laudable speed 
Madame London will follow Dame Manchester's lead 
With an equally stringent. decree ; 
Nay, a wider spread range we advise her to take— 
So extensive a change we beseech her to make 
That not hawkers alone may their frenzy forsake, 
But our city a city may be 
Where dreary church-bell knelleth not, 
Nocturnal toper yelleth not, 
And General B—th compelleth not 
His Sabbath drums to beat ; 
Where barrel organ blareth not, 
Grex Ululans forth fareth not, 
And pseudo-patriot aireth not 
His views in open street | 


And, if old Madame London our counsel disdain, 
Then a host of poor wretches on sickness beds lain, 
And a host of poor toilers who toil with the brain, 
And whom street fiends have filled with despair, 
Will away from the noisy metropolis flee, 
And in calm Cottonopolis settle with glee, 
Where their Hades transformed to Avilion will b>, 
Since they'll find an Elysium there 
Where shrimp retailer squealeth not, 
Where muffin bell loud-pealeth not, 











“IT WON’T DO, JOHNNY!” 
John.— No, m'love (hic).” 
John.—“ I fancy I must have been (hic) hypnotized.” 





Behold a Baronet who Souz-a lady ! 


TT Fredeny (at br 


FP. W.— Well, how 


A LADIES’ art club has been esta- 
blished at Kensington, with studios and 
rooms for music practising, This is 
a most excellent institution, and we 
heartily hope that all the ladies in our neighbourhood who indulge 
every day in a couple of hours of “ Czerny’s Hundred and One" will 
join at once, 


a SSS 








THE Royal Humane Society has granted another medal to Joseph 
Craig, of Newcastle, for saving life, making the third he has received. 
A medalsome young gentleman, this, 


; 
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A STRONG POINT. 
Artist (to Irish Model),—“ Keep still, O'Grady, and put on a smile.” 
Model.—*1 can’t, sorr. I've got a pound of three inch nails in the 
tail pocket of me coat, and I'm sittin’ on the point of one of ‘em.” 
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“WITHIN THE MEANING OF THE ACT.” 


“ A tradesman in a ema)! way of business was summoned under the Adulteration Act ete.”—Regulation Newspaper Item. 
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“ Justice's henchman had just pounced upon the usual small tradesman for selling an article adulterated by a manufacturer, when a mystericus voice whispered, ‘‘ Yah ! 
Why don’t you proceed against the real culprit—the party in a /arge way—the manufacturer ? 





“Eb? said the henchman. “ Dear me! that never entered my mind before! Where shall I find him?” ‘Ob, in bis town marsion, or his villa, or his yacht,” said 
the mysterious voice. And the henchman felt rather nervous about it, but went off. 


& . 





_ He tracked the real adulteration oulprit—the large manufacturer—to the House of Commons, and was about to serve him with a summona, when, most providen- 
tially, Justice herself came that way. “Goed heavens, policeman!” exclaimed Justice,“ what can you be thinking about? This is one of the gentlemen who mad: 
the law. He never intended it to apply to himself—only to the small trader. Be off!” It was most providential that Justice stopped the affair in time—such a shock- 
ing affair, you know, to interfere with trade in a large and influential way! Dear, dear 
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THE BILL OF FARE. | 


The G.O.M.—“BUT YOU DON’T EXPECT US T@ SWALLOW ALL THIS STUFF?” 
Head Waiter—“NO, SIR; CERTAINLY NOT, SIR. MOST OF 'EM IS @NLY HORNAMENTS TO THE MENOO, SIR.” 
(See Oartoon Verses, p. 212 ai] 
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HEARD DURING A CHECK. 








Sportsman (with flask).—" Hallo, old chap! Been having a roll? Take something to wash it down.’ 





| 


Society’s New Dinner Hour. 


A Fashionable Grievance. 


{The Prince of Wales intends, it is said, to in. 
troduce a reforminthe dionerhour. The fashion- 
able hour of dining has in recent years been 
getting later and later, and is now generally half- 
past eight, and often nine o’clock. The Prince 
will fix the dinner hour for eight, and, of courre 
Society will follow his ruling.) 


AN awful bore is this affair, 
Which we from rumour take on trust, 
Such early dining we can’t bear. 
What! Eight o’clock! Absurd! But there, 
If H.R. H. says so, we must / 


Now, half-past eight — nine — half-past 
nine— 
Are dining hours we fancy just ; 
’Tis then we take our plats and wine. 
But now the Prince coes eight design ! 
Well, if the Prince says eo, we must / 


We real Society persons view 
Such early dining with disgust ; 
We'd make it midnight—entre nous, 
But if he says “ eight,” what can we do? 
What he enjoins us, do we must. 


Yaas, though we groan beneath the 
weight, 
We'll try this plan which we distrust ; 
We'll keep this stupid hour of eight ; 
But if we faint and droop, we’ll state— 
“You, Albert Edward, said we must!” 
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New Leaves. 

“FLEET STREET,” by Walter Wellsman (OC, Mitchell & Co.—fcr 
private circulation), gives a concise chronicle of the rise and pro- 
grees of Fleet Street journalism. It seems almost a pity it is for 

rivate circulation only.—From Mersrs, Biggs & Co. we have four 

ks—‘ Bonnie Boy's Soap Bubbles,” by Maggie Symington, a 
charming book for children ; “ My Schoolfellows,” by Ascot R. Hope 
—essentially a boy's book, a book of boys and for boys—the epeci- 
mens are numerous and characters various; ‘‘ May Hamilton,’ by 
M. B., written with an evidently gocd purpose, which its influence 
may go far to accomplish ; and “The Handy Book of the House- 
hold,” which contains lots of -useful information on household 
matters.— 'rom Messrs, Frederick Warne & Co. we have “ Fortune's 
i Mirror,” eet in gems, by M. Halford, illustrated by K. Crauford, 
na” of the Birthday Book species: the verse is simple, if not very strong, 
Ea the designs graceful and artistic—the mirror is outside—the reflections 
a are inside; “Barker's Facts and Figures” (1891), which is biim- 
oF ful of statistical information ranging over all ccuntries and aj] sub- 
A ate and the Third Series of the “Encore Reciter,” edited by 

. E. Marehall Steele, who bas put his knife into many favourite 
authors, and cut out a lot of their choicest bits suitable for reciters’ 
use.—From Ward and Downey we have “Music Hall Land,” by 
Percy Fitzgerald, who graphically describes, in a few short chapters, 
the “veneral oddities of that strange country.’— David Bryce and 
Son, of Glasgow, send us ‘ One-and-Twenty Pages,” by Twym—and 
very amusing pages they are, filled with spirited sketches of cleverly 
drawn character and caricature.—In “ A Guide to the Tobacco Trade” 
(The Tobacconists’ Outfitting Co.) those who are in or intend em- 
barking in the tobacco business will find not only their best guide, 
but also a counsellor and friend who will conscientiously fit them cut 
fittingly. 














Good Enough for Paupers! 


if Some flour supplied to paupers proved to be 
) | Unfit for human food, and hence came strife ; 
: | 





Now, those who sold and bought such stuff, you see, 
All (as you'll, undoubtedly, agree) 
Wore the White Fleur of a Shameless Life! 





I say—Look here! 


IF things go on as they are doing, the end of the world will soon 





artists have helped to make up this unique threepenn’orth of Mrs. Judy's. 
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be with us. Here's “Judy Almanac for 1891" out, and better than A LAPSUS LINGUA. 

ever, too, Fred Barnard ought to be imprisoned for life; his | Duck of a Wife.—“ There, sir! tiere’s a charming button-hole for 
attack on those delightfully pure people, Messrs. Charrington and | you! Now, I think you ought tog ve m2 just as much as you woul 
MeDougall, in his ‘“‘ Mems. for the Months,” simply makes us yell. | those forward girls at the florist’s for it.” ' 
Messrs, Chasemore, (ireiffenhagen, Parkinson, and a host of other | The Wretch.—*“ All right, ducky—but I’ve just given you one kiss. 





[ And then th band played. 
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BOILED EYED BENJAMIN 





He was a deuce and all of a dull chap, 
was Benjamin. Why, it wasas muchas 


that one and ore make four, piano?” 








Py 


——— 
“Now, look here, Fossil. Why is a pig like a grand piano ?,” 
“ Ah-h-h!” 


Said Shikee to him one day, “ Here's a good i 
anyone could do to get him to believe for you, Ben, my boy. Way is a bh pen pate 


“ Ha, ha, h-a-a-al I know now!” 








“ Here, you're too smart for riddles. We'll try you 
at something else.” 

















THE CLANG OF THE CLOCK TOWER. 


Ir1sH Land Purchase, Tithe Rent Charge, etc. etc. Yes, the 


Qieen’s Speech was pregnant with importance. Bat it fell flat—and 
why? Becaure the 


Speech of the Queen 
of Great Britain was 
all but forgotten, in 
speculation as to what 
would be the action 
of the Uncrowned 
King. Would he be 
dethroned as well as 
uncrowned ? 

Was ever such a 
crisis in the bistory of 
parties? Certainly 
not in our genera- 
tion. L’affaire 
Dilke sinks iato in- 
significance beside 
it. That Charles, 
able as he was, only 
was a henchman, 
This is a leader. 
This one has raised 
\ ad a tre Home Rale 

E Party from the 

Jastede “Yeome position of a com- 
SEAKCDING THE VAULTS FOR POSSIBLE GUY paratively insignifi- 
FAWKESES, cant faction to the 

rank of a Third 
Party, equal in power to eithtr of th: others, What will be the 
course of action of that man who, at a time of life when most men 








have retired, if not from life altogether, at all events from active 
forms of it? Hveryone is certain of one thing. It will be consistent 
with, if not expediency, honour. And he proves the surmise true. His 
ultimatum is that his way and Parnell’s must lie henceforth asunder, 
Then comes the question, “ What will the other onedo?” That also 
is soon answered, He will sit tight. Well, after all, Gladstone came 
to Parnell, not Parnell to Gladstone. Parnell, for good or evil, made 
himself a power, unaided by the man who afterwards courted him, 
Then comes the cruz, Which shall the Home Rule cause lose, 
Gladstone or Parnell? Englishmen, and many Irishmen, agree that 
Parnell has made such chaos of the rule of one home, he had better 
put on his coat. The question is, “ Under which king?” If the 
Irishmen elect to defy public opinion, the Home Rule in this genera- 





BACK IN THBIB OLD PLACES, 


tion hears ite death knell rung by Parnell, and the political world 
loses for ever its most prominent figure during the last fifty years, 

The acquaintance of Mrs. O’Shea-who-must-be-obeyed, finds cold 
shoulders turned towards him. Mr. Balfour smiles as quietly as ever. 
Those beefeaters who searched for possible Guy Fawkeses could not 
have found any explosive that could have shattered parties as a great 
man’s weakness has done. 


The best laid schemes o’ mice and men 
Gang aft a-giey.” 
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REPUDIATION. 


Grand Old Othello.—“ Cassio, I love thee ; but never more be officer of mine,” 


| Our Friends the Hnemies. 


{Just as we are going to press we learn that 
| Mr. Parnell has actually appeared at the open- 
| ing of Parliament, and has “consented” to 
| vetain his leadership of the Irish Party. The 
jubilation of the Tories and Unionists knew no 
bounds, and they at once urged that this was 
the time for a Dissolution.) 
Og, Mr. Parnell, bless you, sir !— 
We Tories give you blessing— 
For causing this unsavoury stir, 
This scandal so distressing ! 
| It cropped up just in time for us, 
| Your hideous behaviour ; 
And all this most disgusting fuss 
Has been for ws a saviour. 
Till then, we knew not what to do, 
And so we’re much obliged to you |! 


The loathsome details of the suit 

In which you largely loomed, sir, 
Have borne for ws tremendous fruit, 

For we were nearly doomed, sir. 
We Tories with great gladness seized 

This stick to thrash Home Rule with, 
For Ireland’s cause we saw, most 

pleased, 

You'd play’d the traitorous fool with! 
Your fire-escaping helps us through— 
We're really much obliged to you / 


We felt afraid some shame might lurk 
In what you'd call your heart, sir,— 
That for awhile you’d cease to work, 
And might, pro tem., depart, sir. 
But since we've heard you mean to 
stay, 
Why, still more hope we'll borrow, 
You've given your only chance away 
Of showing manly sorrow ! 
We even can with calmness view 
A Dissolution—thanks to you / 


* * * * 
Fon hoped that P. would keep from 
view 
Until repentance hearty 
Had part atoned his injury to 
His “ friend” and to his party, 
But since his post he doth retain 
In shameless ostentation, 
To Gladstone and to FUN ’tis plain 
He “ sells” his suffering nation! 
Yes, Parnell, all the Tory crew, 
Now how] in triumph—thanks to you | 








A CONTEMPORARY informs us that 
‘Bald headed men are numerous in 
Berlin.” Query—Is marriage a failure 
in the German capital ? 





Well-sh-ame on them! 


[Many concerned with Gallant Little Wales are complaining that, although a 
Welsh Chair is now established at the three Welsh Universities, the study of Welsh 
does not receive due attention. } 

To found a Welsh chair 
Is, of course, only fair, 
'Twould satisfy e’en a Welsh fairy ; 
But ‘tis strange, is it not? 
They the language forgot— 
That, in short, they all seemed Welsh-Chary ! 


—_ 
ee 


Leaves off the Xmas Tree. 


THE Christmas Number of the Penny Jliustrated Paper has several 
spirited and sensational stories and poems by such able authors as 
G. R. Sime, G. Manville Fenn, Aglen A. Dowty (Smiff), Clo. Graves, 
H. Chance Newton, Byron Webber, Howard Paul, and the gifted 
editor, John Latey, jun., whose “ Daughter of the People” stands 
deservedly prominent, The accompanying coloured print, “ Baby's 
Own,” is a picture certain of extensive popularity.—TZhe Detroit 
Free Press Christmas Number has two stories, “The Record of 
Badalia Herodsfoot,” by Rudyard Kipling, a strongly told tale of 
back slum brutality, with redeeming features, and “ One Day's Court- 








ship,” by Luke Sharp, which, if not so powerful, is certainly more 
pleasing. 

The producers and publishers of the Christmas Card Families can 
scarcely be expected to have many great or startling novelties in form 
or feature. Such, however, as are passable are to be found in the 
outcome from Hildesheimer and Faulkner, whose illustrated books 
booklets and cards it would be impossible to excel for artistic design 
delicacy of colour, and extreme beauty of workmanship. — Messrs. 
Raphael Tuck and Sons also may be mentioned in terms of the highest 
— for their inexhaustible assortment of exquisitely tasteful and 

utiful fine art productions, and for their gracefully delicate 
designs in the direction of Christmas Greetings, 





—_— 


Tip us your Finn! 
In Finland, 'tis said, for reform there's a cry, 
For the Finns seem to fancy their rights now diminish ; 
Quite Finn de siecle they'll be by-and-by, 
If they properly carry their plans to a Finnish ! 








THE Society for the Prevention of Cruelty to Animals is desirous 
of putting down the docking of horses’ and dogs’ tails, But, unfor- 
tunately, it is fashionable, and we fear the “dockers” would strike at 
any interference, 
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. DISAPPOINTING GUEST. 
s Its astra ordinary how deffveult- ibis to please 


Some people rea 
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“a\ and to aive him hecame he seemed quite puf an, 8 %. 
AM oa 4, See through only tool a news-paner db sires oe whea he learned tt 

ih od ns enbbion Ana although they made Freddy vecite’ The boy stood on the burn- 
Yahi inp” deck" to him, fourteen tames,(which he did with very few sete, 
tahes,) the old yellow wouldnt cheer up a bit' ; 
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rushed to greet him with open arms, 


at ther — 
a hearky welcome. Buthe seem- \ x. 
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They got hit ; 
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He said whist was hie favourite game bub he didnt Seam to en- 


; ana ~~ 4 yf: . " Ca . 
ry. ust because ny | 4 Py even that. He heraly $s 2Ke a word all the tune, and quite 
Jam and the children ha ened ; 4 he 7 lost his tempat uf anyone dropped a yew cards or 
to smile where he Smashed his thumb with the hammer and rou ght +} ' ss Tevoked : As 4 ie mattered ' —, 
the Stiukte dA owl down on his head, he used Such language— well Mere. 
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Then he went and 
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ing, with rheumatic fewer in the 
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Ana to crown all he told Hayseed 
when he left that he was crippled fer 
life and felt ten years older after hu: 

€ went home and 
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Tam and mud. As f Jum cnld help . gor up a litt party in his honour nf atter all thew trouble! 
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Ww hat are Morals Unpractised ? 
WILLIAM SIKES isa burglar of nasty renown, 
He has burgled in all the best parts of the 

_ town; 
He is modest, is William, not given to brag, 
Or wonderful tales he could tell of his “ swag.” 


But what moat distinguishes Bill from his pals, 


His favourite theme is “ What people don’t do, 
As is always a-preachin’ o' duty ter you: 
That's jist where yer bloomin’ good partners 
turns pale, Nee ia 
While, if I ses I'll crack a tight crib, dol 


As he stands in the dock he’s a pictare to see, 
And his judges are ten times more troubled 





| 





Hirsch! Hirsch! Here comes—— 


THEY siy that Baron Hirsch—the Prince's 
chum 
(So chummy that some twit the Heir 


A t) 
A very a Ifal markeman has become— 
In musketry to rival him one daren’t, 


And makes him the darling of noend of “gals,” than he. He daily doth at “feather” and at “fur 
Is the bigh moral patter that falls from his Says he, “ Yer’ve not gone the right way with | shot, 

_lips me yet; fget!’” | And go his mien may b2 described as Hirs- 
As glibly as butter from hot muffios slips. Pat yer morals in practica, ‘Forgive and for- | (ch )ate, 


BZ To CORRESPONDENTS.—The Ediio 





r does not bind himself to acknowledge, return or pay for Contributions, In no case will they be returned unless 


accompanted by a al amped and directed envelope, 
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THE LODESTAR OF HIS LIFE 
fautas the Summer | 


waxed, his cheeriness 
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ROIS LOE MSE 
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When Spring Time faded into Summer, he Was Plump 
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i adult in the dying 
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; LDisconsola , from dawn tdusk, he Autumn, 5 
} wandered, as in search of somettung lovedandlost ) a gladsome notice mef his eye he 15 happy as a careless child. 
. | The Bill of Fare. Experience shows the Management fills | One of the courses left unto him then 
: See C . With big items its list, Is to let his land a rabbit warren ba. 
‘ (SEE CARTOON.) Whereof some must be miss’d, A lofty way of looking at it, eh? 
THE Tory Restaurant's patrons note And such Bills of Fare (or such fare of Bills) | But is the notion warren- ted to pay! 
There's a wonderful lot Are liable unto deduction ; [ = 
To be served up hot, | But p’rhapsit’s the Management'sartfuldodge | Just Out.—Priee 2d.; Post-free, 3d. 
Ree! As per it’s advertised table d'hite ; To appear to purvey 
ee But still it by no means follows | In a generous way, | F i A N a stoi 1891. 
At, They'll seeall theplatsthatare promised,for— | And, directly ite patrons refuse to stodge, ptt Mite se 8 les He wear 
Though mention of each It can raise the cry of Obstruction : Ready December 10th. 
In Her Majesty's Speech Aye, tactical tricks may be lurking there bi ”s 
| Has been made—these form surely a good In the seemingly Copious Bill of Fare. | FUN'S MERRY CHRISTMAS 
; | deal more ieee A Regular Screamer! 
i Than the average customer swallows ; O, Drabbit it ! | Twenty-four Pages of Comicality, and all for 
i And some bogus dishes seem figuring there, LORD WALSINGHAM opines that if his men One Penny. 
Mere ornaments unto the Bill of Fare. Should dare to strike for rise in £ 8. d., | “Foun” OFFICE, 153 FLEET STREET, E.O, 
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N.W., and Pabi lished (for the Proprietors) by W Lay, at 155 Pleet Street F,' 
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(1) Two boys from Berlin, o1 ; 
; ys , on the Spree (ah, good time-honoured wheez: ! 
Were fain to fight Red Indians with weapons such as these. 


(2) A cabby kicked a magistrate (who proved an ex-M. P.),— 





No more Za dy Guides 


(5) Ex-thieves enjoy a supper where our Savory Mayor holds sway, 
And all they steal is but a glance at grub to “ put away.” 

Not ex-M p (6) A certain Christmas custom is dis-carded now, it seems, [schemes !” 
(3) 0 ex-M.P.-lary conduct, though, as one may plainly see, And some cry, ‘‘Thus is Christmas (s)carred by such progressive 
Sein who scandalized his neighbour and declared him nearly “broke,” | (7) A “‘lydy,” who, of course, was called an “‘ actress” on the sheet, 

(4 & cast in heavy damages, is sorry that he spoke, segan bothering a bobby bounding bravely on his beat, 
) Fare the Beauty to the Beast appears a friend and not a foe, 

or glibly through the cattle-ogue the Beauty straight doth go, 
VOL, LII, 


= - ay 
| (5) The Lady Guides Society, wound up of late, they say, 
| Byt since then it unwound itself. and so is “ Guy(de) to day.” 
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“he CRITERION.—It is 
one of the curiosities 


of literature and dra- 
matic history that such 
a“ nailed up” piece of 
. workas London Assur- 
) ance should have“ held 
the boards” as it has 
done. A_ congenial 
woodenness may have 
something to do with 
it, to say nothing of the 
“nailing” process. It isn’t 
as though there were clever 
studies of character to 
carry off a weak story and 
poor dialogue, or smart 
writing to compensate for 
impossible intrigue and 
inept characterisation, or 
an interesting plot to draw 
the attention from unin- 
spired “lines” and puppet- 
like dramatis persona. 
Because there isn’t. 
There’s no explaining the 
phenomenon— it’s a pure 
mystery. The story is 
impossible nonsense, the 
characters were all well- 
known stage types of the 
period, and precious arti- 
ficial at that, and the 
dialogue is about as orii- 
THE CRITERION. —A LONG-LEGGED DRAMA, nary as it can be, 








THE piece is generally a sure card, however, and managers can 
ecarcely be blamed for playing it. There is a special interest about 
the Criterion revival, moreover, for Mr. Wyndham, to make Assurance 
doubly sure, probably, has dressed it in the costume of its period. 
The result is good all round—it has the attraction of being “ some- 
thing freth,” it gives the piece a sort of classic dignity, and the 
advantage of picturesque effect, and, most advantageous of all, it 
takes the play out of our time, so that ite artificialities seem but the 
manners of another age, and so may be borne with some equanimity. 
In themselves the dresses are very handsome, though the ladies are 
not quite go faithful to the period as the gentlemen, and appear to 
the knowing eye pretty much as many of the characters in a “ grand 

, archwological revival” would pro- 
tog , bably do to a resuscitated denizen 
; . of the time and place represented. 





It is uncommonly well acted. I 
don't think I ever heard Lady Gay's 
“fox hunt” speech so cleverly given, 
often as I have heard it, and, much 
as I despise it as a “ recitation” in 
the middle of a play, Mrs. Bernard- 
seere forced me to admire the con- 
summate skill with which she spoke 
it—so I hope she is happy! Mr. 
Maude's Cool is another remarkably 
complete impersonation—Mr. Blake- 
ley'’s Meddle, Mr. Giddens’ Dolly, Mr. 
Bourchier’s Charles, Mr. Vincent's 
Harkaway, all good, uncommonly 
good, Miss Mary Moore very sweet, 
Mr. Wyndham, of course, mercurial 
and merry, Charles Matthews redi- 
vivws,and Mr, Farren the Sir Har- 
court of the day. Altogether, in 
phraseology specially adapted to 
pleasure Lady Gay Spanker, /.»ndon 
\ Assurance is sure to b2 well in the 
THE OnirEnion. — How Miss hunt fora long run, with a full Cri 

MOORE MIGHT HAVE LOOKED every evening for as long a time to 


IF BHE HAD DARED TO PUT . . 
THAT BONNET UV—Wwpicn sue Come a8 anybody need care for. 


DIDN'T, 





WESTMINSTER TOWN HALL.—The 


™ very earnest and excellent local Orchestral Society commenced their 


elxth season and sixteenth concert here last Wednesday evening. Th 
most generally interestir tem in the provramme was p! t! 


Vite 





performance of a new dramatic overture (appropriately composed by 
Mr. William Shakespeare) in D minor, conducted by the composer, 
But the society made a sweet overture to us at the commencement 
by a delectable performance of Gounod’s 
‘ Mireille,” and though they did end with 
a hint that we were to March (to the tune 
in “Le Prophéte”), they soothed our feel- 
ings with many dainty things between 
whiles, from Miss Clara Leighto1, Mies 
Emily Shinner and Mr. Ed, Branscomb>. 
Mr. Macpherson has reason to be proud of 
y .. the efficient little band * be- 
Io” «neath his batin’s sway.” (I 
/ think that is poetry !) 















THE ORITERION.—GAY ! 


NIAGARA. — They've shot 
Niagara—from Westmins‘er 
and shipped it to Chicago 
(anything but a shy-cargo, I 
should say), and the Niagara 
Halls, as they have settled 
to call them, will remain 





DOLLY-ROUS ! 


‘closed until Christmas Eve. On that day they will re-open and (there 


is no deception) will be discovered to have been fitted up with ‘“‘a 
new grand Cycloramic Picture of Jerusalem on the Day of the 
Crucifixion.” ‘The other attractions of Niagara Halls will be re- 
tained,” e*pecially the lollipop stalls, darlings ! 


‘@ODS AND WINKS.—Just in time to ba 
too late for notice this week. Mr. Wilson 
Barrett's new theatre and new play open 
to an expectant public. Next week, when 
you have all made up your minds, I will 
tell you what you ought to think.—Last 
(Monday) night 7he ted Lamp was up at 
the Haymarket, and next Monday (‘aptain 
Swift will have his Monday out. There 
will be A Si/ent Battle later on. Mean- 
while, Beau Austin will show himself at matinéss to-morrow! (Wed- 
nesday) and Wednesday in next week.— Captain Thérés2 got his route 
last Friday, and the l’rince of Wales’s will remain closed, to have a 
thorough good wash, until the 27th inst., when The Rose and the Ring 
will be found on the spot day and night.—Some say Mr. Shine’s 
burlesque of Joan «f Arc, with Messrs. Arthur Robarts and Charles 
Danby in, will be played at the Gaiety on afternoons. (‘hers main- 
tain that it will be done at the Globe. It’s 
not worth kicking upa Shine about (though 
I incline to belief in the Globe myself), as 
it’s sure to turn up somewhere, and then we 
shall know all about it.—T7he Stage went 
in fora “startling innovation” last week. 
If you want to know what it is, get the 
number and see. It's too good to tell.—On 
dit that Mdme. Modjeska will revisit us in 
May ; she will be as welcome as the flowers 
peculiar to that month. — To - morrow 
(Wednesday) morning, at the Westminster 
Aquarium, and at the Lyric next Tuesday 
morning, there will be performances on 
behalf of the relatives of the crew of the pay ogrrention.—A VALET- 
ill-fated Serpent. You mightido worse than ABLE SERVANT. 
patronize one or both of them.—7Zhe Two 

Recruits not doing what they were expected tq do, The Solicitor bas 
hes alled oral? NESTOR, 








LEE ESE OEM 











DECEMBER 10, 1890, 


= 


245 





A GUIDE IN THE DARK. 


She.— You brought a piece of Limburger cheese home last night, John? ” 


He,—* I did, dearest,” 
She.—‘' Why in the world did you do it ?” 


He,—“ 1 knew I should wake up hungry in the night, and I wanted to know where to find the pantry 


in the dark,” 
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worth a jot, 


Crammers, 


a phrase 


An and by pen, 


| 


ing men |! 





Another View of it. 


[It is now fashionable for those not 
versed in the art of talking on topics to 
engage “ Conversation Crammers,”’] 

‘Tis a fashion, it seems, in modern 
day schemes 

(When we meet with numerous 

faddists and shammers), 
For those who cannot converse 


To engage the new Conversation 


But, alas! nowadays, in full many 


That is spoken amid the world's 
idle clamours, 
We oftentimes hear lots of false- 
hoods, we fear, 
And these might be called Con- 
vereation ‘ Crammers.” 


Sunday Bath-os |! 


SOME object, it seems, by speeches 
To allow a Sunday bath for work- 


The objectors seem to think 
That those who toil and swink, 
And who've hardly time to wink 
Are plunged in Vice’s sink 

If, when Sunday comes, they dare 


go bathing then / 

‘Wash on Saturdays!" these stern 
folk cry, in wrath, 

They'd much better say, “ Oh, go to 


(Sunday) Bath !”’ 








DOTS BY THE WAY. 


PARNELL UP TO DATE, 


Ou, what a hub-a-bub and wordy noire 
Fills every crowded meeting place to-day, 
And blank dismay among the Irish “ Boys,” 
Their idol, sure, has fallen by the way. 
Down, oh, so low! he breaks the sacred trust 
Of confidence, which all true men revere, 
A deed of shame to gratify his lust 
Besmirching all his bygone grand career. 





A few days gone they called him “ Uncrowned King,” 
A thousand tongues spoke loudly in his praise ! 
And now! Oh, what a poor, unworthy thing, 
False hearted, vengeful, and his trust betrays. 
How are the mighty fallen! Ah, how low 
This erstwhile honoured name comes down pell-mell, 
At one fell swoop ; his own hand strikes the blow, 
Down in the filthy mire, Charles 5, Parnell. 


Now, is he blind, or has all wisdom fled 
That he sees not the proper course to take. 
That he should hide his now dishonoured head, 
If not for shame, then for his country’s sake ? 








New Leaves. 


THE December number of St. Nicholas, though not called a Christ- 
mas number, is as charming as any such could be, and there is “A 
Christmas Cure” in it, too. The talented editress, Mary Mapes Dodge, 
has a spirited article of her own, called “ The Land of Pluck, which, 
in the sense of its cleverness, is ‘double Dutch.”—The Sunday at 
Home, the Leisure Hour, and the Friendly Grectings have their 
usual assortments suitable for all seasons, and a little bit in for 
Christmas also.—In Longman’s, Mr. Val Prinsep’s remarkable story, 
“ Vingine,” comes to a conclusion. Some things in the number one 
might, without disparagement, miss reading, but no one should ey 
the lovely little “ Dutch Lullaby.”"—A man of the right stamp 16 Mr. 
J. W. Palmer, whose collector’s manual, Bric-a-Brae, is the best 
authority (after himself) on all matters relative to stamps, either 
genuine or spurious, commonplace or curious, 


Waiter (handing bill of farc).— 
Farmer.—“ Noa, noa! — ring us sum 
the paper while I’m a-feeding. 


THE FOODS THE THING! 


mut to eat. 


Iv a man deliberately sets fire to his house with a wax-candle 
surely he is quite right if he ascribes it to (w)axident. 


“T NEVER knew before why they were called ‘Consols,’— It is 
because the possession of a bit in them is very conrol-ing.” 





“ Like to look at the menu, sir?” 


I never reads 
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** of course, 


it's a-thawin 


“Well,” she ses, 
Well, being detained at the linendraper’s, 





2m,” I sea, ** I don’t know whether you're 
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being out so late in the dark,” I ses. 
I ses, 
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I ain't afraid of a little weather,” 
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OR, THE MAN BESIDE HIMSELF. 
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THE TWO PARNELLS 
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PARNELL THE PATRIOT 
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Little Girl—“Oh, mamma! How did the lady get up there? 
( Pause.) Was it a 'splosion?” 








THH ROAD TO PERFECTION. 


( Being a hint as to the Surest Way for “Ordinary” Parties to become 
Marvels of All-Round Faultlessness.) 


Jones. Eh? Oh, Brown—ob, yes, I know Brown. Decent sort of 
fellow, but—— 

ROBINSON, Just so, Nothing out of the ordinary, eh? 

J. Oh dear, no. Fairly steady, you know, on the whole. 

R, Ye-es, on the whole, of course. 

J, Cesare well—pretty fair ; and, as to honesty, why— 
ub, well—— 

Rh. Exactly. Passable, as people go. Ani, as to courage—— 

J. Why—oh, all right, othing out of the ordinary. Clever 
«nough—so, so—wouldn’t make your hair stand on end. Looks 
intelligent enough, as far as looks go. 

Rk. Eh? Ob, well—nothing particular in his appearance one way 
or the other, Man who means well, on the whole, I think. 

J, Ye-es—well enough, no doubt, Yes—— 

R. Don’t dislike the man, you know. 

J. No; can’t say I do, either. No. 

(Having worked out the interest of the subiect, they turn to something 
more absorbing.) 

BROWN (who has happened to overhear the conversation), Ha! this 
sort of thing won't suit me. I'm not going to be a passable mediocrity 
—never! 1 will be considered perfection, or perish. Let me see— 
how? Ah, I will profit by long study of the letters to newspaper 
elitora, J know— Yes—there is Green going by. Green's 
the very man—most obliging fellow. He'll do the thing for me. 
. * I say, Green, old man, would you do mea favour? Thanks 
awfully—knew you would. I should be so much obliged if you'd 
just write to the paper and say I'm not what I should be. 

G. But, my dear ber. have every respect for you, and couldn’t—— 

B. Yes, I know; but I should be awfully obliged if you write to the 
Times and hint vaguely at irregularities in my performance of that 
Government employment had, See—just suggest that I’m not quite 
80 white as people fancy. 

G, Oh, very good, as you desire it, dear boy. 
x a id 





J. I say, Robinson, seen that letter about poor Brown in the Times? 

R. Yes—too bad! I consider Brown a very good fellow, 

J. 80doI. An unusually good fellow. Very steady. 
R Quite so, very; and particularly good-natured. And as to 

onesty—— 

J. Exactly. There can’t be a shadow of a doubt about Brown’s 
honesty, at any rate—nor his courage, if it comes to that. 

R. I call hima clever man, too. Would make some people’s hair 
stand on end, at any rate. Why, he Jooks intelligent enough, hang it ! 

J. I consider him a man of very good appearanceall round. I con- 
fess I’ve a remarkable liking for Brown. 

R. So have I. Let us write all this to the Zimes, [ They do, 

+ 


* * * * * 

B. Very nice letters these from Jones and Robinson. Thingsare im- 
proving, but I’m not quite at the.top of the tree yet. I say, Green, 
old fellow, would you follow up your kindness by writing another 
letter to the Times to say I’m a devil? A devil and a thief ; and that 
I was horribly unscrupulous in that Government job, and up to all 
manner of dishonesty and cruelty, and bribery and—see ? 


» . * * ® 

B. By jove! that Green is a jewel! Really a splendid letter to the 
Times now! Most abusive—absolutely scurrilous, in fact! I think 
this will do the job. 

* * © oe * * 

J. Most disgraceful letter in the 7imes against Brown! I call ita 
most cruel and cowardly thing—— 

R. Certainly! Most shameful! One of the grossest and most 
malicious libels ever-—— 

J. Yes—the idea of calling in question poor Brown’s steadineers, cf 
all things! Why,if there ever was a man remarkable for his absolute 
and almost super-human steadiness, that man is Brown ! 

R. Certainly! And then to deny his good nature, why ! 

J. Yes; and his honesty! Above ali things—actually his honesty / 
Why, I’ve often said that Brown was the very incarnation of perfect 
and unalloyed honesty—that no archangel could possibly stand out 
more strikingly in that respect. 

J. And, as to courage—why, if they can find another human being 
on this earth with one-thousandth partof the courage possessed by poor 
Brown—I say one-thousandth part, sir—they’ll find a hero! Courage? 
Why, a lion itself couldn’t hold a cand—— 

_R. No, indeed! And then, when the traducer absolutely goes on to 
discount Brown’s talents—why—why, I always say that if all the 
statesmen and philosophers of Europe had one-tenth of Brown's 
talents—well, they’d do; that’s all Jsay! Why, the very look of the 
man: that broad and noble brow; that piercing eye, which seems to 
hold one spell-bound by the very fascination of its unutterable bright- 
ness of intellect ; that noble, yet lovable mien, full of a god-like 
grace and condescension —— 

J. And then, the man is benevolence itself—a miracle of sterling 
rectitude of purpose ; and, oh! a most admirable person ; a man for 
whom I have, and always had, a respect—nay, an affectionate 
reverence—which is absolutely without limit! 

B. My sentiments precisely ! Let us embody all this in more letters 
to the Times. 





[They do. Apotheosis of Brown, and curtain. 


‘‘JusT met Glumber,” says Pogshot to Trimmer, at their club; 
“ never saw him looking so well. He’s positively putting on fat! ° 

“Ah! don’t you know,” says Trimmer (dyspeptic), “‘ he got through 
the Bankruptcy Court two or three months’ back.” 

















THE LATEST OLLENDORFF. 
ONE MISFORTUNE COMES ON THE NECK OF ANOTHER. 
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(1) Pat, the Carman. ‘‘‘ Is it adisturbed disthrict ?’ you're afther askin’. 
Och! the divil a whisper av it! But begor! the bhoys will be shootin’ to 
kape their hands in, An’ how could they resist a mark loike this?” 

(2) “ Ye'll have to hould on hereabouts, yer honour. Ye see, the road's 
not been paved lately.” ——(3) The Traveller. ‘‘ Pretty state of things !— 
broken every bone in my body, and don't know where I am !”——-(4) “ Ha! 
I'll ask at this cottage. Can you kindly direct me to——?”’ —~ ! bang !! 
Voice from within, ‘*Take that, ye moonloightin' thafe ! scran to 











IN DARKEST BALLYBOOZY. 


(7) 
ez!” 5) Private Rooney of the R.I.C. “ Whisht! sergeant, div yez 
ear the divils foirin’ up beyond there! Begor, it’s a moonloightin’ job! 


A chance for promotion !’ (6) ‘* Bedad, the spalpeen had no fight in him, 
). “ You are a most 


at all, at all !”——(7) Resident Magistrate (sternly 
Bat [ will not be intimidated— 


desperate and dangerous character, sir. 
Take him away.’’——~(8) And this is how 


six months, with hard labour. 
that poor unsophisticated and innocent tourist will spend his Christmas 


this year. 
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Weald do with ’em 
IN Suseex, on the borders of the Weald, 


Just Out.—Price 24, ; Post-free, 3d. 
FUN ALMANAC For 1891. 


Twenty Pages Full of Wit and Humour. 


“Common” Sense. 


We and much it grieves 
Friend Fun, who's driven to complain 





They say a mighty seam of coal’s concealed, 
And if none with strong control on, 
Puts a fall stop to this coal-on,— 


| 


““FUN’S'’ MERRY CHRISTMAS. 


A Regular Screamer! 


That pilferers of this Common vein 
Are naught but “ common ” thieves! 


| OF filching Commons once again 
| a 
P.S.—At Plumstead was the last event 


A pretty tidy fortune it will yield, | 
| Ticenty-four pages of comicality, and all Jor One Penny. 
Which natives should Plum-steadily resent, 


From that spot may many, many tons be 
wheeled |! 


“Fon” Orrick, 153 Fuget Steger, H.C. | 
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A HOUSE IN THE COUNTRY; OR, “LIVING OUT OF LONDON.” 


By ONE WHO HAS TRIED IT. 
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The Record Beaten. 

THE cake has once more been 
taken by the F.O.M.,, and the 
laurel wreath for the best 
Christmas Number has un- 
doubtedly fallen on the egg- 
shaped cranium of A. Sloper, 
Esq. When you come to think 
of it, there must be a lot inside 
that bald pate to be able to 
bring out an extra number 
like Ally Sloper's Christmas 
Holidays. The sixteen pages 
of pictures and reading posi- 
tively teem with plum-pudding, 
turkey and sausages, mistletoe 
and pretty girle, The presenta- 
tion plate, “Christmas Day at 
Sloper’s,” by W. F. Thomas, is 
quite Hogarthian in its details 
and finish, and Alfred Cellier's 
song, “The Happy Heart,” is 
gs to anything the comporer 
of Dorothy has yet written. In 
a few words—the man who has 
twopence to spare, and who 
doesn't instantly buy a copy of 
Ally Sloper's Christmas Holi- 
days is very——Time, gentle- 
men, please | —_—__— 

New BALtap.—“Empty is 
phe scuttle, coals are gone,” 
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SEVERAL dealers in black diamonds have been called over the coals 
by the London County Council for giving short weight, That is the 
weigh to treat them. Coke upon little Ton says so, 











DOWN AGAIN! 
NO REASONABLE OFFER REFUSED! 








A Warning to Plot-Buyers. 


[“* Nowadays, ifa novelist is played out, al’. 


he has to do is to buy a plot.” —Globe.] 


THE novelist G. R. Skims 
For goodness knows how long ~ 

Had weaved his brilliant whims 
Into stories rich and strong. 

But at last, with grief and pain, . 
He came on the evil hour 

When his erstwhile fruitful brain 
Had lost its creative power. 

Yet anon his distress, though deep, 
Was changed to exceeding joy, 

For a plot-seller cried, “ Don’t weep | ! 
I will sell you a plot, my boy!” | 


For years there had been a boom 
In Cudyard Rippling’s work : 

But grave was that author’s gloom 
And he raved like an angry Turk 
When he found he’d exhausted quite 

His fund of sublime romance ; 
Yet his lachrymose eyes grew bright 
With a pleasant and hopeful glance 
When the p!ot-seller cried, “ Don’t let 
The matter your soul annoy : 
There's no reason to fume and fret,— 
I will sell you a plot, my boy!” 


Though Spider Laggard’s store 
Of mysterious yarns was vast, 
One morning his heart grew sore, 
For his stock had run out at last, 
And his eyes with tears were dim, 
And he sobbed in his wild despair, 
For the world was beseeching him: 
To continue his stories rare. 
But the plot-seller eased his woe : 
“ Shall that trifling fact destroy 
Your world wide fame? No! no? 
I will sell you a plot, my boy!” 


So, their “ forthcoming books” to write: 
Sat down those novelists three, 

And each heart was merry and light, . 
Each countenance shone with glee. 
But, alas! when their books appeared, , 
With the books a disclosure came 

That their cheery hearts uncheered 
And covered them all with shame. 
Too strong was their ire for speech, 
With blushes their cheeks were hot, 
For the plot-selling knave to each 
Had disposed of the self-same plot ! 
And his victims declare, with sighe, 
That they'll never again employ 
The contemptible cuss who cries, 
“T will sell you a plot, my boy!” 








THE winter show of the Royal 
Society of Painters in Water Colours 
is not strong in subject pictures. The 
one that stands far away beyond all 
others is “ A Study fora Larger Work,” 
by the gifted President, Sir John 
Gilbert, R.A. Amongst the finest land- 
ecapes there must be counted those by 
Alfred Hunt and Thorne Waite. There 
is only one small work from J. W. 
North, “A Summer Night in the 
South,” which, it is almost needless to 
sav is one of the gems of the 
collection, 





For those who wear the “ Hood.” 


FORTUNATE are all who have 
possessed themselves of ‘“ Hood’s An- 
nual” (1891), and unfortunate are 
those who have not, for they can now 
only beg, borrow, or go without, as 
the extensive edition provided by the 
proprietors {s already exhausted. Sold. 
again! and gojd out ! 
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CATILE SHOW] 











(1) ‘‘ Here be I, Fearmer Giles Clodcrush, just coom oop t’see Cattle 
Show. I be mortal on for fat beastesses.”——(2) ‘‘ I never been i’ Lunnon 
afore, but I be up to they artful dodgers. Young man says to me in the 
train, ‘ Watcheer, Mister?’ ‘ No, it ain’t,’ I says, kinder short like. ‘I don't 
trust that near Lunnon’s light fingers.’ Gaw, you should ha’ seen him 
smoile.”———(3) ‘‘ But what wi’ the wet, an’ fog and mud, it wur worse than 

















Lincolnshire, an’ I got a kinder secret sorrow inside me that wanted satis- 
fying.” ——(4) ‘‘ People du stare so, and are so ‘ard of understanding, that I 
a’most lost my temper wunst or twice.””———(5) ‘‘ Next day when I goes to the 
Squire’s, I heerd his good lady say as how summut wasn’t good breeding, 
: halk of that,’ says I, ‘ you should ha’ seen my fat beast!’ And then the 
fat was in the fire, Lord knows why!” 
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THE CLANG OF THE CLOCK TOWER. 


HICKs-BEACH’S Tithes Bill went through the form of a second 
reading without evoking a tithe of the interest it 
would have done but for recent events, True, 
Stuart Rendel and Osborne Morgan claimed that 
tithes were national property, and applicable to 
only national uses, but the Ministry refused to tie 
their hands by accepting this proposition. 

Meanwhile Balfour, the admittedly strong man 
of the Ministerial party, is bracing himself to the 
task of lifting the heavy Land Bill dumb 
bell. 

But the events inside the House fade 
into comparative insignificance beside 
those progressing in the Westminster 
Palace Hotel and Committee Room 15, 
where the “bhoys” are hurling at each 
other the invective which hitherto they 
have reserved alternately for 
Tories and Liberals. The 
/ qvestion of the hour is still 
Z, Under which king— Par- 
#,nell or Gladstone?” For the 
Y/ former there seems no escape 
—now. Still, it must be ad- 
mitted that the Irish Leader 
takes his punishment fight- 


















THE STRONG MaN OF THE PARTY. 





ing. Meantime the Union of Hearts is off, and Iago Smith strikes 
etage as well as a political attitude, and remarks, melodramatically,— 
“ Now, whether he kill Oassio 
Or Oassio him—or each do kill the other, 
Every way makes my gain.” 








The pathriot walking dows Fleet Street hears gutter merchant bawl, 
“’Ow to find Parnell—the latest puzzle out—a penny,” and remarks, 
‘‘ Divil a bit av it, honey! It used to beso; but the pozzle now is 
how to lose the spalpeen. Timotheus Brutus strikes. Not that he 
loved Parnellius Casar less, but that he loved Home Rule (ahem!) more. 





Be” TO OORRESPOYDENTS.—The Editor does not bind himself to acknowledge, return or pay for Contrtbuttons, In no case will they be returned unless 
accompanted by a stamped and directed envelope, 
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THE GENTLE HERMIT. 
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The Two Parnells, 


(SEE CARTOON.) 


“ 1,00K here, upon this picture, and on this” 

A leader of grand fame, since gone amiss, 

The counterfeit presentment of a man 

Whom Fortune raised,and dropp'd, as Fortune 
can. 

See what a pinnacle of high renown 

He reach’'d—a king, although without a 
crown— ( fight 

When for his country's sake he fought the 

To cure her wrong and reassert her right ; 

From small beginnings, and with comrades 
few, 

A Party form'd that swiftly grew and grew 








Beneath his wise and masterful command, 
Till hosts of them who doubted in this land 
Own’'d him the chieftain of a patriot school, 
And turn'd their aid to Ireland and Home 
Rule. 
Bat Ilcok what cometh next: 
won, 
By sorry guiles and shameful actions done, 
He forfeits the respect of his allies, 
And seems unfit to lead a great emprise ; 
Yet, to his country's bane, he'll sooner cling 
To power, than, for her weal, no more be king. 
‘‘Tnis above all, to thine ownself be true ’’— 
Ay, Self is guiding this fall’n patriot’s view ; 
But, spite of aught that he may dream or gay, 
It doth not follow, as the night the day, 


ere victory’s 


That he can not be false now to the cause 
Wherein he once well strove for better laws, 





WE all love Thomas Atkins, And the 
“Sons of the Brave,” Royal Military Asylum, 
want something to do up their famous little 
chapel. To meet this, a matinés will be held 
at Prince’s Hall, Piccadilly, on Saturday 13th. 
The Duke of Cambridge will preside. Mr. 
Herbert Ward, rear guard, will speak a piece ; 
so will the war artist, Melton Prior (about 
Tel-el-Kebir); so will Harry Pearse, Daily 
News (about Melamneh); so will Mr. Scott 
Thorpe ; and Percy Reeve hes done a march, 
“Sons of the Brave.” Serd to Chelsea 
Asylum for tickets, 
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A thos! agreeable Sap “sye. 
(1) One might say of this toper, ‘‘ How cruel you are, man, 
Your newly drained tankard to throw at the barman ! a 


(2) Though ’tis time these revolver cranks sternly were punished, 
Such mad trigger-nometry’s merely adm unished. 


(3) A thief, who with tailor’s ware off would have bounded, 
By a ’tec-dummy’s caught, and is quite dummy- founded ! ! 


(4) It seems that our — who go a-footballing 
Oft find Fate’s bla k -ey' rony re ully appall if 


ae’ TIP-TOPICAL TOUCHES. 


# failors dummy 


Ap eee va 

















Mackin ‘“ pom tke ninepin’ 


Now deceitful December with cold’s an alarmer, 
Girls shield, and are shielded, by some arm-in-armer. 


The Three-Card King & Co. were at Waterloo collared, 


And found Wat-er-losing game this was they'd follered. 


A group of wild lodgerlings drove this man dotty— 
He found they weren't only not nice, but were notty, 


To drive so that Volunteer reg’ments you scatter 
Is a most volun-tearful and terrible matter. 
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resources of a Rachel, and which Miss Lillie, therefore, cannot be 
said to have succeeded with. Some day, perhaps, Miss Lillie, but not 
yet,—it’s a capital try, however. 





SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


mpc —Mr. WILSON BARRETT 
' has made a brand new 

start amongst us. There’s 
no nonsense about it, every- 
thing is as new as possible, A 
new theatre (built and arranged 
on something very like a new 
principle, with a special eye to 


Mr. AUSTIN MELFORD is quite up to the requirements of the 
people’s idol (with, perhaps, a littlein hand). Mr. W. A. Elliott has, 
perhaps, as good a chance as anybody in the play 
as “The Buster,” and makes much of it—but why 
to goodness didn’t Mr. George Bar- 
rett play it instead of that lugu- 
brious old Stevens, a character he 
is quite unfitted for? If he persists 
in these “serious attempts” he’ll 
“bore” himself out of popularity 
before he knows where he is! Mr. 
Cooper Cliffe plays the erratic 
brother with care and a very wide 
pair of trousers, and workmen of 
various kinds are played, in their 
degree, noticeably well by Messrs. 
A. Manning, Stafford Smith, P. 
Belmore, A. E. Field, and Franklin 
THE New Otym- McLeay. Indeed, some of the 














pic.— THE _ gmall parts are strikingly well done ton wae 
—e das yy —the quietly neat way in which ~ O;ysrpto—_a 
BRANDY BoTrie, the old situation of a servant drop- FINE CHILD. 


ping upon a pair of lovers in the 
act of kissing was made the most of without obtrusiveness, by Mr. 
Cecil Duncan, proved that, for once, the servant was equal to the 
situation— which does not often happen anywhere. Miss L. B. 
Wilmot played an enfant terrible with solemnity, and Miss Alice 


















































































0 a —_ Belmore as Mrs, Melway made points, 
‘ Hay iA ° 
* | Ps Tet) Arp. THE NEW OLYMPIC.—MR. BARRETTS —_—_—_—_—_ 
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5 Medd tei ite Loeetene | Tepe EW UPSSENGs THE GLOBE.—The company Mr. Temple has gathered round him 


the proletariat), a new drama, a new 
leading lady, new prices to all parts 
of the house, and Saloon whisky new 
enough to give you a headache for a year. I suppose you'd like me to 
say what I think of the theatre? It has, as I have said, been arranged 
with an eye to “ the People” (with a big P)—perhaps Mr. Barrett (or 
Mr. Wilmott) is an acute observer, and sees (in his prophetic eye, 
Horatio) the supremacy of “labour” an accomplished fact, and is 
determined to reap the first fruits; but as it gives good and ample 
accommodation (and probably the best view of the stage in London) 
to pitites, and very similar advantages to the “ gods,” with no detri- 
ment whatever to the comfort of visitors to other parts of the house, 
none can, in reason, object. The only ill-result is the necessitated 
height of the proscenium opening, which dwarfs the actors; but as 
actors submitting to be dwarfed has a good deal of novelty about it, 
too, perhaps this is not out of keeping with the general new 
departure. The colour, Rose du(Wilson) Barry(t), and general 
scheme of the decorations are very happy and soothing. 


MYRA AND AD-MYRA, 


WITH regard to The People’s Idol, by Wilson Barrett and Victor 
Widnell, I rather think there has been a narrow escape from a big 
success, Even as it is, in spite of the utter weakness of the motive 
for the main troubles of Lawrence St. Aubrey, and the resemblance 
(with a difference) to The Silver Aing, even now I’m 
not sure but what a substantial run is in store for it. 
It’s an undecided sort of piece in 
many ways. If it were not for 
stage rules it would not be easy 
to class its characters for good or 
bad. Even with those rules one 
is not always safe; Arthur, for 
instance, in the “usuality” of 
things, should be a “ villain,” but 
he isn’t. This is something like 
the terms we are on with people 
in real life, but the stage is ex- 
pected to be a little more explicit. 
Allowances made, however, it is 
an interesting piece put on the 
stage with sumptuousness tem- 





THE NEw OLYMPiIc.— pered ; THE NEW 
‘'TWON'T DO, GRORGE with taste. OLYMPIC. — 
—BETTER GIVE IT A PECULIAR 
uP! AND very excellently acted.  Docror. 


Mr. Barrett is well fitted with a 
chivalrous, manly part, which he plays with his usual decision and 
practised ease. Miss Winifred Emery, by her exquisite comedy and 
(when required) genuine pathos, redeems a colourless part from its 
insignificance, Miss Lillie Belmore struggles bravely and intelli- 
gently with a character which would make demands upon the 





here for the performance of The Mock Doctor has been organized, I 
believe, with a view to provincial requirements. For this reason, and 
for the other that it is not proposed to try metropolitan patience for 
more than twelve evenings in all, justice to the entertainment may be 
tempered with mercy. Not that there is any special need of severity. 
I’ve not a word 
to say against 
Gounod’s music, 
because, apart 
from the circ- 
cumstance that 
my musical 
knowledge is 
confined to 
practice on the 
pocket comb, I 
enjoyed it from 
one end to the 
other. Then, 
Mr. Temple is 
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THE NEW 
OLYMPIC, 
—DIFFER- 
ENT IDEAS 
OF DRESS- 
ING, 


pretty 
well all 
Sganarelle 
ought to 


be—splen- ‘Al . i , \ \\ a tf 
did singer, Z Aan | 
very fair — \ )\ 4 h 
actor, and “THE PEOPLE's IDLE?” I SHOULD _——_ 


THINK THEY WAS! 
with an THE NEW LEAD. 


imposing presence (of course, a mock doctor ought to be imposing). 
Miss Etlie Chapuy isa charming Lucinda, too (with a taking new 
song, specially written for this production by M, Gounod), and Miss 
Susetta Fenn very acceptable, Mr. King Morgan a very fair lover, 
though he went hoarse after awhile, and several other rather more than 
decent singers, including Mr. Joseph Wilson, NESTOR, 
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SHE WAS SITT 


ING OUT. 


Miss Vi Vayshus.—“ WHAT A SHAME TO SIT OUT THIS LOVELY WALTZ.” 
Mr, Lazeybohn.—“ NOT AT ALL, MUCH NICER TO CONVERSE—WITH YOU,” 


Miss V. V.i—"“ FLATTERER !” 


Mr, L,—“ NO, REALLY ; ONLY SELFISH, YOU DO ALL THE WORK, DON'TCHERSEE!” :* [ And then she began to sit up. 



















THE CLANG OF THE CLOCK TOWER. 


WitH Mr. Parnell it is sink or swim, therefore exit Mr. I. to 
Cork, exclaiming, impressively, ‘‘No matter! A time will come!” 
Sans culotte O’Brien has cabled that he “shrinks with horror” 
from siding with Mr, P., 
having regard to the “appall- 
ing prospects,” etc.,etc. Fine 
flow of Saxon §S, C. O’B. has 
for an anti-Sassenach. But 
has there been anything 
funnier in the history of 
politics than the spanking of 
Timotheus Brutus by the 
Csesar who declines to fall? 
“Mr, Parnell and Mr.\Jus- 
tin McCarthy met in the 
lobby on Monday, and shook 
hands,” so one reads; one 
almost expects the context 
to run, “ Mr. Parnell met Mr. 
, Tim Healy in the lobby, and 
shook——— Mr. Tim Healy.” 
Talk about a barren ses- 
sion! With the bhoys tread- 
ing on the tails of each 
other’s coats, the House of 
Commons devotes its time 
to nothing but — business. 
This will never do, Unless 
the Parliamentary columns 
run a bit longer, the D. 7. 
will have to ask, “Is Divorce 
a Success?” or something. Although Brutus Timotheus said of the 
Irish Land Department Bill that he and his fellow Justinians would 











PRICY AGAINST PREISURE, 





) 





smash it, the Bill was read a second time, and the newest of new 
parties failed to score off the first ball. 

The first battle between the Justinians and the Parnellites is to be 
fought at Kilkenny, the candidate of the latter party being Mr. Vin- 
-_ Scully. Who, at this juncture, can help thinking of Kilkenny 
cats 

Parnellites assemble to give their chief “a good send off” at Euston, 
Railway platform for the nonce a political one. By strange coin- 
cidence, detachment of Justinians (among them Timotheus Brutus) 
in the other end of the train, which, though the Irish mail, is in one 
respect a Parliamentary one. 

Parnell, arrived on the banks of the Liffey, seizes (/nited Ireland, 
after a scrimmage. Query—lIs there an /nited Ireland now? 

Och, the divarshun ! 

Mr. Fun has not expressed the sympathy he feels with the 
honoured and esteemed Speaker, because he feels also that in the 
presence of a shadow such as has blighted the Speaker’s hearth the 
Jester is best silent, 








An End to the Power-ing Reign. 


[Certain members of the fresh Irish Party are lamenting that they have lost the 
services of Mr. R. Power, their excellent Whip.) 


O BEGORRA! R, Power 
Of Whips is the flower 

(Though base Saxons might Bay there’s no flower to a whip !) 
That bhoy that’s so hearty 
Is lavin’ our Party, 

Through recent dissinsions from ws doth he slip. 
Misther Deasy, so breezy, 
An’ quoite free and (D)easy, 

Is now the firat Whip, and he’s welkim and gay ; 
But now Power's left us, 
An’ so has bereft us, 

‘“‘ More Power to your elbow!” to Deasy we'll say. 
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THE PEN IS MIGHTIER THAN FACT. 
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“What a dreadful, dread/ul demon you must be!” said Society to the Red Indian, with a shudder ; “I have been reading all about you in the American newspapers. 
It is you who are entirely in the wrong, while White Jonathan is a perfect saint.” 
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“Why, I've been entirely deceived in you, you horror,” said Society to Cousin Jonathan; “ you're quite as eruel, dishonest and bad as the Red Ind——” “Oh, 
ore ape te ° —e" Jonathan, “ you've been reading that pesky Injun’s newspaper, It's an all-fired shame that A- should be allowed to tell Ais side of it. 
calc on as 
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Justin Mc Carthy.—“OH! BREATHE NOT HIS NAME, LET IT SLEEP IN THE SHADE,” (i 
Tim Healy.— FOR, BEGORRA, BEDAD, A FOINE RUMPUS HE MADE 1)" ui 
Justin Mc Carthy.—"“SAD, SILENT AND DARK WERE THE TEARS THAT HE:«SHED,” He 


Tim Healy. —‘ WHEN WE GAVE HIM THE CHUCK AND CHOSE JUSTIN INSTEAD,” 
[See Cartoon Verses, p, 261. 
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Coryphée No, 1,—“.1 knew she was a real lady directly I saw her,” 
Coryphée No, 2.—“ Why?” 
Coryphée No. 1.— Because she was 80 badly made up, stoopid.” 
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Leaves from the Xmas-Tree. 


%: THE Christmas Number of Scribner's is especially rich in Art. Artists 
will poe be most interested in “ Japonica,” where things are 
excellently well Japanned, in“ Neapolitan Art,” where there is some 
cleverly Jac-assy displays ; and in “ Christies’,” where art is sold and 
sold again.—In the Christmas Number of the Maglish Illustrated 
there isa fine feast of attractive articles about “George Washing- 
ton,” “A Painter of Players,” ‘Inns and Taverns of Old London,” 
‘‘Nooks and Corners in Westminster Abbey,” “ English Convent 
Life,” and a lot more, equally entertaining and more amusing.—In 
the Girl's Own Paper Christmas Number, “ Virgin Snow,” the stories 
are such as the girls will like to read over the fire, the songs such 
as they may sing together, and the pictures may be looked at be- 
tween times.—The Joy's Own Paper Christmas Number’ s plenty 
of good reading for boys who have time to read at Christmas time, 
and good pictures for those who would rather run over the pages.— 
One complete story, with the rather gruesome title of ‘‘ The Murder on 
the Moors,” is what Household Words Christmas Number gives its 
readers towards their merry Christmas.—The first Christmas Double 
Number of The (Gentlewoman is an astonishingly great and good one. 
Things of beauty are piled up upon page. Stories sufficient to 
satisfy the most insatiate, and a satin supplement that is simply 
exquisite. 

Of “Tom Smith’s Crackers” 10,000,000 are made annually. It 
takes two persons to make a cracker crack, That means innocent 
amusement and harmless fun for 20 millions or more individuals, 
The “Smith” who forges so much “fun” while setting so many 
millions by the years is a mighty Smith indeed. 

The Christmas specialities prepared also by Mesars. G. Sparagna- 
pane & Co. have had all possible care in the effort to secure novelty 
and amusement with palpable success. Their crackers and cosaques 
make lively moments at many merry meetings, 





THE London County Council has refused to increase Sir P. Edlin's 
salary. Sir P, Edlin does not approve of themedlin’ in the matter, 











Scheme and Sequel. 
[In some parts of the provinces, the roads are said to be swarming with vagrants 
tramping to London, in the hope of getting something from General Booth’s scheme.) 
THERE are people who flout, with contemptuous shout, 
The Salvationist General’s aim ; for they say 
That, despite all endeavours to find “ the way out,” 
“Darkest England” is doomed to black darkness for aye. 
Or a crank or a fraud they the General deem, 
And they coolly pooh-pooh his sensational scheme, 


With such malcontents’ murmurs we cannot agree, 
So we mention our steadfast conviction to them— 
That the General’s motive is pure as can be, 
That his aim is an aim to commend, not condemn. 
And we trust, far from proving a barmecide dream, 
That success will accrue to the General’s scheme ! 


But, since FuN ever turns, in all earthly concerns, 
To the comical side of the case, he would hear 

With what feelings the Grand Old Samaritan learns 
Of the Jegion of vagrants that Londonward steer 

In the hope and expectancy strong and supreme 

Of obtaining some boon from the General's scheme ! 


To the eastward they prance from St. Ives and Penzance ; 
To the southward they journey from merry Carlisle ; 

To the northward from Sussex they swiftly advance ; 
From each nook of our right little, tight little isle, 

Into London by hundreds and thousands they teem 

To secure the first fruits of the General’s scheme ! 


The rats that appalled Bishop Hatto, and crawled 
O’er his horrified frame—and the baleful black swarms 
Of “ the ravening locust ””—might gruesome be called, 
But their work cannot vie with the grievous alarms 
That will torture our hearts when these immigrants teem 
Into London, allured by the General’s scheme ! 


Into motion, as yet, the grand scheme is not set, 
So no work for these vagrants in London have we, 
And it’s easy enough to foretell—with regret— 
What a Hades in Terra our city will be 
When she holds, plus her millions, the millions who deem 
They'll get work and’get wealth through the General's scheme 


For, alas! we must own that not England alone 
Will the influx of paupers to London supply ; 
When the General's wheeze on the Continent’s known, 
From the Continent hither what numbers will fly ! 
And poor London will groan in her anguish extreme, 
And think harshly, perhaps, of the General’s scheme ! 


Still, there’s room for good cheer! When the census next year 
Shall the fact to proud Londoners proudly reveal 

That their boasted metropolis holds somewhere near 
Twenty millions of souls, how delighted they’ll feel ! 

How their eyes with a glad satisfaction will gleam 

At this noble result of the General’s scheme ! 





THE opium dealers are in luck now, for we learn that in the Indian 
town of that name there are over 12,000 people who indulge in the 
ope-yum-yum habit. 














THE LATEST OLLENDORFF.—No. 2. 
THE Son OF My BROTHER Dogs Not BEGIN To SPEAK WELL, 
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ATOHA! 
A STERNUTATION IN SIX EXPLOSIONS, 
I, 


“O vere! O vere ish mein liddle tog gone ? 
O vere! O vere can he be ? 
Mit his ears cut short andt his tail eut longs, 
O vere! O vere can he be ?”"—Dutch Anthology. 

THEY were a large family, were not they? They lived in a house 
with a moat round it? It moat have been so, They were all long- 
legged, carrot headed, hungry, happy, and noisy. Bethaliz was the 
eldest. With right of seniority to hide away more victuals, to be 
more loudly, insistently, deafeningly joyous than her fellows. She 
had longer carrots. Providence had not been niggardly as regarded 
her allowance of leg. They all had tame animals. What did Bethaliz 
have? It was black. It walked on two legs. What class of biped 
had it belonged to? Probably it was dead! Were the pets of all the 
othersdead? Were the others dead? Was Bethaliz dead? A little hen 





X \\, j 
)) Wy) / 


angel sitting on a paradisiacal perch, singing sweetlier and loudlier 


than any of the choir? Was everybody dead? Was,—no—were 
we all deaders? Whether we were or not, it remains quite plain that 
John Pettyblue is B.A. of Oxford and a Maudlin Fellow.* And is 
he not en to marry Alweelia? He is not quite clear why he 
has come to the Mother’s Trouser Meeting in Simmery Yard. He 
believes that in a rash hour he engaged to amuse the Mothers. He 
has come flying light in the matter of baggage, being provided only 
with General Booth’s “In Darkest England,” and a fully-developed 
cold in the head. He mounted the platform sneezing ; he presented 
himself to the notice of the Mothers in the middle of a paroxysm. 
He is conscious of the fact that he has not read, but snuffled, his wa 
through the opening chapters of the sublime work. But, even wi 
the drawback of a catarrhal delivery, the influence of the book has 
made itself felt, He has not yet got tothe Submerged Tenth, but the 
Mothers have one and all yielded to the soporific influence of the 
* DEAR MADAM,—You will have most of your readers with you here.—Ed. Fun, 





work. They are all asleep, unhandsomely so, and snoring. Their 
Trousers have dropped from their flaccid hands, their needles are 
still, They have, all of them in the front row, collapsed like a pack 
of cards: the middle rows are even more demoralized. The back row 
remains upright, being propped against the wall. And in the person 
of a stout lady with white hair, who has dropped in with some 
friends, and dropped off with the whole congregation, he recognizes 
the mother of Bethaliz. But why has Bethaliz’s mother white hair? 
Something must have happened. Bethaliz !|—— 

The book falls from Johan Pettyblue’s hands with a heavy clump 
upon the platform. All the mothers wake up. The Lady President 
advances to the exhausted reader. 

“Thank you so much,” with a pale boiled smile ; “it has been so 
pleasant. But do not you think we had better try some of the con- 
jJuring tricks you promised us?” 

Conjuring tricks! John Pettyblue feels a creeping in the roots of 
his hair. Too true is it that he, for the firat time, has undertaken to 
exhibit himeelf as one in league with a tricksy devil of charlatanerie 
to these assembled Penelopes! He has a bowl of goldfish down his 
back 'and,a ready made omelette in his breeches’ pocket. He hasa 
flat-sided cage under his arm-pit with a canary in it—his landlady's 
canary. These things have incommoded him painfully during the 
reading. He means to produce all these airy nothings out of hats 
and handkerchiefs and umbrellas, he tells himself, by-and-by. But 
how? How? He breaks out in a damp mildew at the very thought 
of it, And why has Bethaliz’s mother got white hair? He borrows 
pocket handkerchiefs from the mothers in the first row. Some of 
them are dry, others damp and flaccid. Atcha! He has used up six 
this evening. 

“Will any lady present lend mea watch? It shall be returned 
unhurt, I am only going to smash it to atoms with this coal 
hammer!” 

No one responds at first. Then—then the lights shoot up like 
rockets to the ceiling. Then the platform heaves and pitches under 
the young man’s feet. Out of the trough of memory rises the face— 
the form of Bethaliz. Bethaliz, with the pale, little turned up nose 
and the carroty tresses. Bethaliz in the flesh. 

“Take mine,” she cries. “ Will not you? Mind, it is to be given 
back to me safe and sound.” Her fingers wind round his as she 
hands the watch up to the conjurer. Livelier than eels, glowinglier 
than glow-worms, his eyes plunge into her upturned ones, 

“Ah!” 

She has recognized John Pettyblue. She shrinks from him, but he 
detains her, 

‘‘ Do you not know me, Bethaliz?” 

A gurgling sob is the girl’s one answer. 

He bends closer. There is a crash! The bowl of goldfish has 
burst. Its fiany inmates are slithering down his back. Small rills 
discourse down his cuffs, and his boots are squelching. But he 
persists, 

“Tell me, Bethaliz——?” 

The girl wrenches herself from his grasp and flees, He returns to 
his conjuring table. He has provided a substitute watch to pound 
up, but not until he has reduced the horologe intrusted to him by 
Bethaliz to pulp, does the fact burst upon him. In desperation he 
pounds on. The canary under his armpit begins to cheep shrilly. 
The mothers are all looking up at him with round eyes. A sudden 
sense of power possesses him. He hastily extracts the omelette from 
his trouser’s pocket, rolls up the fragments of the watch in it, in- 
closes the whole in the cleanest of the handkerchiefs, and beckons 
Bethaliz. 

The girl comes, Like a May morn she rises above the dingy 
ranks of mothers. Her fair body, borne on those supports that were 
so much en é¢vidence in the days that he remembers, comes swiftly to 
him, What was it she had for a pet in those old days? He re- 
members now. The curate, of course. He squeezes the flabby parcel 
into her willing hand. He whispers hissinglier than ever. 

‘Why has your mother got white hair, Bethaliz?” 

The girl bleaches from head to foot. Anon, she glows with 
japonica red, She raises her little hand. 

Smack! Such is Bethaliz’s reply. 

(To be reswmed next week.) 





Barry-cade-nces, 
(The Rev. Dr. Barry's lectures on Socialism have aroused much interest.] 
THE Reverend Doctor Barry, famed as preacher and as penner, 
Has on Socialism lectured, and such ght hath he shown, 
That quite a lot of people, of a Socialistic tenor, 
Have rejoiced to hear their views put forth in such a Barry-tone! 








A 8TATISTICIAN has calculated that there are 20,100 Swedes in 
Boston, U.S. But we think nothiag of that: we know a man who hag 
nearly as many mangel-worzels in a field in Somersetehire 


























































ietemiineteratsibieii ee ae . seme 
: -- a 













260 FUN. 


TAKING THINGS LITERALLY. 
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Scumble the artist says that the old masters are the boys for giving one an eye A Broker looking at stocks. 
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| Mr. Joker hears that old Drygrist the antiquary is fond of armour, so he invites 
bim to sup off a lobster salad(e), 
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A Curious Question. 
(A LAY FOR THE LADIEs,) 
(Set in the form of a raging 
rondeau,) 

“OvuaGnt women to paint?” is the 
‘latest strange question— 

‘Tis really enough to make any 
girl faint !: 
How dare the suggester put forth 
this suggestion ’— 
“ Ought women to paint?” 


“Ought women to paint?” Asif 
any real lady 
Would raddle her cheek with the 
rouge’s vile taint ! 
As if true English girls teed a 
query eo shady— 
“ Ought women ito paint?” 
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Serving an eje:tment, 
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It is understood that Mr. H. M, Bugg, the philanthropist, feels | wself bound to 
‘support the tottering tradesman, 











Oh ! we didn’t quite grasp ‘twas a query 80 quaint; 
So, kindly excuse us for making strictures— — 
Yes ; women should paint. 


“ Ought women to 


int?” Mr. Fun would endeavour 


To make a remark as regards this complaint ; 
And he says that if women as painters are clever, 
Why, then, let them paint, 








WHICH is the most reprehensible of all English games ?—Cricket, 


because of its wicket-ness. 


Fun Goes to the Dogs. 


Mk. FUN wanted a tonic. Bark 
was prescribed, so he promptly 
hied to the St. Bernard Show at 
Olympia. And “the faithful 
hounds,” who owe the preservation 
ef their race and their fame to 
“the pious monks of St. Bernard,” 
gave him plenty of that physic. 
There FUN saw “Sir Bedivere”; 
not “the last of all his knights,” 
but “the jfirst of his day.” ‘ Sal- 
vator Rosa”; not the artist, but a 
perfect picture himself. ‘“ Lord 
Danlo,” who is noble enough to 
deserve a better name. Mr. FUN 
was especially interested in the 
puppies, as they are of a distinctly 
lit(t)erary turn; while he was 


aware that there is much nutriment in fish, he had no idea that 


“ Ought women to paint?”—eh, sir? what's that? paint pictures ” | animals could be kept in such capital condition on Sprat(t)s. Hence- 
_ forth Mr, Fun’s favourite exclamation is “ (h)ounds!” 








It is stated that the Russian Government is about to reduce the 
| yailway fares throughout the country. This is the first fare thing 
| that the Russian Government has had a hand in for a long time. 





| “TI Go in for billiards,” says Dr, Scalpel to a brother medico ; “ what's 


your favourite game?”’ 
“ Football,” says his confabulator, “and I recommend it to you. 
Whenever did billiards bring you a Lroken leg or a shoulder to set'?” 
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MEN ARE SO SELFISH. 

Mr. Snowe (who has ridden home outside the brougham to avvid 
crushing his wife’s new dress, and is nearly frozen).—“ You didn't 
s2em to care much for the Tintopper’s party.” : 

Mrs. Snowe (warm as a fire).—“ No ; I was just thinking how much 
more comfortable one is by one’s own fireside.” . 

Mr, Snowe (his tecth chattering with cold—quite to himself).— 
“ Kspecially—right in front of it.” 


— - : 





Here’s a Chance! 


\ : 22; knowleige of merchant's office work, 
casas willing & SFeoetel — Reterenses. . . State previous ex- 
perience, . . . Salary, 15s, a week.”"—Uaily Paper.) 

BE sure to remark this “ ad.” for a clerk, 
‘Tis a berth for which all clerks will seek ; 

’Tis the boon of this age, for you'll note that the wage 
Is—yes—fifteen shillings a week ! 


He must certainly know a few matters or 80, 
And, of course, must be steady and meek ! 

Also willing and sriart, but for this they will part 
(Don’t start!) fifteen shillings a week ! 


Be upright he should, and have ref’rences good 
And a knowledge of figures unique ; 

As to age—twenty-two—so, of course, he could do é 
Grand on fifteen shillings a week ! 


Then, ye clerks of good tone, here’s a chance, you will own 
(But, pray do not all at once speak!); 
If study you prize, why, yow one day may rise 
To that sum—fifteen shillings a week ! 

o 


~ cm . 
P.S.—I forgot. English workers are not 
Mere worms that will fawn and will sneak ! 
But a thousand or two of the foreign clerk crew 
Will take fifteen shillings a week ! 








Christmas Carols, 


(Sze CARTOON.) 
OH ! breathe not his name, let it sleep where it can, 
For, begorra, he’s now a discredited man ; 
We gave him the sack, while we shed a sad tear, 
And no more as our chief will we have him appear. 


With wisdom and valour he once led us on, 

And the fight in our favour seem’d like to have gone ; 
But the Court of Divorce put a stopper on that, 

And into the fire has upset all the fat, 


“A cowardly scoundrel "—a “little” one, too— 
That is how he described a bright light of our crew ; 
And such dodges he used when in conclave we met, 
That we cannot forgive, though perhaps may forget. 


Oh! breathe not his name, let it sleep in the shade, 
Where, cold and unhonour’d, his prestige is laid : 
Slow, ample and dark be the tear that we shed, 

As the Mountain Dew quaff'd at a wake of the dead. 


But the Mountain Dew, when to its goal it doth creep, 
Brings oblivion sweet and lays trouble to sleep ; 

And the tear that we shed, though scarce noticed it rolls, 
Shall just damp his memory down in our souls, 


vvUonw Gus. 
Price 2d.; Post-free, 3d. | Fun’s Merry Christmas. 


Fun Almanac for 1891. | A Regular Screamer! 
20 Pages Full of Witand Humour. | 





Twenty-four pages of comicality, and all 
for Une Penny. 





“Fon” OvFice, 153 FLEET STREET, E.O. 
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Sarat A ch: BOYS AND BOYS. 

Old Gent.—“ You say you are adrummer doy ; why, surely you are 
big enough and old enough to be a drummer man, 

Drummer boy.—“ It don't go by age, sir, or they wouldn't call you 
a boy.” 
0. G.— But do they ?” 


D, B.—“ Why, yes ; a jolly old boy sir.” { And he got a drink, 
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ALMOST TOO MUCH OF A GOOD THING. 
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said he, 
p>) and he 
MY set to work ee 

and ransacked all the author ities he 
could get hold of 
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(1) We made loyalty a specialty at our ttle club Suppers Our Chauman 

had the names of all our Royal Fam uly and 

of , their connections at his fingers ends, 

and when he got up and proposed 
the health of his Serene Highness 
Peinee Donnerundblitzen of Saur. 
krauts - Lagerbier, or Sonie one a ; 
of that sort the teast was always 7 Z | 2 
received with the wild , : - 





enthusiasm it merited | dreamed of However, he prac - 


tised it before the glass till 
he got the proper twist of 
the yaw to Give it effect and 





(3) i = 
iN length he concocted a@ name 

‘which he thought would 
‘Seech them’ and mad 


a Note of it 


£n bours 
Summoned: hum” 
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nd at the next Socal mectine: of the club when he tock a long breath and sudden- he was off to yprn the 7a. 

ly fired off that name at us with a mi ty effort ub was responded to with 2 Shout cobites, $0 as to get hold 

of byal delight. But the strain musthave been too much for the poor Vice, Somehow, of Some Royal names he 
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iS om : ToMnd |" he sai 




















> FAR supplies: | “ " | 
ik ae aeniaey CADBURY’S 
“=POWDER Muay COCOA 


The choicest ey Riohest Custard BA. Terirenitaete ABSOLUTELY PURE tnererone BEST 


NDOOn - me ) : iteeiane Waeter. ee Fa. e epe 7 Ww h Iron ate hy Ww . Fiaat 



















— 


























"your Jackel or 
_your life 

















> 
—~ 


OS 7 |) 
a Ss )> 
" = ul ‘if 






fe N VE i 
“ Nye’ di i! ft wy 









WIE in 2 


<=. 


Ban 
SS 


7 ‘ \ 
ee 
SSS, 








“starved into hoslilety ° 
An old (ale retold 
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Appr | YC aft th 1H abs 
ye My > Good old Xinas 
SE = sae Comes again, Jol 
and rollicking AS ever 
= ng 





When Fatmecls Pal. i 





$ 
He 
(1) To kiss a man against his will (3) Seal; oT 7 Hi} 
; : i 3) Seal-jacket robbers steal girls coats, () Lo! the poor redskin, duped. ijl. We 
This barmaid tried—and made him ij] ! | Let your (seals) bindieed tied these notes, (() fed, po euskin, duped, i i} 
(4) These tram-car bandits’ tricks, they say | Must fail, now Sitting-Bull is dead. Ht 
(2) Had this ‘‘lydy," who'd fain knock and Were most tram-atic—quite a play ! | 
Tin | ,! > ‘ . mea . = ah) . 
At Millbank, been (Mill)bank-queting ? (9) Good old Pa Christmas good cheer brings, (7) Two roosters, of an Irish breed, 


Puddings, turkeys, geese, and things, 


Here Chanti-clear fowl air, indeed. 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 
of lace 





































—With a respectful jingle of f Portions of 
the second best cap and bells, fully arranging and dra and knotting about the figure before 


which Mr, Fux handed over He saw me not. world contained no other but 
abe Coke. Leg vemgeearne Aa Siniad uo othas chaelieastion Whe tea peatetion of tape 
ne Pgh, mang dress. His blue spectacles absolutely 

ok a ae en vibrated with the intensity of his 4) ¢ .,/.'( 

and a genial wave o concentration. oe ¢ s+ 


“ lightly soiled bauble” ac- 
uired me at same REN SY 

a , I saw my opportunity and pried 

Seeeng wich yoru | Ssoand, which Eiiow I found ont all 

Merry Ontistwas and 2 | ‘bout the two ballets I have referred 

Happy New Year. This, I feel, is not an altogether original observa- to, 1.6 you I aes, heartily in lore 

ten, Wak, gees S& sith a Seem of f and a genuine and manufacture. There they are, 


wi iness 
pathos which, it will be admitted, gilds it with the charm of : 
novelty, Long may you. wave, ladies and gentlemen, to ee apiacion of phat 


4 





bless the 
even to touches of canker on some of 
aa we P nd Aa \ : the blossoms. I could tell you “how 
take is your it’s done,” but as that would involve 
Foun ne a lecture on textile fabrics, a short 
price dissertation on chemistry and a few , 
ly; one remarks on practical mechanics, per- JEWELLED GYRATIONS. 
Los A — haps you will excuse me this time, 
artists, The other ballet is very striking of its kind: a magnificent 
jewellery affair, a display of wealth to make a miser’s mouth 
T ; water. A number of clockwork wands, jewelled all over, are part of 
ee the equipment, and as the master of the establishment continued rapt 
oo Oo (without the “w,” please) in his ballet dress, I set them all going. 


am bound to 


say in my Such a clicking and whirring! Such a flashing of dazzling radiance 


and blinding brilliancy! .. . . Then I sneaked out, leaving 














Site ond tens the absorbed artist still contentedly draping his ballet dress ! 

y een: me armen em 

a you do It’s too soon to touch upon Metropolitan shows, but Pll tell you 
Merry ( Ohoist. atout a couple of “ out-of-towners” I’ve seen. 

Ha five B- THEATRE ROYAL, EDINBURGH.—Mr. Walter Hatton, the manager 
Year tt will here, is one of those gentlemen who are credited with working on the 
certainly be “Gus Harris” principle of excelling 
no fault of themselves every Christmas, Not 
those public having seen Mr. Hatton’s previous. 
amusement efforts, I am unable to say whether 
caterers who THEATRE Royal, Sinbad beats his record or not, but 


I have no difficulty in aeserting that 
it is a thoroughly good pantomime. 
His two ballets—one coral, the other 
jewels—are beautifully dressed and 


have been Tus Tatton Aw 
busily en- ArLmn, aND 


ge ged in your BAILOBAR 
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terests perha ust 
trifle in Creir own mg eh » for capitally executed ; eatieet, 
exce 
eens or oe seins 
tion you have, or know the aan, —: A 


reason why pee small blame 
to you!). Whatever your tastes 
may be you will find some real P 
good things to choose from. SIXPENCE A SCUTTLE ! 
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THOSE, however, will only be absolutely 
ripe for notice next week, so “no more at 
resent” of them, beyond this: There are to | 
a couple of ballets in the Drury Lane 
pantomime (there may be a dozen others for 


g 
what J know—Augustus is capable of any- a ! 


os <0**er* 
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thing !) of which one, for the delicacy and 
cleverness with which the beauty of the rose ~ 
in all its varieties is annexed and appropri- THESHAKESPEARE, SP ae 
ated and adapted, ought to take the palm Liv BRP OO L.— Mel i/) [| 
from overs thine of the kind “up to date,” cae om au 
and of which the other, on account of its THIS ROSELBAF 
and varied brilliance will probably MUCH THANKS.” 

considered as more entitled to that honour. pany something 

The fact is, I sneaked a look at these when more than 






the famous costumier who had them in hand capable (such a 

















was otherwise engaged. lot of pretty 
girls in it!). —— : : 
‘TWAS one warm evening, at the end of Handsome, dash- A LiVSUT “ Wisr"-am 







last summer. The pensive omnibus, “fall ing, clever and 
outside,” was taking the wearied clerkling indefatigable Miss Maggie Duggan, the cn boy,” is a host im 













home to his tea, his work done for the day herself. Then there are Sam Wilkinson, Newham, shapely 
and scothing rest awaiting him. Not so my Blanche Wolseley, pretty Maggie Hunt and Gracie Vicat, to say nothing 
friend the costumier! Before a dressmaker’s of Miss Jennie Holand and a remarkably humorous Jim Chippendale. 
ss EMPIRE lummy, which flashed glorious in a complete Altogether, I say hats off to Mr. Hatt-on’s show.—The Shakespeare, bu 





his next week NESTOR 
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THE LOVERS’ QUARREL—SIGNS OF THAW. 


Nellie.—‘ I’M SURE HE WANTS TO MAKE IT UP, AND DOESN'T LIKE TO SPEAK First. How CAN I BREAK THE Ice?” 


Iwey.—“ Try FatLtine Down.” 








Concerning Christmas. 
A DOUBLE-MINDED DITTY,. 


[It having come to the knowledge of one of Mr. Fun's plentiful array of 

ts that many consider that the old form of Christmas keeping is dead, this writer 

in order that no offence may be caused to either side, somewhat re-cast the 
appreciative lay he had prepared for his employer.) 


gay bright , : 
O uur us be | 27 t for { Gave | Yuletide again 
with its pastimes and 


Draws near to upset all our pleasure ; 


So we all must 
For none can 


= ! revel in mirth beyond measure. 


The bright berried holly ‘ 
That foolish old folly, 4 t the mistletoe bough, 


children so happy 
And demonlets yelling f and humming, 


Remind us ’ pds 1 Peace and Goodwill just now— 


fai ; Christmas is coming | 


behave in a generous way, 


The glad-hearted their li young | 
Celt erp rltne toang | ettie and { $28 famadic ha 
War Ot ios oe feased to term { Tollick ; 
: laughable | 
And with singing and dancing, and { PUSmane 4 | larks, 
make us all join in their froli 
They'll } pee aie Bea colic ! x 


, innocent , with ripples of glee, 
With ridiculous _— with oun they call glee 
They'll { i toy oo } care so benumbing, 





Till we oldsters will wish } jo gmat ge 


The Spirit of Christmas, o Peace eee 


dear old Dickens 
In which icine eatin } delighted, 
We rejoice to discover, repped a 
So let families | be 
it disgust for it jal ase junta . 
t | an ‘ 
Mock ; Merey } false ; Charity e'er / ied displayed, 
{ Let true friends with each other be chumming, 
| So a truce to this mouthing and mumming ; 


And | ical | let's | teep trom ; the Harlequinade, 
Sue} Christmas | that's | coming! 














Sons of the Brave. 
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A Hard Task—for Them ! They’d all have to act most sin- 
Austrian Society for the promotion ’ 
fn qultmes has fest pobtiched 6 Not as now, like mere clowns on 
Sy yap | ‘They'd have to repudiate traito 
. y ‘ ey’d have to repudia rs 
guished Old Men. But a litte Tory even: Self-seekers who merit the 
a Laag ide mica be bon dente bee Bi Mieoad 
chaned if one had to follow Mr. Gladstone's eo ae 
pa one abgames As Gladstone has served “ Mr, 
Yes, life might be purchased too | Fox.” 
dearly | | They’d be bound on self-int’rest to 
- (As that ha'p’orth of Toryishtips | trample 
ndeavours to point out severely If they followed Gladstone's ex- 
In what rt calls, doubtless, its | caaedp 
quips 
If one tried Mr. Gladstone to Yes, life would be purchased too 
follow ; dearly, 
For then one would have to be To suit the Conservative creed ; 
For they'd then have to cease 


had  Glis dows tis 





are hollow— And to back their grand words 
Making Tory dolts purple with with some deed, 
ane Br | To imitate Gladstone would make 
One also find labour most ON | them 
ample— ———— — All give up bold lies and proud 
If one followed Gladstone's ex- A PIE-OUS SPECULATION. prate, 
ample ! Precious Pet.—“ Mamma, took tays tee'll make me a large To imitate him would awake them 


minth-pie all for mythelf, if I'll tiss her under th’ mitheltoe like To strive to be honoured and 
To them life would be purchased a little man: will you tiss her for one all for yourthelf ?” great. 

dearly— Fondest «f Mothers.—“ No, my darling.” "Twould be hard—and not up to 

For you see, before reaching G.'s P. P. (quite equal to the occasion).—“ Oh, well, then, 7'U ties | their sample [ample |! 

age, | her for two—all for mythelf.” To follow Great Gladstone's ex- 
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PAUPERISM AL/AS CRIMINALITY. 
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“ Beer ?” grunted the horrified Guardian, ‘‘teer for paupers? Certainly nct! Every pauper has becom e so through eriminality of some sort—drunkenness or gambling, 
or something. No; give him half a pint of gall and wormwood,” 
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‘ Hullo!” we exclaimed, a few years after—for we had recognized that once wealthy guardian in workhouse attire—“hullo! Another criminal pauper—where's the 
womens ?” “Sir” replied the guardian, quietly but prcudly, “ poverty isnocrime! Iam the victim of misfortune!” 
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“T,.0k here,” we whi: pered to the public, “ better elect u: as guardians, and leave us to deal with him.” It will bes bad time next Obristmas for one pauper ! 
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| O'S 
INGENUOUS MISS PRETTYPERT. 

The Senior Cwrate.— How charmingly you've arranged the white 
and red holly in this wreath, Mies Prettypert. And—ah, yes, the 
mistletoe. Where would jou suggest hanging it?” 

Miss Prettypert.—" Wouldn’t it look rather well—overhead ?” 
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Mr. Fun’s Christmas Yarn. 


I, 

THE ‘ innards” of each festive guest were ‘aden well with Christmas 
cheer, 

And aching legs demanded rest from their lusorious, lithe career. 

And throats were hoarse, for o'er and o'er had jovial songs been ren- 
dered well, 

And red-rose lips were wondrous sore— but how it happened who shall 
tell? 

And 80 we sat, at midnight, round the brilliant logs of brilliant Fun. 

And Boxing Day was with a sound of wild hilarity began. 

But when we'd plied the droll charade, and fortunes told with spu- 
rious lore, 

Ard many a Yuletide game had played, the bright Tom-boystercus 
lasses swore 

That they'd, by hook or crook, prevail upon our blandly smiling host 

To tell some hideous Christmas tale about some hideous Christmas 
ghost. 

Now, Mr. Fun—the dear old chap !—will pleasure give whene’er he 
CAD, 

So, having donned his thinking cap, he wank a wunk and thus began. 


II, 
Tom Tinkeracannikinoctamachree 
Were the cussedest cuss that you niver did see. 
From the day what he died to the day he'were born 
All the folks what ne'er sawr him beheld him with scorn. 
Sich a willainous quadruped ne'er could be found 
Standing hupright on two bandy legs, I'll be bound: 
And no righteous man sich a scoundrel could be 
As Tom Tinkeracannikinoctamachree ! 


Why, afore he could utter a sentence, he cussed 
At the Judge wot baptired him, and “ hoped he might bust!" 











And, afore all the finger nails growed in his gums, 
He bit off three or four of his grandmother’s thumbs : 
And, afore he could toddle, he ran down the yard 

For to drown a dead cat in a bladder o’ lard : 

And, afore he'd been weaned, to his club for a spree 
Went Tom Tinkeracannikinoctamachree ! 


When bare-headed he went to the grocery pub, 

He would sneak his top hat full of treacle and shrub. 

In the schoolroom he poisoned three schoolmasters quick 
By a-knockin’ ’em down with a wooden stone brick. 

But at last a nice pony wheelbarrow he got 

And began to start sellin’ “ Cold ’taters all hot !” 

And a room in this diggings were taken from me 

By Tom Tinkeracannikinoctamachree ! 


Humeowever, he soon fell in love with a gal, 

Which, her name bein’ Kate, we in course called her Sal. 

But the jealousest female on herth couldn't be 

Sich a hout-and-hout jealous a chap as were he! 

And one calm Christmas night, when the autumn winds blew, 
In this rcom were dissembled a jovial crew, 

And poor Sal (who was blind) were inwited ter see 

Tommie Tinkeracannikinoctamachree ! 


But at midnight’s dark hour (when the sun up in ’eaven 
Showed as Grinidge Mean Time were just twenty past seven) 
Pretty Sal—you that blames her won't praise her, [ think,— 
With two bonny left eyes sweetly tipped me a wink,— 
Which same wink her pertater man happened to smell, 

So he dragged her through yonder small door with a yell, 
And in yonder small room foully murdered were she 

By Tom Tinkeracannikinoctamachree ! 


Yes; the deeming had shown her a “ Bradshaw's Noo Guide,” 
And three lines she peryoosed, then in hagony died ! 

And, so whelp me, Jim Yima! I hopes I may kiss 

Ivry gal in this room—ivry dear little miss— 

If on each Christmas night he don’t tram from his tomb 

And sit roamin’ around yonder spacious small room ! 

And the silent loud groans is most drefful to see 

Of Tom Tinkeracannikinoctamachree ! 


When I says as that ghost are quite harmless, I knows 
As you gals will be mad for to spot it: but, laws! 
That commodious room are so small—donchyer see? 
That two folks it 'ud hold, but it ’udn’t hold three ! 
Humsowever, let one o’ you gals cop my arm, 

And ther ghost she may twig without fear or alarm. 
Whereby, which of you firstly the spectcher will see 
Of Tom Tinkeracannikinoctamachree ? 


Ill, 

Then, one by one, each wondering maid did with the genial FuN 
repair, 

Into the mystic room :and stayed some five-and-fifty seconds there. 

And each brave girl came back with cheeks that—strange to say !— 
were red, not white ; 

And said, with neither sobs nor shrieks, the ghost had given her great 
delight ! 

For in that tiny room our host had whispered in each damsel’s ear : 

“ Forgive me, pet! I keep my ghost locked up in yonder chiffonnier. 

And, if I showed that ghost to you, 'twould quickly into ether glide. 

And that would never, never do!” “Why not?” each wondering 
maiden cried. 

“ The reason, love, is simply this : so long as I can finda most 

Delicious cheek like yours to kiss, I really WON'T GIVE UP THE 
GHOST!” 

And thus each girl came back with cheeks that—strange to say |— 
were red, not white; 

And said with smiles—not, not with shrieks—the gkost had given her 
great delight ! ! 


‘“‘Making Pye.’ 
Any “ Pathriot” (loq.). 
HAPLESS E1io! Rough and rougher 
Grows her hard and tangled course ! 
Well, what matter? Let her suffer, 
She is but our stalking horse. 
Sure we've got her in a hobble, 
Let her wallow there awhile, 
While we ecratch and scream and squabble, 
Blackguard, bully and revile. 
Oh, the noble words we uttered ! 
Now confused and blurred they lie 
(Like the hopes of those we buttered), 
But a jumbled mass of pye. See opposite. 
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ATOHA! 
A STERNUTATION IN SIX EXPLOSIONS, 


ITI, 
“There was a little frog fell down in a well 
Singing ‘ Adee mitchee chiney, 0 !’ 
And what that little frog meant nobody could tell 
With his ‘ Adee, mitchee, chiney, 0 1°” 
—Old Ballad. 

ALWEELIA reclines on John Pettyblue’s bosom, He would rather 
she reclined somewhere else, but the said bosom is leased to her in 
her own right, for are they not betrothed? Yet the print of a cold 
omelette lingers on his cheek, and a woman's face, Bethaliz’s, to wit, 
is limned negatively upon his heart. He has not yet got beyond the 
stuffy stage of his cold in the head, though the unkindly clime which 
gave it him is left far behind, and he has not yet succeeded to the 
“solvage”* of the question which sticketh to him even asa brother, or 
a burr.—Why has the mother of Bethaliz got white——/? 

Alweelia lifts her pink eyes—why has Alweelia got pink eyes ?—to 
her lover’s untransparent countenance, She whispers a modest question 
in his undelighted ear. 

‘‘ When shall we be married, John?” 

‘When there are seven Thursdays in one week,” cries her sister 
Foolabella. 
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Foolabella is plain and angular, yet gifted by a beneficent heaven 
with a poignant cense of her own attractions, Alweelia urges the 
question, 

“ Never, I hope!” blurts out John Pettyblue. 

“T can always laugh at John’s jokes,” coos Alweelia. She burrows 
her drab-coloured head into his long suffering waistcoat. “Shall I 
ever forget our first meeting?” she sighs. “You came down to 
father to be coached for Oxford.” , 

“I did,” John murmurs, A vision of Alweelia’s venerable parent 
rises before his mental eye, “There were three other pupils. We 
each paid £200 a year—in advance. In return for this we were ex- 
pected to keep the garden free of weeds, to groom the Rector’s horse, 
shave and mark the tennis ground, pick blackberries for puddings— 
inexpensive, but filling—and make ourselves generally useful. 

“Tt was our father’s boast,” breathes Alweelia, tenderly, ‘that 
pupils coached by him were never to be passed.” ’ 
John Pettyblue smiles moodily, “The other three were plucked, 

he says, “I alone——” 
* Come, I've heard of salvage, but what on earth does so/rage mean ?—ED, FUN, 





_ “ We won't speak of it,” Alweelia says, tenderly ; “if you passed, 
it was because you couldn't help it. Let us recall how I won your 
love. At first you recoiled from me.” 

John writhes, 

“I despaired,” says Alweelia, shedding tears, “and then hope 
gleamed on me, The housekeeping was all in my hands, I, and I 
alone, had the ordering of the dinner. I observed that you hada 
large—a double sized appetite.” 

John Pettyblue groans. He has it still, 

‘When you gave me the cold shoulder,” cries Alweelia, “I gave it 
to you. When your smiles soured, so did the table ale. When you 
did not feed me with sugared words, pudding became an unknown 
quantity. Thus little by little you came to turn to me forall the 
brief joys of your underfed existence. You proposed. From that 
moment my inmost cravings were satisfied.” 

John lays his hand upon his waistcoat, “And mine, Alweelia,” he 
says, “and mine,” 

Her head bumps down upon his long suffering shoulder, “When 
shall we be married, John?” she repeats, lowlily. 

‘‘When the Bishop gives me a living,” her lover replies; “I have 
written to him to represent my claims to his patronage in the strongest 
light. I said, first of all, that my College career was not stainless, 
that I had been rusticated three half-terms out of six,and threatened 
with expulsion on various occasions. I mentioned the fact of my 
having received my degree of B.A. in mistake for another man, and 
drew his attention to the fact that I had taken holy orders in hunting 
breeches and an attack of deliriwm tremens ; and I wound up by say- 
ing that as such principles as I possessed were Agnostic, and klepto- 
mania and homicide were hereditary in the family, he would doubt- 
less recognize the fact of my being the fittest person possible to un- 
dertake a cure of souls,” 

Alweelia places a damp little kiss, like a postage stamp, upon his 
manly cheek as The Undergraduate, ruddy and grinning, bursts into 
the room. His.eyes are blueiand brave, his legs long, his muscular 
development massive. He rushes to the sofa, plucks Alweelia from 
that repose, and performs an impromptu waltz with her round the 
room. 

“T am in love,” he cries, mellowly, “I have lost my heart for the 
thousandth time. Lend me a clean necktie.” 

It is a peculiarity of The Undergraduate’s that when he is in love 
he does nothing but put on clean neckties, 

“Tn love,” ejaculates John Pettyblue, with a horrid sinking at the 
heart. He has had polenta and risotto for breakfast. Next time he 
is in Rome (for he is in Rome at this moment) he will do as the 
Romans do in every respect but that of eating polenta with risotto, 

“Tn love!” bleats Alweelia. 

“In love!” sighs Foolabella, “and not with me!” 

“In love!” shouts The Undergraduate, pinning on John Pettyblue’s 
clean necktie before the looking glass. ‘ Love makes the world go 
round,” 

“Tt never yet made it go anything else,” John says, bitterly. 

‘‘ And when are you to be married?” 

“ Plenty of time for that,” trumpets The Undergraduate. “ Why, I 
haven’t been introduced to her yet. That is for ycu todo. You 
know her.” 

The blood in John 
Pettyblue’s body 
congeals. His hair 
bristles upon his 
head. 

“IT know her?” 
he mutters, with a 
strangling gulp. 
‘* How does she spell 
her name?” 

“With a B,” The 
Undergraduate re- 
torts. “Ilove her 
with one, because 
she is Beauteous. [ 
shall hate her with 
one if she gives me 
the Blooming 
chuck. She lives in 
a Beastly old Roman 
Building ; her style 
is, generally speak- 
ing, Bang up, and 
her name is—Beth- 
aliz.” 

“ Atchoo !” 


(To be reswmed neat ay 
week.) “MAKING PYE.’ 
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At the rame time, P.-O. O'Hea makesa 
discovery. “There's the back door open. 
It’s meself ‘ll jes’ step inside; it's a 


burglary, be the sowl o’ me! 


In the small hours of the night, 
Pater is certain he hears a noise 
downstairs. 


‘ 


P.-C.—“Be the powers! here 
comes a light! I've got'um! Now 
for it!" 


Fearful combat of two. 


BURGLAR SCARE. 





Pater.—“Tll take the poker and go 
down myself, without disturbing the 





“ All's well that ends well.” “ Here's long 
life to yer hanner! Sure both av us was 
right, if both of us hadn't been wrong.” 


That Lady Who Sat in a Box. 


By atruthful Inspector in (and new 
out of) the employ of the L.C.C. 
Licensing Committee. 


I was there to take notes for my 
chief— 

| All the vice on the stage to record : 

| From a dress I might fancy too brief 

| 





To a song I considered too broad ; 
And I sat, with my notebook in hand, 
Quite prepar’d for a shower of 
shocks— 
But those shocks never came 
Till my optic took aim 
At a lady who sat in a box. 


Now, I’ve seen a good bit in my time, 
Having been in the Law as a “slop” 
(An obliger detecter of crime 
Who gets ordered all over the shop), 
But I’m blowed if I ever saw much 
To come up to that lady! She 
knocks 
All the records I’ve made 
Clean away in the shade, 
Does that beauty I saw in a box ! 


When the serio comic and dan- 
Cer—a female—stepped on to the 
stage, 

I at once seized my book, and began 
My detective instincts to engage ; 
Bat I saw nothing much to complain 
Of in either her songs or her frocks, 

These were certainly low 
In the bodice, I know,— 
But, that lady who sat in a box!!! 


It’s a pity—nay, more, it’s a shame— 
That the artiste who works for her 


wage 
Should be made to bear all of the 


blame 
For a thing that’s much worse off 
the stage. 
How about the “first night at the 
play?” 


Thither high class Society flocks 
In a few shoulder straps 
Even thinner, perhaps, 
Than the ones I just saw in a box! 
(And only just /) 








Leaves for 1891. 


“HAZEL'8 ANNUAL for 1891,” edited by E. D. Price, F.G.S, 
(Hazel, Watson & Viney).—This Annual is well known and justly 
celebrated for careful and correct compilation, for the fulness of its 
information, and for the varied subjects it treats of. The yearly 
issues are also well written up to date.—Of Diaries, Calendars and 
Almanacks, Pocket-books and such like, there is a seasonable outflow. 
—‘ Pettitt’s” and “ Blackwood’s,” issued by Messrs Griffith & Farran, 
have all the well considered characteristics which have rendered them 
so deservedly popular.—“ The Publishers’ Circalar,” after having ap- 
peared fortnightly for fifty-three years, will, on and after the first 
week in January, be published weekly. 





Picture Shows, 

DOWDESWELL'S have a most interesting show of pictures, mostly 
by the Newlyn Clique, which we can well recommend all lovers of 
real, honest, manly work to visit. Works by H. 8. Tuke, Mr. and 
Mrs. Stanhope Forbes, E, W. and L. Grier, Lester Sutcliffe, W. 
Langley, Mr. and Mrs. H. H. Robinson, W. Titcombe, and C. M. 
Grurson, with many others, form one of the best picture exhibitions 
of the day. Mr. Dunthorne has a collection of charming little oil 
pictures by Alfred Hartley, some forty-two in number, entitled 
“Constable's County.” They are varied in character, and very fine in 
colour. If there be a fault, it is that the technique is too perfect, 
carried in some cases to a pitch that suggests neatness and clearness 
on the mind, and killing that which would otherwise be poetic. At 
the Dudley Gallery, Francis E. James exhibits 145 water colour 


drawings, for the most part sketches, but all full of refined feeling, 
most particularly the flower pieces. The rooms have recently been 
redecorated, and have a most pleasing effect. 





fl! SSA 
PRECOCIOUS ECONOMICS. 
Pride of his Parents (and nobody else).—I say, mater, let’s have 


the pudding up now. I think eating turkey’s waste of time and— 
and—space, 
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OUR SPECIAL ARTIST ON THE ICE. 
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Now I although I cannot skate And am élas' a heavy (-) And Hock to gain the river's brink 
sie egthe, Can Keenest interest create. For, when L gambol down the Whilst 1 mono olize the rink 
track, The skaters one and all give back But stay' My song abruptly cease: 
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THE GOOD OLD FESTIVE SEASON. 
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The Festive Old Koch. 


| y 4 . 7 . 

Ways of curing by injection 
(Ste CARTOON.) | 

| 


Ills from which we need protection ; 
And his process 
So engrosses 
Minds, that we must test it more. 


ONCE again is Christmas coming, 
Coming, coming, coming, come ; 
Now's the hour for festive mumming, 
And the pudding known as“ plum” ; 
Mistletoe and holly berry ie eikiy Gandia toil 
Smile upon us making merry, ne WOrk & reformation ‘ 
Voices singing, | n some flesh that wants repair ; 
Sells a-ringing— | It may bring some folks to reason, 
Wo one should be looking glum. And, in concert with the season, 
May turn cheery 
Them who weary 
Of the woes they have to bear. 
Since unhealthy germs might ki!] us 
If too long they held their grouud, 


Try we, then, inoculation 
(Xn new subjects here and there: 


Like some marvellous magician 
Startling men in days of yore, 
Dr. Koch, the great pbysician, 
Lately taught us to explore 


“ DT iN B They gave The Carman back Wie hamper -emphy, ,, preparing his Xmas Wassal. 


We should squelch a bad bacillus 
Whensoever it is found ; 
Let us, then, suppress the naughty, 
Harsh, ungenerous and haughty, 
Banish sadness, 
Foster gladness, 
Christmas-tide has just come round, 


CHRISTMAS GREETINGS. 


Why merely WISH your friends a Merry 
Christmas when you can absolutely send them 
the Merriest Caristmas possible — namely, 


Mr. Fun’s Funny Special Merry Christmas, 


and all for the ludicrously small sum of One 
Penny ? 
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a |. ; fOr ° A, <= Jreasure rove AX 
i M1 silealren. Oulgro wing ‘ns while brother. Jouncatn shire ~4 
(5 ‘Daughters of Fate!” Ah, yes! unequally Fate's gifts are shed ! 
Well might the warm and well-filled aid chilled sufferers lacking bread. 


o 4) a 






ye had los 


(1) When in the suburbs thaws set in, they show, as many find, 
That the said suburban vestries are not a// of thaw-tful kind. 


~ 





(2) Lo. Truth's kind Exhibition once again is full of toys, (6) Through mixing rum and brandy this poor coachman left his seat, 
For hospital infant invalids and hard-up girls and boys. Aud when picked up his “ carriage” wasn’t what you'd reckon neat. 
(7) In gallant little America now the niggers spread so fast, 


(3) A damsel bent on suicide went stream wards, feeling bold, : iy - ; 
That they think it shows an (n)igger-ance if one pooh-poohs their caste. 


But her courage soon was frosted, for the water was so « old. 


Sone Lincoln men dug up old coins, long buried underground— 


(4) A dressmakeress, dazed and drunken, on a Bobby grew too mashed, (#) 
And soon that tippler’s spirits (and their gay elects) were lashed ! Those were rattling coigns of vantage where the other coins were found. 
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this house fully deserve 
three Christmas cheers 
(and a little one in—all 
the little ones in) for 















their new ballet. 
There is one scene 
which, if played 
in afternoons, 
would draw all 
THE EMPIRE.—CHRISTMAS JOYS AND DANCING Toys ror the boys and girls 
LIVBLY GIKLS AND LARKY Boys, in London as 
often as they 
could persuade their parents and guardians to take them, and then 
they'd save up their pocket money and go again—I mean the wonder- 
fuland elaborate toy scene, There's pe. of attraction in it, too, for 
‘ grown-ups ""—for myself, I don’t know whether I prefer the lovely 
Palladino dolly or the delicious De Sortis dolly, really ; but if you 
thought of making me a Christmas present, what do you say to giving 
me both? There's a very clever little Spanish dolly, though, that 
ought to command something more than passing attention. The 
Queen of the Fairies—quite a Gilbertian Queen of the Fairies for 
size—would make a nice Christmas present, too, for somebody. Not 
for me—I haven't a room that would hold her! 








PHRSIFLAGE apart, though, Dvl/y is an exceptionally good ballet 
at atime when ballets are exceptionally good with us. Thereisa 
welcome variation from the ordinary grooves in it, and the toy scene, 
though only an elaboration of a Drury Lane effect of a couple of 
years ago, is magnificently done, and imparts a welcome touch of 
novelty to the whole. The scenery is strikingly good, too—even the 
“cloths,” or front scenes, A picture of Blackheath (which, in snow- 


clad guise, belies its 
name, however) has a WY ex Lz: 
) Ye 


delightful, sober Wf 
Yi 
Yi 













beauty. The unrivalled Yh Ws 

grace of Signorina Pal- Uy * 

ladino, and the spright- / 

ly skill of Sig- “4 


norina de Sortis 








Tus ComBDY.—A VISIT TO THAT SCREAMER Jane 
THIS GROUP OF SEBTCUBS WILL EXPLAIN. 





PZ 
are strong elements in the show; but ate 
have we not aleo the gracefully flying 


Mdlle, Ainea, the cleverly pantomimic Sigrorina Cavalazzi, and (my 





personal objection to male ballet dancers aside) the more than efficient 
Signor Albertieri to back them up? To say nothing of the excellent 
work Misses (I like performers who call themselves good old English 
“ Misses ” without any nonsense about it! ) Vincent, R. Johnstone, E. 
Hoby, Messrs. Cazaly, Bertram, Ridley and several others, including 
the youthful Mies Topsy Sinden (for whom a brilliant future is pretty 
certain), and the “corps” generally. Wilhelm’s dresses simply as 
good as they make ’em (Miss Fisher and “ Ogooste” and Co, made 
‘em, by the way). - 

THE CoMEDY.—Jane is a regular actors’ play. (I make the asser- 
tion with a cheerful confidence, which the presence of two very 
regular actors’ names on the programme as authors of the piece does 
nothing whatever to mar!) Combined with the valuable stage 
knowledge it displays, it abounds with genial appropriation of ideas 
and points dear to the stage for eons, to say nothing of the absolute. 
familiarity of the plot. On the present occasion, however, these 
things are “ worked” with very considerable skill, and the piece is 
an absolute and undoubted success—thanks, in a large measure, to 
the freshness of the dialogue—which is, however, occasionally a bit 
too fresh, and kicks over the traces more than is altogether reputable 
—and in a larger measure to the first rate acting. If Mr, Hawtrey’s 
delicate light comedy humour has not attained perfection already, it 
is very close to the goal ; if the sprightly, piquant cleverness of Miss 
Lottie Venne isn’t good enough for anything, nothing is worth being 
sprightly or piquant for; and if the varied and ready “character” 
and expression in Mr. Brookfield’s William can be excelled, I want to 
be there to see it done! Mr. Kemble is good, too, as an amiable old 
gentleman with a capacity for putting things unpleasantly and some 
appreciation of female beauty, and other parts in the hands of Misses 
Ethel Matthews, Ewell and Ada Murray, Mr. E. M. Robson and 
Master Saker (a smart youth), are well “ taken care of.” 


The of J, aa ge , seadeorny' 
DaPe | ose and t ing is 
FRING V ALE s, at last found on ‘the 
stage, still the wonder 
iad | grows that it has been 
80 Jong getting there. 
A piece of “fooling” 
so admirably adapted 
to amuse all parties 
(including Christmas 
parties), and one 
offering so few diffi- 
culties to the adaptor, 
ought to have been 
seized upon long ago. 
Better late than never, 
though, and best, 
when at last it is 
done, that it should 
be done so well. Ex- 
cept that, in dividing 
Betsinda into two, 
and presenting her to 
us, both in her infan- 
tine, dirty-faced, one- 
shoed, bun - eating, 
és ic 0N pene a NRE Rg 2: dancing condition, 
THE PRINCE OF WALES'S.—THE KING WHO HUGS . 
, CHAMBERMAID MUST WIT T ;g nd in her grown-up, 
PAN BB PAID, — chambermaid - to- the- 
establishment phase, 
at one and the same time, Mr, Clarke has thrown readers of the book 
into some bewilderment, and, that the warming pan of private life 
appears to have become so obsolete that a young lady, undeterred by 
her stage-manager, heats it by placing it on the fire as though it were 
a stew-pan, nothing in the way of fault finding seems possible. 











THE piece is beautifully mounted, richly and tastefully costumed, 
and played with great spirit by all concerned. Mr. Le Hay is par- 
ticularly happy as Prince Bulbo, a richly appreciative bit of 
humorousacting. Mr. Monkhouseand Mr. Cheeseman area very funny 
pair of kings, and are sure to delight the youngsters. They might be 
a little more earnest in the flagellation business, though. Miss Violet 
Cameron fulfils all the requirements of a pantomime prince; Miss 
Attalie Claire is a charmingly sprightly and captivating Betsinda ; 
Miss Isa Bowman (a very youthful actress, with valuable graces of 
person and a ready intelligence) is a Fairy Blackstick whom all chil- 
dren will surely approve ; and her little sister ‘‘ Empsie”’ is a favour- 
able specimen of the infantile precocity. Mr. Siaughter’s music, if 
winging no high flights and originality, is always lively, characteristic 
and sufficient for its purpose. Some of it is genuinely comical, and I 
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THE REPARTEE OF THE ROAD. 
Driver.—“ D’y’EAR, BILL, D'YER KNOW WoT I WIsHES? I wisHES I WAS AS WET INSIDE AS I AM OUT, AND AS DRY OUTSIDE AS 


I am In.” 
Fare.—"“ Hi, CONDUCTOR!” 
Fare.—‘ ARE YOU FULL INSIDE, ConDUCTOR?” 


Conductor.—“I WISHES YOU WAS, JACK, AND AS I WAS you.” 


Conductor.—“ THAT'S ME, Mum!” Driver.—“ NO, IT AIN'T, BILL; YOU'RE A LOW CONDUCTOR.” 


Conductor.—"“ TRY ME WITH A PINT, MUM, AN’ SEE.” 








like the military march with the cornet very much “on the job.” 
This is the best (and only) pantomime I have seen up to date. 


_THE NEW OLYMPIC (morning).—Mr. Wilson Barrett commenced 
his Wednesday matinées here with a reproduction of The Lady of 
Lyons, It was a very reputable performance of the play with all the 


‘good old effects, except in the case of Miss Winifred Emery, whose 


deliciously nationalistic style is a bit out of keeping with the 


‘€minently “ theatrical ” nature of the late Sir Bulwer’s humorous work. 


Mr. Barrett’s version—a 
somewhat amended version, 
I think, of his previous view 
of the self-sufficient young 
gardener—is a perfectly satis- 
fying one, a little mannered 
in expression, and not exactly 
inspired ; but who wants in- 
spiration in the Lady of 
Lyons? Anybody who hasn’t 
seen the play acted and wants 
to, will hardly have a chance 
of seeing it in better form. 





NCE OF 
THE SHAKESPEARE, Liv- 72% EBINCE or 


ERPOOL.—I promised to say RAL FAVOURITE. 
something about the panto- 





‘THe Prince or mime here. Produced under the watchful mana- 


WALES'S.—WHILE gerial eye of Mr. G. W. Harris, it concerns one 
OTHERS SUEEE AS umpty Dumpty, who sat on something (per 
Hk’S TAKEN porns haps & dramatic critic), and came to grief. 
MORNING “Caop.” Mr, Wilton Jones (who never wilted yet) 


has, out of a wide and lengthy successful 


‘experience, supplied ‘‘the words”; so we need have no words 
-about them. 


here’s a wonderful scene under the Rhine, with 
& ballet of water nymphs, and the gala scene, with a wedding march 


j 
| 
} 





and bridal chorus, is a brilliant effect, in which artistic taste is as 
prominent as magnificence. Miss Nellie Leamar is the “ principal 
boy” here, with Miss Emily Hughes for a sprightly sweetheart ; 
while Messrs, C. Seel, KE. H. Milburn, J. T. MacMillan, and Gale 
8t. John; and Misses B. Burton, Skipton, and R. Hamilton “ keep 
the pot a-boiling” to a right merry tune. Mr. I’. Holmes’ Scenery and 
Mr. F. Wright’s music deserve special mention —so I specially 
mention it. 


NopDs AND WINK8S.—When the London Panorama, Waterloo Lounge 
affair, opened, which it did (with a “Children’s Christmas Party”), 
on Christmas Eve, the clever and deceptive (strictly in a professional 
sense) conjurer, Hercat, did cat-Her—I mean cater—for the visitors 
from a large stock of the marvellous.—Mr. Norman Forbes will dis- 
tinguish his management of the Globe, which will open at the end of 
next month, by making several much needed reforms in “the front 
of the house” matters ; matters which have had more to do with the 
general ill-success of productions there than many would believe. 
Electric light, better exits from the stalls, refreshments under direct 
managerial control, and, above all, the abolition of the vexatious and 
(happily) obselescent barbarity fees, are a few of the things already 
promised, and they will, perhaps, “do to go on with,” NESTOR. 








Irish Reckoning. 
[Fifty—his following—deserted, deposed him, and elected a new leader in his 
place. Mr. Parnell claims to have won a splendid victory over his opponents. } 
OUTVOTED, deserted, decried, 
Declar’d to be diddled and done, 
“Mr, Fox” swears the gain’s on his side— 
That a glorious vict’ry he’s won. 





Some Jacks in office are so continually finding fault with their 
subordinates that they would seem i of the notion that they 
can only prove their rule by “ taking exception.” 
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Hie came of a proud stock, and for centuries hisancestors had been mighty in the land. 
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Conundrum- 


atic. 


{Mr. Chamberlain 
seems to be snubbed 
aod suspected by bis 
allies, the Tories, in 
Birmingham.] 


JOE CHAMBER- 
LAIN is snubbed 
in “ Bram,” ‘tis 
feared, 

To trust him his 
late Tory chums 
aren't fain ; 

In what respect, 
then, is he like 
Blue Beard ? 
Come, answer, 

no delay— 
What ?—“ Give 
it up?” you 
K4yY— 

Why, being sad, 
he’s a “blue” 
Chamberlain. 


Evening ditto, 


ANCIENT AND MODERN. 






A 
LOPDE 


4s 








But Willoughby Vernon de Stork- Morning recreation. 


back Gladdergurgle himself was one 


of the most boiled eyed boshers that ever mashed. 





Disillusion. 

SHE  worshipp’d 
him, as most 
zesthete of men, 

She fed her soul on 
sweet zsthetics 
then ; 

She swooning 
drank his voite's 
dulcet tones, 

She raptur’d in his 
poses—all Burne 
Jones. 

Alas! towakefrom 
such a blissful 
dream ! 

To learn that all 

things are not 

\ what they seem ! 

\ One direful day 

\ she saw — oh, 

en woe ! oh, sin !— 

we He shelled _shis 


Married to Flossie Vere de Vere, the dash- Which resultsina happy state of existence, winkles with. a 
ing Serio Comic, and much repressed. necessitating a suitable home. common pin ! 














A Right-Down Regular Fairy 
Queen. 
( With A polog? sto W. 8S. Gilbert.) 


I'D scarcely like to be a Queen, 


And sit on a tinse! 


throne, 


With a crown instead 


Of a hat on the head, 


And diamonds overgrown 


On the gaudiest robe of gold and green ! 


(Such Queens, so I've been told, 


Will not “go on” 
Unless they can don 


An ocean of green and gold !) 


Oh! ‘tis an odious thing, I ween, 
To play a regular Fairy Queen— 
No half-and-half affair, I mean, 


sut a right-down regular Fairy Queen ! 
She walks about with a nervous-like air 


(Her knees are a trifle weak), 


With a pun to force, 


As a matter of course, 
Whenever she has to speak f 


With beautiful silver sh: 


es [0 We ir 


(Which pinch her dainty toes |) 


With endless stocks 


Of } ‘ 


Oh! ‘tis the ghastliest thing, I ween, 
To speak the lines of the Fairy Queen— 
No half-and-half affair, I mean, 
But a right-down regular Fairy Queen! 
Whenever she condescends to smile, 
Be sure she'll not do that 

On me or you, 

But on someone who 

Is a well-born aristocrat ! 
Her elegant high society style— 

(That awfully awkward stride, 

With the haughty stare, 
And the nose in the air)— 

Is known to the gods as “side”! 
Oh! ‘tis the thanklessest task, I ween, 
To do the regular Fairy Queen !— 

No half-and-half affair, I mean, 
But a right~down regular Fairy Queen 
But noble lords, they scrape and bow, 
And double them into two, 
And open their eyes 
In blank surprise 

At whatever she likes to do! 
And every “ Johnnie” will loudly vow 

She's fair as flowers in Spring, 

And say, “ How clever!” 
At whatsoever 


{ 
} 
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That is the only excuse, I ween, 
To be a regular Fairy Queen— 
No half-and-half affair, I mean, 
But a right-down regular Fairy Queen ! 








Snips and Enaps. 


The chat turned upon absent friends.— 
“ Fluter is an out and out good fellow,” says 
Plankdown ; “ he’lldoanything for anybody,” 

“And anybody for anything,” snaps 
Sharpus, as if he were a lucifer match that 
had been trodden on. 





“ Vat-th matter with yer, Ithrael ?” 

“I’m exerthi’'d in my mind, Thimeon. 
Thereth a newthpaper fellow thays itth 
immoral of me to take thixty per cent. for the 
money I lend.” 

“And tho it iti, Ithrael, ven ‘you can get 
thevinty,” 





~ 


Hon, Mr. Fitzfuddle (between two fainity 
disguised yawns).—‘I'm tired of doing 
nothing ; so I’m going in for authorship.” 

His Friend Cholker.—*“ Don't understand 
you, dear boy ; I thought you said you were 


tired of doing nothing! 
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HEY, THE GREEN HOLLY! 
Little Innocent.— Oh, ma, dear! do look! the holly’s all over 

little red pimples, like Uncle Foozle’s nose.” 

[ Great expectations from Uncle Foozle, too, 








On New Year's Eve. 


WE have wept o’er the fall of our “ castles in air,” 
We have seen bright ambitions decay, 

We have tasted the Upas-tree fruit of despair 
In the year that is passing away. 

Fickle Fortune from us who bent low at her shrine 
Has full oft held aloof in disdain ; 

But we’ll pledge her to-night in our creamiest wine 
And we'll woo her again and again. 

Shall our sorrows be potent our spirits to blight 
While the gift of Pandora is here? 

Nay, we'll smoke the sweet pipe of contentment to-night, 
And we'll pray for A Happy New Year. 

There be some who our souls have tormented and grieved 
By their conduct for many a long day, 

At whose hands we have much of ill-usage received 
In the year that is passing away. 

And, alas! holding fast to the Nemesis creed 
Of “an eye for an eye,” we have still 

Sought reciprocal measness of word and of deed, 
And returned not the good for the ill. 

Yet we feel we 2an pardon the enemy’s spite 
And repent of our own bitter sneer, 

As we smoke the ambrosial peace-pipe to-night 
On the eve of the coming New Year. 


There be some—they are few ; but the hallowing power 
Of their influence who shall portray ’— 

Who have stood by us closely in sheen and in shower 
Through the year that is passing away. 

It is these who have lightened the load of our care, 
Who have bidden high yearnings rise higher ; 

It is these, by the love that towards us they bear, 
And the measureless love they inspire, 

Who on Earth's gloomy paths shed Elysian light : 
And to these, with a smile and a tear, 

We will drain a deep draught of devotion to-night 
As we wish them A Happy New Year. 








New Leaves, 

“ EvERY Man his own Lawyer,” by a Barrister (Crosby, Lockwood 
and Son).—This ‘‘ Complete Epitome of the Laws of Hngland,” if it 
does not make absolutely certain that we shall have no more lawyer's 
bills, will save many a 6s. 8d. for those who consult its pages.— 
‘Income Tax,” by the Ex-Crown Surveyor of the Income Tax 
Inquiry Office (The Ratepayer's Protection Association),—What to pay 
and what not to pay is well worth knowing, and the lesson may be 
easily learned by careful perusal of this handbook.—“ Blessed be 
Drudgery,” and other papers, by William C. Gannett (David Bryce 
and Son, Glasgow).—Not much “blessedness” can be found in 
Drudgery by the drudges while they are drudging; but it is there, 
and it is worth finding out, as this little paper will help them to do: 
for it is well to learn, however difficult to discover, ‘The Sanctity of 
Hard Work.” The other papers are equally conducive to true comfort 
and joy.—‘ Geordie,” by a North Countrywoman (The Leadenhall 
Press). These ‘‘ Adventures of a North Country Waif and Stray” are 
told in a simple and straightforward style. The hero is a sort of ugly 
duckling who turns out splendidly swanlike in the end. May our 
North Countrywoman write many more such stories, and “ every time 
a Geordie."—“‘The Shadows Around Us.” Compiled by Arthur 
Morrison (Hay, Nisbet & Co).—This collection of “ Authenticated 
Tales” will not throw any new light on the so-called “supernatural " 
that forms their groundwork. They are more likely to spread the 
“spell” of superstition than to dispel it. 








THE police have long had their eye upon an inmate of a well- 
known boarding-house who was suspected of purloining petty articles 
from the establishment. Yesterday their patience was rewarded, 
for the person in question was detected in the very act of carrying 


out a project. 








A SEASONABLE GIFT. 
Miss Mistleberry.—* Let me take this oppoitunity of wishing you 


a Ha New Year.” 1 : 
Me Wollytoe. — “Thanks, awfully ; but I need a especial New 


‘1 


Year's Gift to make it so for me! 
Miss M.—“ Indeed! What?” 


Mr. H.—“ Yourself !” 
The case was procreding when our reporter left. 


we ee 











EFUN. DECEMBEE 31, 1890, 














JUDGE AND GENERAL UTILITY. 


[In reference to the Mark's case, a correspondent to a piper pointe out that it is not uncommon for our judges to set aside the verdict ofajury. The Lord Chief 
Justiee did se at Meld some time age: and in civil actions it isa common thing for the judge, when the jury have found for one party, to enter judgment for the 


other. Very lately Mr. Justice Stephen set aside the finding of the jury for three hundred pounds damages, and entered judgment for the defendants.) 














And while I'n ane i¢ ; +6 0} , ae a ee . ; : ‘ 
1buG Whil Amba b it 410 « the nlaint " 1 defendan ar ‘aaron? +) » > - 6 ; ra e - ; ‘ - Lae ; . 
aad : ni al anh > AU (heir et if too. #, 10 their part for em. And he disc harged the usher and the 

are@u the D1 t. and locced } ep] +) 7,7 ¢ all } } ac) + 4 ae : 
i cleare I ; ioc fed D it in the reaiu vy ft eit, and became a regular quick change artiste. 
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Tom.— "I HEAR YOUR ENGAGEMENT WITH MI 
Harry.—" Ou, | GOT DEAD BROKE, AND HAD TO BREAK 


A FALL OF SNOW. 


“ MERRILY, cheerily over the snow.” [I remember singing that non- 
sense years ago. Asif I cared particularly about the snow, or any 
sensible pereon did! And it is not very pleasant when we are going 
down the street to have it shovelled off the roof on to your shoulders, 
it happens that you bring an action for damages against 
thie proprietor of the } ,and recover somet! y for it,asan 
notability did some or four } 
always manages to vet in between the 


except w he: 


me in l\ltary 


three vi Ts av V 


1 


boots, and the enow makes your 
trourers wet, and then whe! you ait 
down y tteam before the fire. 
And, then, when the snow is about 


18 AlLWAYB Ut! CO! founded 
ping the pavement, As 


there it 
eour 
if that was very pleasant—not ex- 
actly sheep bells or summer land- 
scape. Well, some lunaticsactually 
say they enjoy seeing the snow, and 
they call it snowing the cake with 
sugar, as if theidea of that made it 
any sweeter. Wel), nowadays, it isa 
good notion to call it snowing a 
wedding cake. The whole wedding 
is freezing enough. As 


lof scra 
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if any sane creature could like 
snow! Supposing y are volnga 
steamboat journey— say, for in- 
stance, to Hamburg. Of course, itis 
comfortable enough in the saloon, 
but when you are out on fleck and 


is there, I wonder how 
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PLEDGE. 
Orr. WHAT WAS THE TROUBLE?” 
THE CONTRACT, 8O THAT I COULD PAWN THE RING I GAVE HER.” 


Is 





and play at whist and drink whisky and upset your bile, and then, 
when you ring, the steward doesn’t come for you, because he is a 
; sensible person, and is not such an idiot as to get cold. Well, now. 
it is not verynice. And some folks say that a real old town such as 
Nuremberg never looks so well as when the snow ison it. I have 
seen Amsterdam in the snow, but I cannot say I liked it. I went into a 
place in th lverstraate and took nips o’ raw spirit, after the fashion 
of the cour nd [ don’t speak Dutch, and I don’t speak 
ern 7 ereatureé who spoke En a Hebrew 
traveller in the engine oil line, and 
I didn't much about 
and I had there 


oe } 
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Who vlish was 


Spat: 


CaTe 
to 


stick because 


of the snow outside. And then 
people say they like the snow on 
Hampste 1H th because they can 


ry; asif there wasany 
elight in squatting in 


) oovvAn 


part 


OreCAK 


an ery and trying to 

your reck. And then others say, 
“We like to see the sledges in the 
Row.” Sleeves, indeed! you would 
have a good sickener of sledges if 


} 


{in the north of Europe. 
in one you are never 
only about @ square 
of your body, and 


you liv 
When you 
warm, but 
foot in 


@} 


tront 


you are so cold you can feel every- 
where where you are buttoned, and 
you ar s0 miserable that you 
vould like to get outand pulldown 
a telegraph wire and hang your- 
self on And the snow is 89 
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ATOHA! 
A STERNUTATION IN SIX EXPLOSIONS, 


III, 
“The boy stood on the burnin’ deck — 
Gimme the orange now,"”—Jurenile Recitation, 

‘‘ AT-TISHOO!” 

John Pettyblue has covered his confusion with a sneeze. 
not the eye of Alweelia upon him? 

“ There will be no pudding to-day,” he whispers to his inmost soul. 
Then, gently but firmly, he grasps The Undergraduate by the scroaff. 
He reclaims the clean necktie and adjusts it round the bull-like 


But is 


throat that one day must wear the strangling collar of High Church 
parsoninity, and which already bears the yoke of Alweelia. 

“ Bethaliz is in Rome!” his glad heart trumpets. ‘“ Now I shall 
know why He turns to the bold, bright boy, who, bubbling to 
the brim with pure primal passion, stands before him. Immediately 
he assumes the attitucle of the captain of a troop of tin soldiers. He 
motions The Undergraduate to lead the way to the abode of Bethaliz. 

“Tt's near the Coliseum,” the boy says, wistfully. “ We'll Coli- 
seum as we go by. Stand by me; you ve promised to.” 

“I'll do Vatican for you,” says John Pe'tyblue, with a flash of 

















mirth that pierces like a regulation bayonet. How his heart swells! 
How boyish he feels! He can believe now that that living will 
remain in the limbo of possibilities unfulfilled ; that the date of his 
marriage with Alweelia may remain indefinitely postponed. He is 
no longer irritated because Italians do not understand him when he 
addresses them in their native tongue. He is ready to overlook 
everything, even the ten pounds that he owes The Undergraduate. In 
this frame of mind is he when they reach the gloomy mansion. 

Up, up, up many stairs and more. They knock at a door, and it is 
opened. A toothless crone carries in their cards. They enter. The 
salon of Mrs. Le Marchare is void of Bethaliz. There is a sticky 
infant there—an objectionable infant in an adhesive pinafore, who 
gurgles incoherent nothings and sucks a doll made of a loathsome 
piece of striped blanket. Whois helike? John Pettyblue cannot 
remember. But he is like somebody. Then as this question joins 
issue With another that has been dinning in his mind's ear tor— 
how long? 0, joy! A wave of rapture overwhelms him as Bethaliz 
enters the room. 

Fair, oh, pre-eminently fair is she! The Undergraduate gasps 
aloud, and she turns her glorious head to him and sheds on him a 
small, coo! smile. Its little twin brother she gives to John Pettyblue. 

“ Gug-gug,"’ says the Anonymous Infant, Who is that Infant like? 

‘* Bethaliz,” says John, originally, “ I have found you out 

‘You have found me in,” says Bethaliz, “ have not you?” 

‘‘ Let me introduee——” John presents The Undergraduate. 

The Undergraduate is dizzy with joy. He only wishes that he had 
hal his clean necktie. 

‘ Bethaliz,” says John Pettyblue, nerving himself to the task, “I 
have a question to put to you.” His eyes are cold and stern. 

Bethaliz muriuurs, faintly, “Spare me! 

John rushes on As he does so, something occurs. The 
Anonymous Infant spasmo:lically bolts the piece of blanket, It is black 
in the face. Lut Bethaliz heeds not. 

‘ Bethaliz,” John says, softly and sadly, “why has your mother got 
white hair?” 

No answer; only a sob. 
His eye falls on it 

And he cries, in vehement surprise, “ Blow me if that child isn’t on 
the wrong side of the blanket !’ 

A wild shriek peals through the room. 





his fate. 


The Infant is on the verge of euthanasia, 


* * 7 ” « . 

When it is all over, John Pettyblue remembers, keenlier and 
clearlier than ever he remembers to have remembered, how ethaliz 
looked that day ; how sheadvanced upon bim and The Undergraduate 
with imperial cheeks tlaming purple with clise-like clouded orbs of 
sovereign anger. 

Go,” she said, coldlier, distinctlier* than ever she has spoken, And 
upon their remaining silent, mute and petrified before her—can this 
be the meek Bethaliz of old days /—she caught up a heavy, sausage-like 
bolster from the ancient horsehair sofa (why have they horsehair sofas in 
aii furnished apartmentsthe whole world round ?) and advanced upon 
the twain. Then, John Pettyslue remembers nothing but stairs, In- 
terminable stairs, all of stone, the proof impression of each individual 
step of which he carries to this day, in navy blue, upon his much- 
enduring backbone. 

As to The Undergraduate, he weeps, The contrast between his mus- 
cular proportions, his long leys, and his tears, is piquant and vutré, 

And the rooms in the l’alazzo Cimice are advertised, in Koman capi- 
tals, “TO LEY,” 

Whither has Bethaliz flown ? To be revealed neat niok 


3 grammar 7—ED, FUN, 


Leaves from the Xmas Tree. 
THE Christmas Number of The Publisher's Circular iaa perfect 
treasure house OT specimen illustrations from all the best books of the 
1) whatever 


season, useful to booksellers and a boon to those who, fre 
cause, fail to become possessed of such books.— A lDucal Tea-House 
is the title given to 7he Journal of Decorative Art A nnual, It isan 
accurate and elaborate description, with pictorial illustration, of a 
building in the vgrounds of the Duke of Westminster, at l.aton, 
wherein “ The Seven Avgesof Man,” a series of designs by the popular 
artist H. Stacey Marke, R.A., form a priocipal feature in the decora- 
tions, Prints of these are also given with the amnual.—for all that 
is excellent in Christmas Cards, greetings, and such-like, and for 
novelties peculiarly their own, 8. Hildesheimer & Co. are well in the 
running with other firms, and provide these elegancies in pro- 
fusion.—A seasonable novelty is ‘The Magic Calendar. It is one 
of Jack Smarte's Pastimes, published by Marcus Ward & Co. It is 
very neat, very clever, very scientific and very puzzling, difficult to 
learn, easy to do when you know it—bat you've got to know it first, 
that's where the puzzle comes in, Then a person's birthday, wed- 
ding day, or any day of the year can be told with surprising alacrit 


and mathematical accuracy 
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MEASURE FOR MEASURE. 
Young Poddlebeck.—“ 1 want you to let me travel for a year, guv- 
There's nothing like travel to expand a fellow’s mind.” 
Old Poddlebeck.—“ Yes, my boy; but I’m afraid it'll narrer my 





pocket.” 
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WRINELES FROM THE RANE. 


4,— PHTL FLYWHIP HAS A STRANGE EXPERIENCE, 


I'p jest got ‘ome arter a long day, dorg-tired, wet through, an’ so 
bloomin’ cold that I couldn't tell by feelin’ which was the ribbons 
an’ which was my fingers. The little missis—bless ‘er ‘art !—takes 
orf my boots, an’ brings my warm slippers outer the fender, gi’s me a 
drop o’ sutthink short to restore hanimation, an’ shortly arterwards 
we sets down toa snack. I jest pute away a couple o’ pound o’ pork 
sosdingers an’ a dish o’ baked taters, then I takes a fancy to a Welsh 
rabbit as the missis does a treat ; I washes it down with a quart o’ 
beer, an’ then, feelin’ the hedge took orf my happetite, I 'as a drop o’ 
sutthink ‘ot an’ strong, an’ turns in, 

Well, it didn’t seem five minutes afore it was time to turn out agen, 
an’ the funny part of it was that, instead o’ me goin’ to the yard an’ 
fetchin’ the mare outer the stable, she comes into the stable an’ leads 
me out by the ’air of my ‘ead. Well, this took away my puff, an’ all I 
could do was to wonder wot was comin’ next, while the mare ses, 
“Wo back |—none o’ yer larks!" an’ backs me ‘tween the shafts, wen 
blowed if she doesn't strap up the belly band, an’ ’ook on the traces, 
an’ there I wae~/arnagnel to my own keb! She gets up into the 
perch, as if she'd been born to it, an’, givin’ the whip a smack, 
and the ribbons a tug as nearly breaks my jaw, says, “ Come 
up, yer lazy brute!” Well, that riled me, but some’ow I 
couldn't say a word,—I s’pose I was in such a pelt. SoI launches 
out with my foot at the splash-board, an’ gives ita oner that makes 
the show shake, an’ then, Slane me, if that old mare didn’t fetch that 
whip across my shoulders, till I felt as if I didn’t know whether to 
—_ orcry. Well, outer the yard I goes into the street, an’ I was 
fairly corpsed to see all my ole pals a-drawin’ their kebs along the 
road with the gee-gees hed up be’ind, or else on the box, an’ then 
blowed if a great fat dray ‘orse didn't ‘ail my mare, an’ step inside 
my keb an’ chi-ike thro’ the butterfly, “‘Waterloo!—sharp as yer 
can!” Well, I trots orf to Waterloo, an’ blowed if I didn’t old 
Jim Jawley, as used to conduct a Putney ‘bus, an’ Jack Wilkins, as 
used to drive it, a-'arnessed double, an’ pullin’ up every fifty yards, 
while their two nags was fixed up, one on the box, an’ the other on 
the monkey board, callin’ out “ Strand, Charin’ Crors, Piccadilly, ‘Ide 
Park— inside!" an’ all the ‘oases as wasn’t ridin’ was a-walkin’ 
on the pavement on their ‘ind legs, wile the people was a- 
walkin’ in the road, most of ‘em a-drorin’ wehicles, An’ my ole mare 
she chortles out as she passes Jack, “It’s our innin’s now, ole man, 
ain’tit?” An’ he ses, “ Right you are, my beauty!” an’ she ses, 
“ Get outer the way wi’ that ‘s Ark o’ yourn, an’ let's ‘av a bit 
0’ road!” An’ 'e ses, “Go and fry yer face |" an’ she answers, “ Don't 
you fry your'n—it’ll spile the fryin’ pan,” an’ fetches me round the 





bs with the whip, an’ up I: goes. Then the old ‘orse in the keb 
an out, “ Look dae ain't ‘ired you to loaf about an’ altercate ; if 
yer don’t get on I'll take yer number!” An’ then the mare gives me 
sech another. stinger that I puts my ‘ed down an’ gets the bit in my 
double teeth, an’ away I bolts. I run over a mare as was wheelin’ a 
peramberlater with two foals inside, an’ an old ’orse dressed up as a 
copper, an’ then I sees a fire ingine a-tearing along with ‘osses in brass 
’elmets on it, an’ a couple o’ big coves a-gallopin’ it along. Well, I 
cannons a wheel orf that, and was a-goin’ a pelter right up the Strand 
w’en a couple of ’osses, dressed as coppers, stands in front o’ me, an 
waves their forelegs. I shies; one of ’em springs at my bridle an 
’angs on, an’—— I wakes up, an’ finds the ole woman a-shakin’ me 
wiolent, an’ askin’ me wot I mean by chuckin’ my arms about an’ 
landin’’er in the jaw! An’ a-addin’ that it’s time for me to get out 
o’ bed n be orf to the yard. 
It was either them sossingers or else the rabbit—but all that day I 


remembered not to jerk the mare’s mouth. 








Look Out, Ladies! 
OH, flirting is a fault, 
So intending flirts should halt 
(Thus in our fair contemporary, Woman, has been shown) ; 
The flirtations of the sex 
This complainer oft perplex, 
For she (good easy Woman /) thinks they low’r the moral tone! 
If “toney” then ’tis not, 
Let’s stop it on the spot— 
Or rather, let the ladies stop, by them the harm is done, 
Many girls, when they’ve the chance, 
Will flirt by grin or glance— 
For proof, just see how all the fair delight to flirt with Fun! 











MEAT TOO STRONG FOR BABES, 
(WHAT WE ARE COMING TO.) 
He,—“ Been to the theatre lately?” 
She.—“ Yes ; went to the Splendiferous last night with my married 


sister. 
He.—* Took her youngsters, I suppose ?” 
She.—*“ Oh dear, no! it was a pantomime.” 
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QUOITE A DHIFFERENT MATTHER, BEGOR! 
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(1) Shure Misther O'Blarney and Mr. McYelper were ilegant spakers 
entoirely. It's M. Pays they were, and true thriots, begor ! But whin- 
iver the poor bhoys ‘ud be afther addrissin’ a few remarks toan orderly and 
enloightened assimblage on the scoience av cattle crippling or landlord 
stalkin’'——(2) Some av Balfour’s bloodthirsty minions would be afther 
turrnin’ the paceful spot into a shambles, begor! poy taking them in 
charrge and “ movin’ on” the audience! Bad scranto’em! (3) And the 
bloodstained hoirelings would often push thim, or crumple their collars, so 





/ S > 
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that the poor dilicate sinsative crachures would be half kilt entoirely, and 
ill in for months, surrounded boy their wapin’ hearrtbroken ds ! 
and thim mimbers av the ligislachure, too! 4) Av coorse whin the 

tlemen had a throifle av a proivate quarrel to adjust-——-(5) And called: 

a few frinds to assist thim at orroivin’ at a sittlement, be jabers! they 
could take a sthroke on the skull, or a brickbat in the oye wid the best av 
’em! Thunder and turrf! what's a few broken bones to a stout lump/avan- 
Oirish pathriot !!! 








THE Rev. John McNiell has informed his friends in Glasgow that, 
when he was in London, he felt as though he was in a foreign land. 
This information is chiefly valuable on account of its proving one of 
those rare exeeptions to the rule in which a Scotchman has come to 
London and—gone back again. 





“Tue Pine Forest at Home.” In connection with the “ Pine” 
treatment of throat and Jung disease, “Sanitas” is what all the 
afflicted might pine for—and wonderful things would come to. 
pass, if once they began to use Pure Sanitas. Disease and 
at once would recoil before the advances of SaAmiTas OIL. 





Sa” To OoRRRsrOoNDENT?.— [he Ldtior does not bind himself to acknowleige, return or pay for Contributions, in no cass will they be returned unless 


accompanted by a slomp-d and dtrecied enceivpe. 
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NEMESIS: A TALE OF THE GOOD OLD TIMES. 
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rruxed wi @ nne- ie por again. 
The Kilkenny Cats, 
(SEE CARTOON), 
TRADITION declares, as you probably know, Miaow ! up go their backs, and it’s hiss, spit, scratch, bite,— 
That some Kilkenny cats, many ages ago, | What a row at Kilkenny they make when they fight 1 
A fight of such terrible fierceness maintain’d And the creatures, that once seem’d the dearest allies, 
That, excepting their tails, not a vestige remain'd Interchange savage blows without any disguise ; 
Of those furies who ended each other's career Till their neighbours begin, with good reason, to fear 


At a juncture—no doubt the tail-end of the year. They've no peace or goodwill at this time of the year. 


Eighteen Hundred and Ninety has certainly been If they keep on and do as they’ve recently done 

A term within which some strange sights have been seen ; | In our fresh Highteen Hundred and Ninety and One, 

And the one that of all ite strange sights “ takes the cake " There won't be much left of them soon, one would gaess, 
{ 


Is this latest—wild Irish cats trying to make Save their tales—that’s to say, their t, a, l, 6, 5 
Poor Hist'ry repeat iteelf (so 'twould appear), But of such a grim fate we still hope they'll get clear, 
Whilst Erin feels sad at the close of the year. And enjoy, with the rest, quite a Happy New Year. 
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Hal and sleet 

Frost and snow 

Down the Finig the SKaters go 
Cults and blows Nave and hate 
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TOLD IN THE PADDED ROOM. 
YES! from my earliest boyhood’s days I 


hatei Japkins, snd when we began life in| 


earnest, it was jast the same. 


He heard I had adopted the profession of | 
medicine,and mocked mein his jeeriog way; | 
said the profes-ion was overstocked already, | 


would never pay. He wasright. It didn’t! 
He said he knew a game worth ten of mine. 
Again he was right. He did! 


Even now my tortured spirit writhes when | 


_ I recall the ascendency of his malignant star. 


He concocted—invented he phrased it—a 


| filthy liquid compound which he christened 


myself. 
compound ?" I ventured to say, jocosely. He © 


“ Jupkins’ Universal Death Defier, warranted 
to cure every species of disease, known and 
unknown, chronic oracute.” The proceeds of 
the first small quantity so!d he spent in 
aivertising, and the sale grew. (Gradually 
column upon column of the newspapers came 
to be filled with panegyrics upon his match- 
less specific, and hoardings broke out into 
lithographed eruptions eulogizing the virtues 
of Jupkins’ U. D. D. And, meanwhile, he 
rolled—nay, absolutely wallowed—ia filthy, 
sordidlucie. AndJ, withasmall! practice and 
a large, hungry, growing family—I marked all 
thie, and swore a deep revenge. He had 
done me the deadliest wrong that man can do 
his fellow—he had succeeded! Day by day 
I grew poorer and more morose; hour by 
hour he grew wealthier and more obese. Put 
the climax came when I condescended to ask 
him for the loan of tive pounde—and he let 
me have it. I think at that moment I hated 
him more than ever, and again was my oath 
renewed ; for already—yes! already I had 
formulated a scheme of revenge! 

One day I was summoned to his house. He 
complained of feeling somewhat unwell, and 
finished by saying, ‘‘ What I want isa tonic, 
or something. You owe me five pounds, you 
know, Poporf ; suppose you work it out.” The 
mean, gradging hound! But I restrained 
‘Why not try a dose of your own 


shuddered, and turned pile. I hastened to 
pacify him with the assurance that I did but 
jest, and would put bim right ia a brace of 
shakes. Then I promised to send something 
at once, and left the house. How I chuckled, 
how I shrieked with delight, when I regained 
my surgery! Ha,ha! At last, at last! 

Day by day he grew paler and more feeble. 
His appetite fled, his spirits vanished, his 
temper became utterlysoured. Then he took 
to his bed. I tended him, watched over him, 
brought his medicine with my own hand, yet 
still he grew worse. 

At last one night, as he lay propped up by 
pillows, he said, ** Poporf, I think I shall call 
in other advice; I don't believe you under- 
stand my case,and—and I don’t like the taste 
of this medicine.” * Not like th2 taste of the 
me ficine?”’ lexclaimed, in secret exultation ; 
‘why, it’s never varied ; I prescribed it from 
the very first, and you must have swallowed 
at least three gallons of it.” ‘* Yes,” he cried, 
excitedly ; * but I hate it—it’s hornible! What, 
ia the name of thunder,is it?" ‘Is what?” 
{ rejoined, feigning not to understand him. 
“Why, the medicine, confound you!” he 
yelled, sitting up and glaring at me fero- 
ciously, ‘What's it compces:d of? What 
the I could contain myse)f no longer. 
Leaning across the bed, and looking him 
sternly in the face, I hissed, ‘‘ You ought to 
know! why ask me? The only medicine I 
have given you during the last five weeks has 
been—has been——"’ ‘“ What?” he gasped, 
a deadly pallor stealing over his face. ‘“ Has 
been,” I shouted, “ Jupkins’ Universal Death 
De her ! - 

He gave one groan, and turned his face to 
the wall. Twenty-three seconds later all was 
ver. He ited a personal test 
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PAPA (To boy, aged 14 years).—“ Well, Bob, what have you done with that shilling I gave you? 
Bon.—“ Yes; I took a girl out, you see, and you can't co that without spending money!” 


Public Amusements, Ete. 


THE GRIFFIN.—A shadowy and 
spiky substitute for the late 
lamented Temple Bar, to which 
lawyers used to be called. This 
monument is open for inspection 
daily, from 1 A.M. to 1 P.M., and 
from 1 P.M. to 1 A.M., but never 
between those hours. Admission 
free, by asking a policeman. 


THE T, R. PUNCH AND JUDY: 
Generally situated in front of 
St. Clement’s Janes’ Church 
(which is of the Wren-naissance 
period).—For this theatre standing 
room only issupplied. forcharges, 
apply to the Hat Box Office. 
N.B.—The drum will be beaten 
three seconds before the com- 
mencement of each act. 


THE NEW SCOTLAND YARD: 
On the banks of the Thames. 
Admission free, on presentation 
of arrest warrant or handcuffs 
N.B.—The last co2ch, “‘ The Black 
Maria,” plies between kere and 
certain stations. Inside seats at 
very nominal “charges”; cutside 
Seats at special rates. 

THE LONDON Mocsic HALLS: 
Much frequented by thearistocracy, 
who are sure to find the general 
tone here up to their level. Ad 





Not spent it all yet, I hope!” 





SEASIDE. 


A RECOLLECTION OF THE 










panied by presentation of permit, 
countersigned by Messrs. McChou- 
gall and Darripyton, 


THE LONDON CouNTy CouN- 
CIL: A highly expensive exhibition 
of (mostly) incompetency. Open 
daily from 10 to 6—but seldom to 
conviction, 


THE LONDON FCHOOL BOARD, 
—Visitors may look at this mar- 
vellous institution, but must on no 
account touch the “ figures,” which 
are growing every day. Just now, 
in order to inspect, you are re- 
quested to pay another penny in 
the pound, 


THE AQUARIUM —So called be- 
cause it is all bat devcii of water 
and fishes. The L. (. C. have some- 
times thought it “fishy,” though, 
N.B.—No person admitted unless 
in Modest Attire ! 


THE Rivek THAMES (LOWER), 
—Permitsion to view this to be 
obtained of Madame Cleopatra the 
Needle, 8.W. It is aleo necessary, 
on arriving near the banks to pre- 
renta disinfectant. Sce “ Odours,” 

RiveER THAMIS (UPPER).<> 
It is now all but impcasib'e to 


this part of the jopalar strea 

cwing to the encroachments an 
ynfounded cheek of Riparian 
{ matea <9 | ndgrabbers,” 
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DEVOTION. 


First YounG MATRON.—“ My husband blackened my eyes for me once, when I was going to a fancy ball!” 
SeconpD Y, M.—“ The brute! With his fist?” 
First Y. M.—‘ No, with a hairpin!” 


Right! You've guessed it. 


Wuy should we expect the greatest rush of the audience to the boxes on 
the first night of the pantomime /—Because ite Boxing Night. 


Who knows ? 





be justly described as a panty-mime? 
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CAN an actor, breathless after a dance which has received a triple encore, 
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Youth and maiden, Blythe and Say; 
Seek the (elds t gather may . 
She by simple Nod or beck 

Egas him on t break lus nech¢ 
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vers le for me |" Shouts the yachts- 
man, bold and Lree, 
But his friends upon the foam 


Wish they all were Safe at home 

















THE CAUSER - OF - PRETTY 
NIGH-EVERYTHING. 


IT was the end of the year 1890. 

_ Here, there, and everywhere else, prepara- 
tions were going forward on the grandest 
scale : it was obvious that great honour was 
to be done to somebody or something. 

In the centre of Europe, a magnificent 
temple was in course of erection—in fact, 
rearly finished: the costliness of its ma- 
terials exceeded anything ever done in that 
way in the history of the world. 

Everywhere, were set up magnificent 
shrines covered with votive offerings : there 
was one sflixed to the corner of the Royal 
Exchange: there was one at the top of the 
Monument: there was one on the top of the 
Albert Hall. 

There were triumphal arches covered with 
the choicest exotics, 

“To whom is all this honour due?" we 
asked of Dick, Tom, and Harry—of Pierre, 
Jacques, et Philippe — of Tizio, Caio, 
e Sempronio. 

“To the New Power, the Causer-of-Pretty- 
Nigh-Everything,” they replied, knocking 
their foreheads on the ~ e § 

And then we saw that Dick, Tom, and 
Harry were bearing votive offerings: Dick 
had brought his plate-basket, Tom was sacri- 


| ficing his favourite hunter; Harry placed 
| upon the nearest shrine his best-loved pipe. 


“And the name of the New Power?” we 


ae ey Ubiquity, the Microbe,” they replied : 
“ Read,” 

We read in the news rs; and under- 
stood. — 

The researches of science were conclusively 
evolving the fact that the Microbe is the 
cause, the root, the germ, of Everything. 

In this paragraph we read that Professor 
Malinconico, of Naples, had discovered the 
cause of old age—the Old-Age Microbe, 
which, as we progress in years, fastens upon 
us in ever increasing num 

Professor Grillenfinger, of Berlin, had 
found that original sin was entirely founded 
upon a microbe—a black microbe with horns 
and a tail. 

Want of ready money, shrinkage of flannel, 
floods, trade-unionism, water-companies, the 
London School Board, bad language, dis- 
honesty—all, all were the work of the 
Microbe. 

Therefore, the first object of mankind at 
the end of the year 1890, was to appease the 
Microbe: for this was the remedy for all 
evils, 

It was represented to Her Majesty that it 
would be as well if she were to receive him 


in person. 


“ Can’t he go to Clariige’s?” she asked 

Lord Salisbury thought it would be wiser 
to have him at the palace, 

“ We'll offer him an insult as he lands in 


England,” whispered the Irish membcrs | 


among themselves: ‘‘ Then he'll let the alien 
Saxons know.” 
With breathless anxiety the whole com- 


| munity awaited his arrival, 


He landed at Dover. 
As he stepped ashore, an enterprising ad ver- 


| tiser clapped an advertisement of his soap on 
_ the back of the august visitor. 


The Microbe was wreathed in smiles: hore 
grew wildly in the breasts of the people. 
Suddenly, however, the visitor became 


aware of the insult offered to him—the adver- 
| tisement on his back. 


His brow grew black: there was a sound 


| like distant thunder: slowly, with clenched 
teeth, the Microbe spread his sable wings, | 


and esiled away back over the channel. 


We may anticipate a lively time of it for | 


1891, 
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THE BISHOP’S LAST BET. 


A SPORTING ROMANCE IN A PRELIMINARY CANTER, TWO FALSE 
STARTS, AND A DEAD HEAT, 


“T hold it truth with him who wooes 
The fickle goddess’ golden grin, 
And sadly murmurs, ‘Ah! the sin 
Of gambling’s monstrous—when you loze!*” 


THE PRELIMINARY CANTER, 


IF ever there lived a man— 
providing always thata bishop 
may be regarded from a mere 
bipedal point of view—against 
whom an adverse force of cir- 
cumstances had seemingly 
combined with the fell inten- 
tion of transforming an em- 

rps: wy, Vy 4\ bodiment of the soundest 
SN ae \ o- /| \\\ orthodoxy into a veritable 
Bie ses Yh: Hy quagmire of moral chaos, that 
man was the Right Reverend 
the Lord Bishop of Punters- 
down, 

Thanks to the potent in- 
fluence of judicious patronage, 
and the possession of a bland 
persuasiveness that disarmed 
criticism, he had 1isen to the 
lofty dignity of his high estate 
with scarce the raising of a 
dissentient voice; and was 
not only accepted by society 
as a moral censor, whose im- 
pregnable rectitude was per- 
haps his least conspicuous 
virtue ; but was looked upon 
as a bulwark of rampant 

purity, defiantly opposed to the ever advancing tide of social depravity. 

Yet the truth must be confessed—the terrible secret disclosed—the os am 
spot darkening his ecclesiastical bosom be bared to the light. The Bishop 
was—alas for the frailty ef poor, erring humanity !|—a gambler—a gambler 
of the lowest and most despicable type —a backer of horses ! 

It had all come about in the simplest manner possible. The diocesan 
revenues were far from large, and the Bishop, being of a charitable dispo- 
sition, had cast his eye around in various directions in the hope of discovering 
means whereby his income might be increase] ; and, in the process of 
wandering, this same eye bad fallen upon the “Sporting Intelligence” in 
his daily paper. Fascinated, the eye remained glued to the spot, and, bein 
a profound mathematician, the mighty mystery of the “odds” afford 
sport worthy a Colenso or a Cocker. The fascination grew, and he nightly 
sought his couch with the music of “ five to two 02 the field” ringing sweet 
lullaby in his ear. Then came the first plunge. Through the medium of a 
commission agent, and under the sheltering agency of an assumed name and 
address, he invested a shilling upon the favourite for the “Jimjams Handi- 
cap,” at the remunerative odds of 6 to 4 against. The coup was successful, 
and the Bishop netted the comfortable stake of eighteenpence. Had the 
speculation resulted in failure, he might possibly have pulled up in time; 
but, like a tiger who had tasted blood, his appetite continued to grow by 
what it fed on. 

Fickle Fortune, however, who in his initial attempt 
had smiled approvingly, now turned upon him her 
darkest frown. Shilling after shilling, accompanied 
at intervals by the more substantial florin, vanished 
as if by magic, and the ghastly spectre, Financial 
Ruin, grinned close at his elbow. 

Facilis est descensus Averni! The Bishop, who Lut 
a short time before had faced the world in all the 
pride of conscious purity, was compelled to resort to 
the meanest subterfuges and the most contemptible 
dodges, in order to gratify his depraved passion un- 
observed, The ordinary newspaper had long since 
ceased to satisfy him, and with the base connivance 
of a sanctimonious newsagent—who, though father of 
a family, and own brother to a churchwarden, yet 
also lent himself to the nefarious practice of “ having 
a bit on”—The Sporting Life was delivered at the 
episcopal residence every morning, artfully folded 
and concealed amid the voluminous leaves of a daily 
publication yclept The Theolcgical Tin Trumpet: A 
Record of Dogmatical Defence. Hour after hour did 
the Bishop pore over the selections of the “ prophets,” 
and by their aid and in conjunction with his own 
“fancies,” essay to solve the mighty problem of tpot- 
ting the winner. Down the steep incline he sped at 
breakneck speed, until an event occurred, apparently 
destined to fit the crowning pinnacle upon this edifice of shame. 

A certain Puntersdown dealer in “ole clo’,” who had long merited and 
earned an unenviable reputation for close-fistedness and hard bargaining, 
lied. Desirous, no doubt, of performing this action as near the odour of 
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sanctity as possible, he had left by will the sum of ten to be devoted 
to the erection of a suitable asylum for the benefit of decayed tripe merchants 
who had passed the age of ninety—the said sum to be placed in the Bishop's 
hands, and invested as his discretion t think fit. But,alas! nothing is 
sacred to the gambler’s greed; and with the usual disastrous result, the 
Bishop had dipped pretty deeply into this bequest ; so that now, in addition 
to his former moral turpitude, he stood guilty of legal dishonesty, and ha4 
placed himself within the 
threatening shadow of the 
ou arm of the Law. 
uced, then, to this 
ser condition, he was 
urther tormented by the 
presence of two additional 
spurs, continually pricking 
his lacerated conscience, 
The first was his daughter 
Hannah ; the second an in- 
significant curate of huge 
physical proportions, the 
Rev. Choke Jade. Not only 
had the latter aspired to the 
former's hand, but the for- 
mer had absolutely condes- 
cended to return the latter's 
affection, The Bishop, pro- 
bably not without some 
expectation of seeing the 
sky fall at this outrageous 
act of pe Some on the 
part of the curate, had, 
needless to say, sternly 
refused to sanction the en- 
gagement; and though he 
suspected clandestine com- 
munication, had not abso- 
lutely forbidden his subor- 























dinate the house; for the Rev. Caoke Jade, being nephew to Sir Rowley 
Mile, the owner of the largest racing stud in England, it occasionally 
crossed his ecclesiastical mind that he might, some day or another, indirectly 
acquire information that might be turned to practical account. 

Such being the state of affairs, it was with mingled feelings that he one 
morning received a telegraphic despatch, informing him that he had been 
unanimously elected president of “The Anti-Gambling Association,” and 
—— chairman of “The League for the Total Demolition of Depraved 

unters.”’ 





FALSE START THE FIRST. 
THE Bishop sat in his study, his feet on the fender, and a careworn look 
on his brow. 

“ Magfinder must have won!” he soliloquized, nervously. “The prophets 
were ry unanimous, and I spotted it weeks ago, Will that paper never 
come ?” 

He pulled the bell rope violently. 
“Has the Tin Trumpet come yet, Grinder?” he said, as a funereal 
functionary responded to the summons. 

“IT was in the hact of bringing it to your lordship,” replied the domestic, 











stiffly holding out an embossed salver. 

Hardly waiting for Grinder to withdraw, the Bisho 
tore open the theological publication, and wit 
re fingers extracted The Sporting Life. A 
moment later it dropped from his hand, and he fe'l 
back in his chair, 

“Second again!” he aned, “always secon1 | 
And it looked such a moral! Another eighteenpence 
gone! Where—where will this end?” 

Then, picking up the paper, he mechanically read 
aloud— Entering the a Mugfinder assume 
the lead, but was immediately challenged by Tricky 
Jane, who, getting the best of a « ae, finish, 
won an exciting race by a short head.” “A short 
head! Long enough to complete my rain! No! 
there is no hope now; this is in the final 
straw |” 

At that moment the door softly opened and the 
prim voice of Grinder announced— 

“ The Rev. Choke Jade!” 

Hastily concealing the accusing sheet, the Bishop 
turned coldly towards his visitor. 

“I trust your lordship is better?” murmured the 
intruder, “ You have appeared to be somewhat in- 


— of late.” 

he Bishop slightly inclined his head, but made 
no reply. Even th‘s fellow had noticed his disorder | 
Could. he suspect——? But, no! That was 









































ible! se 

“1 heard from my uncle, Sir Rowley, this morning,” continued the cura 

taking a letter from his pocket, “ He desires me to assure you of the ; 
found interest he entertains for your latest charitable undertaking. 
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The Bishop's voice trembled slightly as he replied, “I am indebted to | 


him. He eays nothing else of importance, I presume?” 


“No!” returned the other. “ He is, as you are aware, though an ex- | 


tremely good hearted, an essentially worldly character. Devotes his 
attention to sporting mattera and that kind of thing, but seems to have no 
idea of the eternal fitness of things. Why, he actually says in his letter”— 
and he sgain referred to it—“ though I must apologize to your lordship for 
mentioning so profane a triviality—he actually says, ‘I presume your 
Paritanical prejadices will prevent you from having a bit on; but as it is 

: certain to rest a 
secret between us, I 
don’t mind telling 
you that Pall Up 
Your Socks is thrown 
in the Swindling- 
shire Stakes — at 
least a stone less 
than I anticipated 
—and is likely to be 
remarkably 
business,’ ”’ 





a long breath, and a 


right, Mr. Jade,” he 
eaid, feebly, “such 
trivialities are ex- 
tremely uninterest- 
ing, and, indecd, 
unintelligible, to me. 
You may thank your 
uncle in my name 
for his kind wishe3; 
and now, as I have 
@ mass of correspon- 


’ 


dence to attend to, if there is nothing further——’ 

There was nothing further, and Mr. Jade withdrew. 

Directly he was alone, the Bishop, with frantic haste and trembling 
fingers, turned to The Sporting Life. 

“Pall Up Your Socks!” he muttered; “ Pull Up Your Socks—where is 
it?—ah! here. The Swindlingshire Stakes. Sir Rowley Mi'e’s ch. m. Pull 
Up Your Socks—5 years old—6 st. 10 lbs, 
No! Is it possible—i0 to | offered! 
stake to realize! Will it—is it possible it can win?” 


He paced the room with wild uneven steps, and the despairing mien of a | 


caged lion. Suddenly he paused, and smiting his forehead sharply, cried— 
“Yes! I willdoit!” Then seating himself at his writing desk, he selected 
from a heap of papers a certain memorandum, which he carefully studied 
for rome minutes, 

“Two pounds thitteen of my own money,” he moaned, “and seven-and- 
sixpence of that fatal bequest. Horrible! horrible! There remains then 
but a single half-crown. Yes! I wi!] risk it—I will have one last desperate 
plunge. The race is run on this day week. I will disguise myself, go to 
Newmarket, and personally conduct the business, It shall be my last bet. 
If Pull Up Your Socks wins, I am saved! and my reputation for probity 
and honour unsullied, If it lo:es “ 

The lofty grandeur of despiir was on his brow as he rose and walked 
towards a mirror. A dignified calmness reemed to fold itself atout him, 
and he gazed long and steadfastly at the pallid features reflected. Then he 
finished his sentence—“ I will commit suicide ! ” 





FALSE START THE SECOND, 

THE numbera were up for the Swindlingshire Stakes and the betting 
raged fast and furious, “A hundred to thirty The Cripple! Five ponies 
bar one! A thousand to eighty bar four!” resounded upon every side; 
and the hoarse roar of the ring waxed louder and louder, as if the human 
tteam thercia confined had fully resolved to reach bursting point at all 
hazards, 

A short, and somewhat stout, individual, appropriately clad in a red nose 
and large black whiskers, with fashionable chcck suit and hat to match, 
approached one of the yelling metallicians. 

“What price will you lay me Pall Up Your Socks?” he asked, quietly. 

“ Thirty-three to one, as you look like a toff, captain!” responded the 
knight of the pencil, thrusting out his heavily ringed hand. 


The stranger felt in his waistcoat pocket, and deliberately drawing forth | 


half a crown, placed it in the expectant paw; and loud and clear there 
rang out upon the crispautumnal air—‘ Thirty-three half cartwheels to one 
Pull Up Your Socks, and the number's three, ought, seven |!" 

Grasping his ticket, the Bishop, for it was he, walked slowly away, con- 
sulting his card as he did so. “ Number nineteen,” he muttered, “ pink and 
black sleeves! I wonder if nineteen is a lucky number! ” 

Five minutes later arose the shout, “ They're off!" With his lips com- 


pressed and breathing hard, the Bishop stcod firmly embedded in the living 
heap of perapiring humanity ; ; 
itself u 
emall 


two hundred pounds of solid flesh balancing 
pr a favourite corn, and a particu irly bony elbow exploring t 








ood | 
. | lessly in the air as it fell, and a loud voice cried, ‘ Stay your hand, my lord ! 


The Bishop drew | 


sickly smile illu- | 
mined his counte- | 
nance. “You are | 


| gmile. 


And the betting—the betting? | 
Oh, what a price to win at—whata | 


and followed you the whole 


Growing excitement. Yells! Oaths! Roars! Shrieks! 

“ Tomato wins! No! Pall Up Your Socks—Pull Up Your Socks rolls in ! 
Come on, Cripple! The favourite fora hundred! No! no! Socks! Goon, 
you beauty! Socks—Socks! The Cripple—The Cripple!” 

There was a momentary flash of colours—a glimpse of a white jacket 
shooting past the pink and black—and it was all over! 

Up ran the numbers, 4—19—7. 

The Bishop referred to his card, 4—The Cripple, 19—Pull Up Your Socks, 
7—Tomato, 

Returning the card to his pocket with pathetic dignity, he slowly 
buttoned his coat. 

“It is a duty I owe to society,” he said, firmly, and left the ring. Crossing 
the course, he reached the rails, and deliberately taking off his hat 
placed it on the grass beside him. Then, drawing a revolver from his 
pocket, he pressed the cold muzzle to his forehead, and placed a finger upon 


the trigger. 





THE DEAD HEAT. 
THE next instant the pistol was struck from his grasp, exploding harm- 


There is an objection!” 

The Bishop turned, and beheld a tall man with an extremely long nose, 
and an exceedingly short covert coat. 

“ An objection,” he faltered, “to what?” 

‘To the winner—The Cripple. The jockey cannot pull the scale; nearly 
five pounds short weight. LKither oversight or ramp—nobody seems to know 
which! Pull Up Your Socks will get the race!”’ 

‘“ What?” gasped the Bishop, “ will No. 19 be declared the winner?” 

‘“ Hark!” cried the stranger, “it is settled even now.” And from the 
distant ring there floated towards them an echoing shout of “ Pall Up Your 
Socks— Pall Up Your Socks.” 

“Then my thirty-three half-crowns——?” shrieked the Bishop. 

“Will be in your pocket in less than five minutes,” returned the 
other. 

With a promptitude of motion and an adroitness of execution worthy an 
acrobat, the Bishop stepped towards his hat, and deliberately jumped upon 
it. Then, picking it up, he placed it jauntily upon his brow. As he did so, 


_ @ spasm of recollection crossed his mind, and he turned pale. 


“ But—you—you know me,” he stammered, ‘ You—you said ‘ My lord!’ 
Who—what——?” 

‘There is not the slightest cause for alarm,” replied the stranger, with a 
‘* Your secret is perfectly safe with me, my lord,” and pulling cif his 
false nose he disclosed the familiar features of the Rev. Choke Jade. 

Toe Bishop stood as though turned to stone. 

“T have long been aware of your lordship’s little weakness,” continued 
Mr, Jade, suavely. “ The news- 
agent is an old friend of mine. 
I know where you purchased 
your disguise, and have watched 


day. I am an older hand at 
the game than you would 
imagine, but to-day finishes my 
turf career, and I shall return, 
refreshed, to my spiritual voca- 
tion. I have won four thcu- 
sand pourds,” 

He paused for a moment, 
and then resumed :— 

“T mention the latter fact 
merely in self justification. 
Your lordship is, of course, 
aware that in the eves of 
Society there is no criminal so 
guilty as the unsuccessful 
gambler; and granting, for the 
sake of argument, that gambling 
is a venial sin—surely when 
the boot is upon the cther leg 
or rather foot, it is not un- 
reasonable to regard success as 
synonymous with expiation. 
By-the-by, the living of 
Stonely-cum-Broke will be 
vacant next month, I have rendered you a slight service to-day—not that 
I wish to remind you of it—but——” 

“T feel a little faint,’ murmured the Bishop; “suppose we go back and 
draw the money.” 

“ Accept my arm,” replied Mr. Jade, adding, as they turnc«! towards the 
ring, “I hope to call your lordship ‘ father-in-law’ before Christmas.” 

o * * * oa o o 

The Bishop was cured, and from that very day the 7in Trumpet ceased 
to be polluted by the obnoxious embraces; of its pernicious confrere. 

Need it be added that, with that delightful consistency which 
characterizes the most charitable instincts of the human heart, “The 
League for the Total Demolition of Depraved Punters,” contaias no two 
such rampint partizans as the Right Rev. the Bishop of Puntersdown and 
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INTIMIDATION? OH, DEAR, NO! 


“A number of non-union workmen, w‘io bad travelled from distant places to take the work, were met at the dock (or factory) gates by the Unionists and persuaded to turn 
back.”—Common Newspaper Fable, 
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1. “Intimidation? Nota ha'poth!” rays Our Own Non-Usienist “It bappened this was ‘esitatin’, I hetcher sight of a crowd o' Uosioniste a-coming along, smilin’ in s win- 
Way i] was just a-setting on a heap o’ stones down in our parte, ttarving fcr want o ning sort o way, to wheedle me, t rie 5. * Bo, of courte, I was reg ee oe to 
wers. when a foreman from London comes along and sez, ‘ Will you come up to London Htarve, to oblige ‘em, and tramped ‘eme # hundred miles, to cur wae we Wie Se 
and doa job o' work?’ 2.“Up I goes; and when I gets to the works a Trade- yreatest o' plessure. Intimida——?——6. “En? ‘Ow is it I looks so damaged like? 
Enior st gite ine in a corner, and smiles at me, and sez,* You'll go back, won't yen, and ‘ow isit I'min the Work’us Jafirmary?’ Et! Oh why I must hi fell out o° bed, 

ae = n Mr A 4 e Tayter comes up, and #1 €4,¢t , and heedles me s« or sometbink. It cau t ha’ bia the kiad persuasion 0 them Coloni-te 
Di tant und } te, tog ECxK me and stary for BAR ¢ 4 ; 
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1. The New Dignitary (call him R.A., Successful Actor or Author, or what you will), up to his neck in letters of congratulation. 
Brown receives a copy, and is proud of it.——4. Likewise Jonesr,— 5. Unfortunately they meet and c-mpare notes, 


MATILDA’S MISHAP. 


It was, by all the crowd, 
Ungrudgingly allowed 
That ‘Tilda Grice, 
Though very nice, 
Was a!so very proud. 
Her knowledge what to don, 
Her thoughtful care to con 
Each 1ule that’s set 
By etiquette 
She plumed herself upon, 


Her person she admired 
(When suitably attired) 
To an extent 
The sentiment 
Is not to be desired. 
But though it was her boast 
To be the reigning toast, 
The record stands 
It was her hands 
Which she admired the most. 


Nor can it be denied 
That Miss Matilda's pride 
(As mentioned) in 
Her )ittle fin 
Was somewhat justified. 
But scarcely, necd I tell 
(You know the thing 80 wel)) ; 
Such pride, in all, 
Is bound to fall— 
And this is how it fell. 


Tom Jones, a man of beers, 
And one of Britain's peers, 
Who'd caught a glance 
At her as} nce, 
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THE NEW DIGNITARY. 
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2. Oopy of his reply, which is sent out ad Jib. 


6. They agree to call upon him, and make matters more lively. 
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Bat, though he sought, there came: 
No chance to tell his flame 

To ’Tilda (who 

Was eager to 
Reciprocate the same). 


For though “on street’ they met, 
The rules of etiquette 
But grant to you 
Acquaintance through 


A person in your “set.” 


At last it came—the chance ! — 
It was a Christmas dance. 
In hope they basked 
(For both were asked) 
And both were in a trance. 


The happy day arrives. 
In joy Matilda drives, 
When—oh, my loves !— 
She finds her g'oves 
Are eights instead of fives / 
Such awful things to wear 
Nigh drove her to despair ; 
But etiquette 
Would fume and fret 
At digits going bare! 


Enough! Herself she brands! 

Lord Jones astounded stands! 
‘Great Scott!” he said, 
“T cannot wed 

A girl with mammoth hands!’”” 
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RTAKING OF FOG MIXTURE. 
his i rity).—“ rll bet you another ’ 
‘right, I fler: 1 t I can feel it distinctly with my 


‘Long John’ you 


ri¢ a6 


He quickly fled the scene : 
Matilda Grice went greea ! 
So great a go 
I do not know 

That I have ever seen ! 
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SAG tp \over as soon as possible; Nening. rig me 
SARCASTIC. 
— Year, year! A Quarter-Rain, To Astronomers and Others. 
Why is the year just like a magazine, 


In every almanac that custom starts ? 
ecause tis in those compilations seen 
That the year is always ta’en in monthly pirts, 








RENT and taxes vex the soul, 
Worry it and shock it : 
Four Quarters make a hole 
In a fellow’s pock-it / 


A TOTAL eclipse occurs to-day, 

And see that ye mark it well, O, brothe:-s— 
FUN ALMANAC, the great and gay, 

Makes a total eclipse of all the others! 
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PARSON 


Boys,—*“ 
PaRson,—* 


TRUE OR FALSE? 
Ated).—“ Good morning, boys. Do you hear the church bell?” 
; but we're going to get 
Good boys! (Looking closer.) But what have you got there!” 


some wood for Widow Brown fust, sir.” 





Boys —“ Skates, sir. We're taking ‘em with us. ao as the other boys shan’t ure ‘em on Sunday, sir.” 
= = ———— —— cae non mr rare nn 











IN WINTER, 
WHEN winter skies are clear and cold 
And trees are hung with aes f laces, 
Beside the embers—growing o'd— 
We sit and dream of far off faces. 
The year is dying—all is snow— 
We only think on lonz ago. 


Acrcss the silence of the years 
We stretch our hands with sudden 
aopery 
With eyes all dim—through unshed tears— 
We to see old friends returning. 
But never touch of vanished hand 
Shall greet us from the shadow land. 


They passed, and left no footprints here, 
The snows of Time — hid their 


We onl their memory dear— 
rik one neat Celt empty 
looks, their words, a tender 
store— 
But they will come no more—no 
more | 


Ob! warm young hands, like sun hissed 
flow’rs, 
Still in your loving a. hold us! 
Young eyes—Jook tenderly in ours ! 
Young reites all your joys enfold 
us 
Go swiftly, gladly forth to greet 





MAUD,.—*“ So 





going to throw youreelf away on old T.” 
yself away! I presume you don’t know he hae 





| THE SIGHT OF LONDON! 

Fon Orrick, E.C.—This palatial 
edifice, all built of real brick (similar 
to the owner) is open to the public 
daily, free and welcome, A remark- 
able feature of this famous building 
is its entrance in the Two-door style. 
It is also celebrated for its Almanacs, 
its Hoods, its coffers and its Camden 
Press-tige. The great day here is 
Tvesday, when large numbers of 
European and other potentates are to 
be seen on the step at daybreak, wait- 
ing for their weekly dose of drollery. 
All seats free, but a collection is made 
on every Tuesiay in each month, 
and the collection in question is the 
absolutely finest batch of stories, jokes 
and illustrations in this orany naticn ! 
Vivat Regina ! 


What do you think ? 
Is marriage called the nuptial noose 
because all the victims are led to the 


(h)alter ? 
Quite a New Year's Gift. 


CAPITAL occupation for New Year's 
Day.—Thinking of the past and ex- 
pecting the present. 


LY : : : 
; in « i 7. tha ane : 
ra¢ Oo ay : Vine Lbe income 








CNL, NR RRREPENMEI ee mite 


—- 








8 to 
ait- 


ade 
ith, 
the 
kes 
cn! 


a8 


ar's 
ex- 





Se PEI OP tage er 


ne 





£4: RO 


FUN ALMANAC. 














SEPTE er ss 


: “ a rm, 
\ 
ae 7 A “ Oe 
ole 





; Banc! she gees. witha will! 
Som ing Sure ; I'm Safe te Kul! 
When the partr Ldgres are nigh 
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MR. FUN’S CHRISTMAS 
BENEDICTION. 


THE birds of spring have taken 
The summer flowers have 
The grain is housed, the kine that browsed 
In meads, from ‘meads are banished. 
Yee, days have sped and weeks have fied 
Old Fun esples with startled 
e 
The Christmas season rn 
He sniffs afar the luscious ar- 
Omatic smell that rises 
From geeses fair and tartses rare, 
From puddingses and pieses, 
So, having prayed the heavenly maid 
To give him inspiration, 
He'll greet again, with meet refrain, 
His friends throughout creation, 
And wish them all, far and near, 
A jolly Yule, a glad New Year. 


On earth below we ne’er may know 
To what fair sprite of Aidenn 

The task is given to come from Heaven 
With Christmas blessings laden. 

Bot Fun would pray the gentle fay 
To bring, this year, cf treasures 

Her heaviest load, and spread abroad 
Her choicest, holiest pleasures. 

Oh! may she shower on dainty bower 
And cottage mean and lowly 

The joys of health, contentment’s wealth, 
And love sublime and holy. 

And Christmas thus will prove to us 
A time of jubilation, 

And when at last the season’s past 
Of festive animation, 

May Christmas fun and Christmas cheer 

Be followed by a glad New Year! 


But Fun, alas! observes to pass 
Before his mental vision 

A wretched throng, who treat his song 
With doleful, drear derision. 

For some declare they cannot share, 
Becaute of their senescence, 

The Christmas glee, the Christmas spree 
That cheered their adolescence. 

And some declare that business care 
Must form, perforce, a reason 

For them to shun the freaks ard fun 
Peculiar to the season. 

While others cry, with many a sigh 
Of grief and desperation, 

That hunger's pangs, disease’s fange, 
And unrelieved privation 

Forbid to their existence drear, 

Or happy Yule, or glad New Year! 


Now, nay! now, nay! ye gaunt and grey, 
Let Fus, who ne’er gets sated 

(Though old and sere) with Christmas cheer 
By you be imitated ! 

Now, nay ! now, nay! ye careworn, pray 
Resign at Yule completely 

Your tiresome “ biz.,” as Fuw does his, 
And frisk and frivol featly ! 

Now, nay! now, nay! ye long array 
Of poor in want repining, 

The cloud is dark, but ye will mark 
Ere long the silver lining. 

For surely we, whose homes are free 
From want and dire privation, 

Will your sad state ameloriate ; 
And our remuneration — 

For cheering you with Christ mas cheer 

Shall be a more serene New Year! 


A Cropper! 
THERE ae crops besides Dame Nature's 


Swe lence, at least, have just arisen ; 
Some os all just now, are in the hunting 


“Crops” also, alas! 
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Through October woodinnis | 





sll 
Hounds and hunters ply ther sical | 
This cubhunter bold and free | 
Drops in for a opsy tea. 
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PLEASANT. 


GgNTLEMAN.—"‘ And shal] we see your mamma at our bazaar?’ ; 
Littis Miss.—‘‘ No; I'm sure you won't; she said she was going to wait till the auction,” 
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A CHRIS COLLOQUY. | y. C. Why, a tsifie of poace, and [paral that has stood yok many 

; ‘ | anniversaries. There is so e demand for ware, nowadays, ear 

ar ee a - — 2 gas at , _ it hath grown mouldy in keeping. Ay, and an oddment ’o brotherly love. 
’ : | In old times ’twas thought to be of use toward the world’s leavening. 


boughs and holly! Odds cates and capers! Odds drinking o' toasts and and goodwill, we do everything with strife and grudging, clacketting and 
toasting o’ drinks. How dost thou, thou frosty ancient ? clamouring, jeering and fleering; and as to leavening the world, that is 
Steabismus, Y’ are here again, And with what age? to be done by contrast. As butter was once to be made out of Thames’ mud 
F.C. Truly, I have here a bale of cards, very handsomely limned and | eo now are vice and crime, want and sorrow, misery and destitution to be 
gilded, for folk to send to one another i’ commemoration of the Season. _ boiled down into Salvation soap, and run into Salvation candle moulds, and 
Streas. And cry, “So! We ha’ polished the fool off for another twelve- sewn into Salvation sacks. Factories are even now building with machinery 
month!" as they tongue the envelope. Truly, this is no new merchandise. into the which a sinner being dropped at the one end, he cometh out a saint 
F.C. I have a cask or so of good wishes, to be administered verbally. at t’other. And the Archbishops and Cardinals, and heads of all denomina- 
They are much in request. tions are thanking their stars that the Millennium is to be achieved so 
StrRaB. Ay, among new friends and old enemies, bakers’ boys, beggars _ cheaply. Ho, ho, ho! So is thy ware a drug, and thou thyself a broken 
and postmen. _ tradesman. Yet if thou hast a goodly curtain ’o snow and an impenetrable 
F.C. I have a goodly store o’ bills and summonses, | fog or so i’ thy basket, leave them, leave them. They will be wanting to 
Steas. O, these are no seasonable fruit. They grow all the year round. cover the world up by and by when they ha’ made of it a more mes om 
F.C, Then, I havea n-load or two of coughs, catarrhs and tissicks, | botch than it be now. So get thee withs hence, for thou art not wanted. 
with a goodly store of chilb 8, and many me indigestions, upon F.C. Yet will I stay. For here and there a hearth shines, a household 
which heirs-at-law do much rely, and others who look to stand in dead | unite to make an old Season welcome. There are urchins who will crowd 
men's shoes. What would ye more, i’ the name of Mercy? about my knees, there are youths and maidens, and aged folks, who will 
StTRaB, Nay, talk not o’ Mercy, she is lost in Equatorial Africk, whither | laugh in mine eyes with gladness and take me by the hand. And of me ask 
#he went a-hunting for ivory many awhile agone. Old trader that thou nothing, only the memories I bring. Never were these new since the 
art, thy goods be stale. Hast nothing fresh whatsoever? world it began, so they grow not old with keeping. Vale, vale, Fare ye well. 


FATHER CHRISTMAS, OJds snowballs and sugarplums! Odds missel- | STRAB. Goto! goto! These are enlightened times. As to your peace 
| 
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NOTA BUNZ 


IMITATED BY MANY, EQUALLED BY NONE. 


RIDGE’s FOOD 


STANDS FIRST 


As the most popular and healthful diet fer Infants 


LARCEST SALE IN THE WORLD. 


































































